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The  Compiler  of  "The  Columbian  Repository"  presents  his  most  grateful  acknowledgements 
to  those  Gentlemen,  who  have  honored  him  with  their  Patronage  and  Liberal  Assistance,  by  which  he  has  been 
enabled  to  complete  this  Publication.  That  their  generous  intentions  for  assisting  the  improvement  of  Sacred 
Music  should  not  be  frustrated  has  been  his  constant  aim  while  engaged  in  the  compilation.  Should  this  work 
be  so  fortunate  as  to  meet  their  approbation,  it  will  afford  an  higher  degree  of  confidence,  when  fubmitting  it  to 
the  perusal  of  a  discerning  Public. 

DEDICATION. 

To  the  Members  of  the  Ci  Essex  Musical  Association. 
BY  your  permission  the  following  work  is  respectfully  submitted  to  your  inspection,  with  a 
hope  that  it  may  in  some  degree  assist  your  attempts  for  ameliorating  and  refining  the  present  taste  for  music. 

That  you  may  be  successful  in  your  endeavours  is  the  ardent  wish  of 

Your  Humble  Servant, 

The  COMPILER. 

ADVERTISEMENT. 

SOME  concise  directions  for  playing  the  Bass  Viol  having  been  given  in.df.qte'.wcrk,  infilled  :the  "InGtrunental  Assistant,"   there  insertion  here,  a: 
formerly  proposed,  was  thought  unnecessary.    The  intended  Index  of  Tunes  adapted  id  Dr.  Belknap's  Psalms  anl  Hymns,  is  omitted  as  superfluous,  as  every 

Chorister  is  supposed  capable  of  adapting  his  choice  of  music  to  the  subjecl. 

Every  typographical  error,  which  has  been  discovered,  is  pointed  out  in  the  Errata,  into  'which  every  finger  is  requested  to  look,  previous  to  the  performing 

cf  a  tune,  by  which  he  will  have  the  music  cor  reel.  •  :[',';  } 

//  is  presumed  that  there  has  no  work  of  the  kind  yet  appeared  in  the  United  States  in  which  there  is  a  greatr  variety  of  Style  to  be  found,  than  in  the 

■present ;  and  should  the  encouragement  be  equivalent  to  the  time  and  labor  bestowed  upon  it,  the  design  will  be  answered. 


I  N  T  R  O  D 


CHAP.  I. 

M 

USIC   combines  Melody,  Air,  Harmony,  and  Measure. — 
Melody  is  a  feries  of  {imple  founds,  fo  regulated  as  to  produce  a  plea- 
fing  effect,  upon  the  ear. 

Air  is  the  fpirit,  or  ftyle  of  the  melody. 

Harmony  is  the  confonance  of  two,  or  more  founds,  which  may  be 
either  natural  or  artificial. 

Natural  harmony  is  produced  by  the  common  chord. 

Artificial  harmony  is  a  mixture  of  concords  and  difcords,  bearing  vela-* 
tion  to  the  common  chord. 

Of  the  Diatomic  Scale  of  Music. 

The  notes  of  the  Diatonic  Scale  are  feven,  whofe  diftances  are  meafur- 
ed  by  tones  and  femitones.  Seven  letters  are  applied  to  the  notes  in  the 
following  order,  A,  B,  C,  D,  E,  F,  G.  When  there  is  occafion  for  an 
eighth  letter  the  firft  is  repeated. 

The  above  letters  comprehend  a  fyftem  of  degrees,  which  is  ufually 
called  an  o&ave,  from  the  various  difpofitions  of  which,  we  have  the 
foundation  of  and  endlefs  variety  of  harmony. 

The  Diatonic  Scale. 

22   G   No.  4. 

21  T  

20  E 

x9  D  

18  C 

,7  B  


16  A                                                      A    No.  3. 

15    G  G     No.  2.  G  

i+   F  F  F 

1 3    E  E  E  

12   D  D~  D 

[i  c  c  c  

10    B      No.  1.        B  B 

9  A  A  A  

8    G  G  G 

7    F  F  F  

6    E  E  E 

5    D  D 

4  C 

3  B  

2  A 

i  G  


U  C  T  I  O  N. 


The  figures  prefixed  to  the  fcale  mow  that  the  whole  number  of  letters 
expreffed  amount  to  three  o&aves.  But  few  voices  having  a  larger  com- 
pafs  the  fcale  is  not  extended  further. 

The  letters  from  figure  1  to  10,  expreffed  by  5  lines,  with  their  fpaces, 
is  the  fcale  of  the  Bafs  ftaff — No.  1. 

The  letters  from  figure  5  to  15,  are  the  Tenor  ftaff — No.  2. 
The  letters  from  figure  6  to  16,  are  the  Counter  ftaff — No.  3. 
The  letters  from  i£  to  22,  are  the  Treble  ftaff — No.  4. 

The  Bafs  Jlaff  is  affigned  to  the  deepeft  men's  voices. 
The  Tenor  Jlaff  to  the  higheft  men's  voices, 
The  Counter  Jlaff  to  boy's  and  the  loweft  women's  voices. 
The  Treble  Jlaff  to  the  higheft  women's  voices. 


The  Diatonic  Scale  Divided* 


For  Counter. 

Space  above,  A 
5th  Line,  G- 
4th  Space,  F 
4th  Line,  E- 
3d  Space,  D 
3d  Line,  C- 
2d  Space,  B 
2d  Line,  A- 
ift  Space,  G 
1  ft  Line,  F- 
Space  below,  E 


For  Tenor  and  Treble. 

Space  Above,  G 
5th  Line,  F- 
4th  Space,  E 
4th  Line,  D- 
3d  Space,  C 
3d  Line,  B- 
2d  Space,  „  A 
2d  Line,  G- 
ift  Space,  F 
1  ft  Line,  E- 
Space  below,  D 


For  frtfsi 

Space  above,  B 
5th  Line,  A- 
4th  Space,  G 
4th  Line,  F- 
3d  Space,  E 
3d  Line,  D- 
2d  Space,  C 
2d  Line,  B- 
ift  Space,  A 
1  ft  Line,  G- 
Space  belcw,  F 


In  Bafs. — If  there  be  one  ledger  line  below  the  ftaff,  the  letter  is  E,  if 
there  be  two,  the  letter  is  C,  if  there  be  one  above  the  ftaff  the  letter 
is  C. 

In  Tenor  and  Treble. — If  there  be  one  ledger  line  below  the  ftaff  the- 
letter  is  C,  if  there  be  one  above  the  ftaff  the  letter  is  A. 

In  Counter. — If  there  be  one  ledger  line  above  the  ftaff  the  letter  is  E, 


IV 


A  Staff  ~ 


Ledger  lines 


A  Brace 


CHAP.  fl. 

Of  Musical  Characters. 

comprehends  fives  lines  with  their  fpaces,  whereon 
notes  and  other  characters  are  placed. 

are  ufed  when  notes  afcend  or  defcend  beyond  the 
cbmpafs  of  the  ftaff. 

fhows  how  many  parts  are  fung  together. 


is  ufed  only  in  Bafs,  and  derives 
letter  on  which  it  is  placed. 


its  name  from  the 


T 


ne  U 


Cliff 


The  C  Cliff 


A  Sharp 
A  Flat 


Figures 


I,  2 


A  Slur 

Marks  of 
Diftir.ction 


»  I  1  ! 


reftores  a  note,  made  flat  or  fharp,  to  its  primitive 
found, 

fhows  what  part  of  a  tune  is  to  be  fung  over  again. 

are  ufed  when  fome  part  of  a  tune  is  to  be  repeated. 
The  note  under  figure  i  is  to  be  fung  the  firft  time, 
and  the  note  under  figure  2  when  the  the  fame  part  is 
repeated,  omitting  the  note  under  figure  1.  If  the 
notes  under  the  figures  are  connected  by  a  flur,  they 
are  both  to  be  fung  the  fecond  time. 

is  drawn  over,  or  under  fo  many  notes  as  are  to  be 
fung  to  one  fyllable. 

fignify  that  the  notes  over  which  they  are  fet  mould  be 
fung  as  diftinclly  and  emphatically  as  poffible. 


iEH  are  P*aced  at  the  beginning  of  every  ftaff,  determining 

Cliffs  — .  K$  |gj  the  names  of  every  line  and  fpace. 


IS!  is  ufed  in  Tenor  and  Treble,  and  fometimes  in  Counter, 
&5  and  receives  its  name  from  its  letter.    This  cliff  always 
holds  its  place. 

TTjl  is  ufed  in  Counter,  and  fometimes  in  Tenor  and  Treble, 
taking  its  name  from  its  letter. — n.e.  The  C  Cliff  is 
removeable  to  any  line  or  fpace  in  the  ftaff,  in  that  cafe 
it  removes  the  order  of  the  feven  letters  with  it. 
S    fet  before  a  note  raifes  it  one  degree  or  femitone. 
E    fet  before  a  note  finks  it  one  degree  or  femitone. 

When  Sharps  or  Flats  appear  at  the  beginning  of  a  tune,  they  have  influence  through  it 
unlel's  contradicted  by  a  natural.  Obferve  that  lharps  or  flats  affetf  the  found  of  no  letters 
but  ihofe  on  which  they  arc  fet. 

A  Natural 
A  Repeat 


A  Point  of  extends  the  found  of  a  note,  for  inftance,  when  fet  after 

Addition         •    a  Semibreve  it  makes  it  equal  to  three  minims. 

A  Direft       ^    is  fet  at  the  end  of  a  ftaff  to  direct  the  performer  to  the 
lirft  note  in  the  next  ftaff. 


Figure  %  or 
Point  ot  3 
Diminution 


placed  over  or  under  any  three  notes  reduces  them  to 
the  time  of  two  notes  of  the  fame  kind. 


Choofing  Z&-~\Z  are  placed  in  a  direct  line,  one  above  another,  either  of 

Notes      Z^ZpZ  which,  or  both  may  be  fung. 
—1 — 1 — — 


A  Lega-  -QtQ-  comprehends  two  or  more  notes  upon  the  fame  line 
ture  or    rpiui:  or  fpace,  which  are  confidered  as  one  one  found  and 

Tye 


one  name. 


A  fingle 
Bar 


SHI 

l— -j-— £  divides  the  time  agreeably  with  the  meafure  note. 


A  Double  Z3ZIZ  fhows  the  end  of  a  ftrain.  It  is  fometimes  ufed  to  di- 
Bar  -il—  vide  the  different  notes  which  belong  to  the  various 

lines  of  poetry. 


A  Clofe 


\i  fliows  the  end  of  a  tune. 


CHAP.  HI. 

Table  of  the  Transposition  of  the  Mi. 


WHEN  a  tune  has  neither  flats  nor  fliarps  at  the  beginning 
in  B.  But 


Mi 


If  there  be  1  Flat 

Mi  is 

in 

E. 

2  Flats 

Mi  is 

in 

A. 

3  Flats 

Mi  is 

in 

D. 

4  Flats 

Mi  is 

in 

G. 

5  Flats 

Mi  is 

in 

C. 

6  Flats 

Mi  is 

in 

F. 

7  Flats 

Mi  is 

in 

B. 

n.e.  Flats  drive  the  mi  from  one 
letter  to  another. 


If  there  be 


Sharp 
Sharps 
Sharps 
Sharps 
Sharps 
Sharps 
Sharps 

n.e.  Sharps  carry  the  mi  from  one 
letter  to  another. 


Mi  is 
Mi  is 
Mi  is 
Mi  is 
Mi  is 
Mi  is 
Mi  is 


F. 
C. 
G. 
D. 
A. 
E. 
B. 


Table  of  the  places  of  Mi  by  Flats. 
Rule. — A  Flat  removes  the  Mi  to  a  Fourth  above,  or  a  Fifth  below 
its  former  place. 

2  Flats  3  Flats. 


i  Flat. 

:az: 


Treble. 
B 

Counter.  I  Flat. 

B  E 
Tenor.  i  Flat. 


E  A 


D 


G 


C. 


2  Flats  7.  Flats. 


4  Flats 


5  Flats. 


:t"E?iz=QZ=2z5^izz=z:: 


A 

2  Flats. 


D 
3  Flats. 


G 

4  Flats. 

~i«  Q- 


c 

5  Flats. 


:zzz3z-zzQi;jir.t— z— ijifa  zze=ziz£g— u— ijrix^z— :zz 

==3™=*  EJEz=?=E!fe  zz:tE!^E3E!^Ez:E 


E 

i  Flat. 


A 

2  Flats. 


d"3" 


3  Flats. 


G 

4  Flats. 


5  Flats. 


-e- 

B 


The  rule  will  operate  in  the  fame  manner  for  the  other  places  of  Mi. 

Table  of  the  places  of  Mi  by  Sharps. 
Rule.; — A  Sharp  removes  the  Mi  to  Fifth  above,or  a  Fourth  below  its 
former  place. 

Treble.  I  Sharp.        z  Sharps.        3  Shaips.        4  Sharps.  ^Sharps. 

B  F  C  G  D  A 

Counter.        1  Sharp.        2  Sharps.        3  Sharps.        4  Sharps.  5  Sharps. 


iz&zzzzzzrzxzzz!!: 
-e — !-<*- 


B 

Tenor. 


 Q. 


G  D 

3  Shaips.        4  Sharps 

a 


ZZZZZ3ZM: 

 j  j-*"-0  — — j-^^— 7^  j~^^Z  Q  

F~"  C 
1  Sharp.        2  Sharps, 
QZ  _%  

El9  r~d  z 

B  F  C 

Bass.  1  Sharp.        2  Sharps. 

15  h  C 


A 

5  Sharps. 

|zz^zzzz^-lz_?zzz-=~: 


3  Sharps.        4  Sharps.  5  Sharps. 

#zzz  Dzzizf  zzzzzzziz^zzzrozzii 

G  D  A 

The  rule  for  the  (harps  will  alfo  operate  in  the  fame  way  for  the  re- 
naming (harps. 


~7 


CHAP.  IV. 

Of  Naming  the  Notes. 

Afcending — Rule. — Above  Mi  are  Faw,  Sol,  Law,  Faw,  Sol,  Law, 
then  comes  Mi. 

Defcending — Rule. — Below  Mi  are  Law,  Sol,  Faw,  Law,  Sol,  Faw, 
then  comes  Mi.- 


ASCENDINO. 
Firfl  find  the  place  of  the  Mi. 

Then  the  1  it  note  above  Mi  is  Faw. 


the  2d 
the  3d 
the  4th 
the  5th 
the  6th 
Then  comes 


is 
is 
is 
is 
is 


Sol. 

Law. 

Faw. 

Sol. 

Law. 

Mi. 


EXAMPLE 

Treble. 


iiillllfEii 


_-Q- 


mi,  faw,  fol,  law,  faw,  fol,law,mi,faw. 

Counter, 

mi,  faw,  fol,  law, faw,  fol,  law,mi,faw 
Tenor. 

Pzzzg-k^tEtztzblizfzJ 

mi,  faw,  fol,  law,  faw,  fol,law,mi,faw. 
Bass. 


 :-».J© 


DESCENDING. 
Find  the  place  oj  the  Mi. 

Then  the  ill  note  below  Mi  is 

the  2d 

the  3d  - 

the  4th 

the  5th  , 

the  6th 
Then  comes 


Law. 

Sol. 

Faw. 

Law. 

Sol. 

Faw. 

Mi. 


EXAMPLE. 


Treble. 


faw,  mi,  law,  fol,faw,law,fol,faw,rrii,law. 
Counter. 


mi,  raw, fol, law,  faw,  fol,  law,mi,ta\v. 

Compare  the  rule  with  the  example, 
the  flrft  note  of  which  is  Mi,  then  the  firft 
note  above  Mi  is  faw,  the  fecond  fol,  &c. 

The  Iafl  note  faw  in  the  example  is  to 
fhow  that,  if  the  notes  were  to  afcend  dill 
further,  the  fame  order  of  the  names  is  to 
be  oblerved. 


?z=:i?Iii5SFFJ3::::£J 

:=zz:±=i-EHf  5±©f35"f^  3 

faw,  mi,law,fol,faw,law,fol,faw,mi,laV. 

Tenor. 

--j*  ;.Di§i-r-iZ}zr.i::z:;z:i 

rib  t- »  -4s  ^  rQf  £  ±.„ .  l_. 4 

^:z:=  Tzrztztz  rzt^ t^ra;  :&:f 

faw,mi,law,fol,faw,law,fol,  faw,mi,law. 
Bass. 

faw,mi,la\v,fol,faw,law,fol,faw,  mi,  law. 

The  lad  note  law  in  the  example  is  to  (how 
that,  fiiould  notes  defcend  Mill  further,  the 
lame  order  in  the  names  is  preferved. 

Compare  the  rule  with  the  example. — The 
firft  note  below  mi  is  law,  the  fecond  fol,  &c. 

If  the  Mode  or  Key  be  major,  the  laft  note 
in  the  tune  will  be  faw  ;  if  it  be  minor  the  la!t 
note  will  be  law. 


VI 

CHAP.  V. 

Of  the  Accidental  Sharps,  Flats,  and  Naturals. 
SHARPS,  Flats,  and  Naturals  are  called  accidental  becaufe  they  are  ufed 
to  change  the  found  of  letters,  as  the  chord,  of  which  thofe  letters  are  a 
part,  may  require  ;  and  becaufe  they  affeft  the  found  of  the  letters,  upon 
which  they  are  fet,  no  further  than  the  compafs  of  the  bar,  in  which  they 
are  inclofed.  If  there  be  occafion  for  them  in  a  fucceeding  bar,  they  mult 
be  again  renewed. 

In  the  preceding  example  for  naming  the  notes  afcending,  the  order 
being  calculated  only  for  plain  notes,  no  rule  is  given  for  founding  fuch 
letters,  as  may  have  an  accidental  {harp  upon  them.  If,  for  inftance,  a 
habit  is  acquired  of  founding  the  true  Fourth  from  the  pitch,  an  embar- 
raffment  is  the  cpnfequence,  when  a  /harp  appears  upon  that  Fourth, 
which  Ihirp  frequently  announces  a  new  mode.  • 

.To  understand  the  idea  fimply,  take  the  lirft  five  notes  in  the  example 
afcending,  viz  :  Mi,  faw,  fol,  \7iw,faw,  then,  if  a  fharp  be  fet  upon  C,  or 
the  laft  faw,  there  is  a  femitone  difference,  fo  that,  having  the  habit  of 
founding  the  fifth  note,  or  faw,wc  are  obliged  to  give- them  both  the  fame 
name,  having  no  other  to  apply. 

It  may  then  be  ufeful  to  adopt  fome  method  fcr  reducing  the  difficul- 
ty of  founding  notes,  which  may  be  affected  by  accidental  fharps,  fiats  or' 
naturals — As  ift,  By  changing  the  order  of  names  in  the  rules  for  calling 
the  notes,-or  sdly,  By  comprehending  the  feveral  changes  of  the  modes, — 
or  jdly,  By  acquiring  a  habit  of  diftinguifhing  the  found  of  letters,  which 
are  {harped,  from  thofe,  which  are  plain  from  the  tone  of  an  inftrument. 

Perhaps  the  firft  method  may  be  the  eafieft  for  a  learner,till  he  becomes 
acquainted  with  the  different  modes  and  their  changes. 

The  fubfequent  examples  may  perhaps  affift  the  learner  in  his  firft  at- 
tempts to  found  accidental  fharped,  flatted,  or  reftored  notes. 

By  jharps — ijf  Example. 
For  Ten.  or  Treb.        Common  way.   Q  A  s  the  1  ft  method.  ^  ^ 

faw,  fol,  law,    faw,         fol.  faw,  fol,         law,      mi,     ^  faw. 

For  Bafs.  ^      Common  way.     ^  •        As  the  i  ft  method. 


law,    faw,         fo],  faw,  fol, 

id  Example. 
Common  way.  As  the  i  ft  method. 


For  Ten.  or  Treb.       Common  way. 


$d  Example. 


As  the  i ft  method. 


For  Bafs 


law,  fol,     fol,    faw,  fol, 


2 — & 

:—q: 

Common  way. 


4th  Example, 


law,  fol,         faw,      mi,  faw, 


As  the  I  ft  method. 


-e — 


faw,  law,  law,      fol,         law.  faw,  law,         faw,      mi,  faw. 

$tb  Example. 

For  Ten.  or  Treb.        Common  way.  As  the  ift  method. 


faw,  law,  law,    fol,  law.  faw,  law,         faw,      mi,  faw. 

6th  Example. 

For  Bafs.  Common  way.  As  the  ift  method, 

law,  law,         faw,  fol, 


For  Ten.  or  Treb.        Common  way. 


fol.  law,  law,        mi,  fol, 

yth  Example. 


As  the  i  ft  method. 


zxazq 

law,  law,  faw,  mi, 


As  the  ift  method. 


fol. 

"IE 
faw. 

 w  

faw, 

Eli 

law. 


faw. 


For  Ten.  or  Treb 


faw,  fol,       Lr.v,    faw,   ^    fol.     "  _     faw,   fol,       law,     mi,  faw. 

For  Bafs.  ,  .  ■  : 

faw,  fol,    "  law,    faw,         fol.  faw,    fol,       law,     mi,  faw. 


law,  law,       faw,     fol,  law. 

Sth  Example. 
For  Bafs.  Common  way. 

law,  law,       law,    fol,  law.  law,  law,   faw,  mi, 

By  Flats — \Jl  Example. 

For  Ten.  or  Treb.       Common  way.  As  the  ift  method. 

fol,  faw,       faw,    mi,  law.         fol,    faw,       fol,  faw, 

For  Bafs- 

faw,  faw,       faw     ml,         law.         faw,  faw,         fol,    f^w,  law. 

id  Example. 

For  Ten.  or  Treb. 


fol,  faw',       faw,      mi,       law.         fol,  faw,         fol,  faw, 
ForBaf.        ^  ^     ^  ^  ^  ^ 


fol,  taw,       faw,     mi,       law.         fol,   faw,         fol,  faw, 


-e~:: 

law. 
law. 


^d  Example. 


As  the  i  ft  method. 


For  Ten.  or  Tret.       Common  way. 

fol,  faw,    faw,    mi,         law.         fol,  faw,  fol,      faw,  law, 

For  Bafs. 

be* 


|JE|EE_ 


fol,  faw, 
4th  Example. 

For  Ten.  or  Treb. 


—fee 

fol,  faw,    faw,      mi,         law.  fol,  faw,       fol,    faw,  law. 

By  Rejiored  Notes— i/i  Example. 
For  Ten.  or  Treb.       Common  way.  As  the  ifl;  method. 


fol,   faw,       faw,     mi,         law.         fol,  faw,       fol,     faw  law. 
For  Bafs. 

fol,    fawj       faw,    mi,         law.         fol>    faw,       fol,    faw,  law. 

id  Example. 

For  Ten.  or  Treb. 

"  faw,    fol,       fol,    faw,  fol.  faw,  fol,       faw,    _mi,  faw. 

3d  Example. 

For  Baft. 

faw,    fol,       law,    faw,         fol.  faw,  fol,       law,     mi,  faw. 

4th  Example. 

For  Ten.  or  Treb. 

jsr-hz:     :-P--T-~P--fen-T~© — -,— e-T--G— ^ — T — e- 


VII 


Examples  might  eafily  be  multiplied,  but  if  the  learner  practife  the 
above  attentively,  he  may  make  many  changes  in  a  variety  of  inftances, 
by  which  he  may  arrive  at  the  true  tone  of  almoft  any  notes. 


CHAP.  VI, 

Or  the  Notes  with  their  respective  Powers. 

MUSICAL  '  founds  are  reprefented  by  certain  characters  of  various 
forms,  by  which  their  proportionate  difference  is  fpecilied. 
Six  characters  are  ufed,  which  are  known  by  thefe  names — 
1  ft    A  Semibreve,  or  a  whole,  -  SS 

2d  A  Minim  or  a  half,  -  p 

3d  A  Crotchet,  or  a  4th>  ■*  j£ 

4th  A  Quaver,  or  an  8th, 

5th  A  Semiquaver,  or  a  i6th,  -  f- 

6th  A  Demifemiquaver,  or  a  3 2d, 


The  terms,  whole,  half,  &c.  determine  their  proportion  with  refpedt  1 0 
each  other. 

Tables  of  the  Powers  of  Notes. 

Table  I. — The  Semibreve  as  a  meafure  Note. 
One  Semibreve  22  or  whole, 
contains    either    two  Minims, 


or  four  Crotchets, 
or  eight  Quavers, 


or  fixteen  Semiquavers, 

M 1 1  mm  %  1  §  1 

or  thirty  two  Dernifemiquavers, 

1 |  £  i  iiiiit&t  Ititltil  1 1 1 1 

R    K    R    S    kKs'aMtsecsrtawi aa;—  ^wap"    El    t2  E! 

^    ***  l£ra'as;sa'w*(EW!aia<idir~    ^ica«SB>1i£ii«»d»'"-'  ^1  ^ 


VIU 


Table  II. 
The  Minim  as  a  meafure  note. 
P 

One  Minim    j      or  half, 
contains  either  two  crotchets, 


or  four  Quavers. 


or  eight  Semiquavers. 

1 H 1  §5  1  i  1 

or  fixteen  Demifemiquavers, 


'kbt  E 


Table  III. 
The  Crotchet  as  a  meafure  note. 

One  Crotchet    f~    or  4th, 
contains  either  two  quavers, 
jSE  E 

5  3 


or  four  Semiquavers',  - 
or  eight  Demifemiquavers. 

Table  IV. 
The  Quaver  as  a  meafure  note. 

E 

One  Quaver    £    or  8th, 
contains  either  two  Semiquavers, 

or  four  Demifemiquavers. 


Table  V. 
The  Semiquaver  as  a  meafure  note. 

E  1 
One  Semiq.      £1    or  16th, 
contains  two  Demifemiquavers.- 


From  a  ready  comprehenfion  of  the  preceding  tables,  the  learner  will 
Be  enabled  to  arrange  the  notes  in  any  bar  according  to  the  meafure  note, 
aiid  to  determine  the  number  of  notes,,  which,  in  one  part,  correfpond 
with  any  note,  or  notes  in  another  part. 

A  point  of  Addition  adds  to  a  note  half  its  original  length.  See  the 
Table. 


.v;.  I.  I  ft  bar.    2d  bar. 


Table  of  pointed  Notes. 

3d  bar.  4th  bar.  5th  bar. 


i\o.  2. 


No.  3.  ■  '.  ^    ^  ^ 


C 


i — rtL — 


In  No.  i.  i ft  bar  we  have  a  pointed  Scmibreve,  which  is  equal"  to  i 
femibreve  and  a  minim,  as  will  appear  in  No.  2,  ift  bar,  which  femibreve 
being  pointed  is  equal  to  three  minims,  as  appears  in  the  ift  bar,  No.  3. 

In  2d  bar,  No.  1,  there  is  a  pointed  minim,  which,  according  to  the 
2d  bar,  No.  2,  is  equal  to  a  minim  and  a  crotchet,  and  which,  according 
to  bar  2d,  No.  3,  is  equal  to  three  crotchets.  Always  reckon  by  the  ta- 
bles of  the  powers  of  notes,  as  thus,  one  femibreve  is  equal  to  two 
minims,  &c. 

The  flurs,  extending  from  the  notes  to  the  points  in  No.  1,  anfwer  to 
thofe  in  No.  2  and  3,  and  mow,  for  inftance,  the  proportion,  which  No* 
2  and  3  bears  to  No.  1,  or  the  pointed  notes,  and  determines  the  length 
of  a  point,  as  fet  to  different  notes. 


•CHAP.  VI. 

Of- Rests  with  their  several  Powers. 

TH£  characters,  called  refts,  fignify  that  the  found  mould  be  fufpended 
fo  long  time  as  it  would  t^ke  to  found  any  notes,  which  they  reprefent  j 
for  inftance,  ftiould  a  femibreve  reft  occur,  then  filence  mould  be  obferved 
while  a.  femibreve  might  be  fung,  &c. 


Refts. 

A  Semibreve  Reft,  requires  the  time  of  a  Semibreve,  tt 

A  Minim  Reft,  requires  the  time  of  Ivl  r  'm,  -  ^ 

A  Crotchet  Reft,  requires  the  time  of  a  Crotchet 

A  Quaver  Reft  requires  the  time  of  a  Quaver 

A  Semiquaver  Reft  requires  the  time  of  a  Semiquaver, 

A  Demifemiquaver  Reft  the  time  of  a  Demifemiquaver, 

The  Semibreve  reft  is  ufed  in  the  different  kinds  of  time  to  fill 
which  has  no  notes. 


■F 


Notes 

23 

P 
I 

F 

E 
I 
I 

a  bar 


Reft  of  1  bar.  Reft  of2  bars.  Reft  of  3  bars.  Reft  of  4  bars.  Reft  of  5  bars.  Reft  of  6  bars. 

It  is  as  neceffary  for  a  performer  to  be  as  well  acquainted  with  the  powers 
1  of  the  refts,  as  thofe  of  the  notes,  otherwife  he  will  be  continually  making 
miftakes,v/hich  is  contrary  to  the  accuracy,  which  is  to  be  defiredin  every 
mufical  performance.  The  learner,  therefore,  cannot  be  too  folicitous  to 
acquire  an  exactnefs  in  his  firft  attempts. 


IX 


criAP.  vni. 

Of  Measure,  Time,  and  Movement. 

MEASURE  is  the  divifion  of  notes  into  equal  parts,  by  means  of  bars. 

Time  fignifies  the  meafure  of  a  found  with  refped  to  its  duration,  and 
is  the  Spirit  of  the  Air. 

Movement  is  that  peculiar  degree  of  velocity,  which  the  character  of  the 
piece,  performed,  gives  to  the  meafure,  for  "  every  kind  of  meafure  has 
a  movement  peculiar  to  itfelf." 

The  principal  modifications  of  movement  from  flow  to  quick,  are  five, 
which  are  exprefied  by  the  words  Largo,  Adagio, Andante,  Allegro,  and  Prejio. 

There  are  three  divifions  of  meafure,  viz  :  Common,  Triple  and  Compound, 
which  are  diftinguifhed  by  certain  characters  or  figns. 

Of  the  firjl  Divifion,  or  Common  Meafure.  . 
Common  Meafure  is  fimilar  to  even  numbers,  as  two,  four,  ka  and  is 
to  be  known  by  thefe  figns, 


ift  £[  2d  En  barred,  3d 


reverfed,  4th  a; 


or  S 


The  4th  fign  ^.or  ^  Signifies  two  motions 


EXAMPLES. 


The  firft  three  figns  have  a  Semibreve  for  a  meafure  note,  and  contain 
either  a  Semibreve,  or  its  amount  in  other  notes,  in  a  bar. 

The  two  laft  figns  have  a  Minim  for  a  meafure  note,  or  its  value  in 
other  notes  in  a  bar. 

~  fignifies  that  the  bar  is  to 
The  1  ft  fign  fcz  be  divided  by  four  mo- 
tions  of  the  hand,  thus, 

1  ft,  Let  the  ends  of  the  fingers  fall. 
2d,  Let  the  heel  of  the  hand  fall. 
3d,  Raife  the  heel  of  the  hand. 
4th,Raife  the  ends  of  the  fingers,  which 
completes  the  bar. 

~n  Signifies  that  the  bar  is  to 
The  2d  fign  1 1  be  divided  by  two  motions 
of  the  hand,  thus, 

ift,  Let  the  ends  of  the  fingers  fall. 
2d,  Raife  the  ends  of  the  fingers,  which 
completes  the  bar. 

The  3d  fign  ~  Signifies  that  the  bar  is  to 
reverfed,    52  be  divided  by  two  motions 
of  the  hand,  in  the  man- 
ner of  the  fecond  fign. 


^      ^      ^  ~  ^ 


as  in  the  fecond  fign, 


of  the  hand  in  a  bar, 


B 


1       ^  2 


N.  B.  This       barred,  fignifies  only  two  motions  of  the  hand  in  each 
fign       £  I  bar  throughout  this  book.   Other  Compilers,  however, 
have  adopted  the  2d  fign  for  four  motions  of  the  hand. 

Should  the  learner  take  the  ift  fign  to  begin  with,  and  familiarize  the 
four  motions  of  the  hand,  perhaps  it  may  be  eafier  to  omit  one  morion 
afterward  than  to  add  one. 

Of  the  id  Divifon,  or  Triple  Meafure. 

Triple  Meafure  is  compofed  of  odd  numbers,  as  3,  &c.  each  bar  in- 
cluding either  a  pointed  Semibreve,  a  pointed  Minim,  a  pointed  Crotchet, 
or  their  value  in  other  notes,  iftd  is  to  be  known  by  thefe  figns 
which  are  all  to  be  beaten  thus, 

ift  Let  the  ends  of  the  fingers  fall. 
2d  Let  the  heel  of  the  hand  fall. 
3d  Raife  the  ends  of  the  fingers,  which  completes 
the  bar. 


£  ± 


2 


Z£  Called  three  to  two,  includes 
The  ill  fign  -a-  either  a  pointed  Semibreve, 
a  Semibreve  and  a  Minim, 
or  three  Minims  in  a  bar. 

2£  Called  three  from  four-,  in- 
The  3d  fign  t£  eludes  either  a  pointed  Min- 
im, a  Minim  and  a  Crotchet, 
or  three  Crotchets  in  a  bar. 


 , 

ffr 


EXAMPLES. 
123      I  2   3  I      2  3 


ff 


123    123^    1  23 
IP  JPF"  P~P^ 


21  Called  three  from  eight,  in-  123     123  123 

The  3d  fign  ||  eludes   either    a    pointed  J  fJ-jp'JJzFJ^j^f-j^l 
Crotchet,  a  Crotchet  and  a  I  EzS^EE£xr£lEfefcEj| 
Quaver,  or  three  Quavers  in  a  bar.  j       ffr    ffr  ffr 


N.  B.  The  figures  2,  4  and     in  the  three  preceding  figns,  denote  the 
compofition  to  be  of  the  meafure  of  fuch  like  notes,  as  will  make  a  bar 
i  in  common  meafure. 

It  is  hot  be  fuppofed  that  the  bars  of  the  laft  examples  will  admit  of  no 
other  difpofition,  for  it  will  be  found  that  a  bar  mav  contain  two  minims 
and  two  crotchets,  four  crotchets  and  one  minim,  or  fix  crotchets,  and 
all  reducible  to  the  meafure  note  of  each  fign,  which  are  the  pointed  fem- 
ibreve,  the  pointed  minim,  and  pointed  crotchet. 

Of  the  ^d  Divifion,  or  Compound  Meafure, 

Compound  Meafure  may  be  divided  into  compound  common  and 
compound  triple, 


X 


EXAMPLES. 


I  2 

E4--F- 

i 

m 

2 

f   r  f 

I      2  f 

fczSzjETEziZffl 

r 

2 

f 

:tz±rts 

r  f 

r 

Of  Compound  Common  Meafure 

g  Called  fix  to  four,  contains 
The  i  ft  fign  ^  either  two  pointed  Minims, 
or  their  value  in  other  notes 
in  a  bar. 

^  Called^.v  from  eight, contains 
The  2d  fign  g  either  two  pointed  Crotch- 
ets, or  their  value  in  other 
notes  in  a  bar.  [ 

The  i ft  and  2d  fighs  require  two  motions  of  the  hand  in  each  bar. 
The  fign  \  fhould  generally  be  performed  flowly  and  gracefully,  unlefs 
£bme  direction  be  given  to  the  contrary.  examples- 

|§  Called  twelve  to y~0«r,contains  1     2  3 

The  3d  fign  ^  either  four  pointed  Minims, 
or  twelve  crotchets  in  a  bar. 

|2  Calledfer/i^  to  £7g-Ztf,contains 
The  4th  fign  g  either  four  pointed  Crotch- 
ets, or  twelve  Quavers  in  a 
bar. 


familiarize  the  pofitions  of  the  hand  to  the  feveral  parts  of  the  bars,  and 
afiift  the  eye  to  difcern  at  once  its  divifions  and  contents. 

Let  the  motion  of  the  hand,  at  firft,  be  large,  equal  and  fimple  ;  after- 
ward a  very  fmall  motion  will  be  fulficient. 

Examples. — Common  Meaf  ire. 
1  2_  3_4      I2J4      1    z   3  4    1234  r2        1    2      1  2 

z^zzzpZ" pIz=ziziz*zjSi=»IzozM 


izgzzp£:zpi:zpE:zpTz| 


El2Ez£iz:szz:ffzz:ffzz: 
LfizzEzz:rzz:Ezz:tzz: 


The  3d  and  4th  figns  require  four  motions  of  the  hand  in  each  bar. 

Of  Compound  Triple  Meafure. 
Z£  Called  nine  to  four,  contains 


EXAMPLES. 

__^h  L^___1H_. 

:zS:zzd^zzzd"zzd~z3 

f  f  r 

123- 

I  f  f  r 

The  two  laft  figris  require  three  motions  of  the  hand  in  each  bar. 
N.  B.  The  figures  refer  to  the  ift,  2d,  3d,  and  4th  motions  of  the  hand. 
The  letters  /  and  r,  to  the  falling  and  rifing  of  the  hand  according  to  the 

Secures. 


The  1  ft  fign  ^  either  three  pointedMinims 
or  one  Crotchet  in  a  bar. 

g  Called  nine  to  eight,  contains 
The  2d  fign  .g.  either  three  pointed  Crotch- 
ets, or  nine  Quavers  in  a  bar. 


f  f  r  r  ff  rr 
1234  1234 


f  f  r  r  ff rr 
1    2    3    4  1234 


f  r 


f  r 
1  2 


f  r 
1  2 


L  f   f   r    r    fffr  ^  r  ^~fr  r^^~  f   r  ^   f   r  ^f 

Triple.    123      123     123     123  1    2   3  123123 

i|)z|[Ez"EzzTE|zzzz3^ 


f    f    r   ff    r  ffr 


f   f    r  ffr 


1    *  3      ^   2__3   123      1i$  J  2_  3  _     1    23  123 

frr      ffrffrffr  ffr  ffrffr 

Compound.  121  2  12  121         1  1  z 

r^jjrfrTirfi(riif("jjffUrirS 


f  r  f 
1      2  1 


CHAP.  IX. 

Of  Keeping  Time. 

TO  keep  accurate  Time^  it  is  neceflary  that  the  proportionate  duration 
and  velocity  of  notes  fhould  be  familiar,  for  which  purpofe  a  motion  of 
the  hand  is  thought  requifite.    When  the  learner  attempts  to  keep  time 

'ri  the  hand,  he  will  find  it  advantageous  to  name  the  parts  of  the  bar 
according  to  the  figures,  efpccially  when  ever  a  reft  happens.    This  will 


212  121  2  12 

It  is  a  common  error  for  the  voice,  in  many  inftances,  to  follow  the 
motion  of  the  hand  upon  a  pointed  note,  which  caufes  it  to  found  like 
two  diftinct  notes,  when  in  facl  a  point  only  extends  the  found  of  a  note. 

This  error  deftroys  the  melody,  and  it  takes  place  principally  upon  the 
rifing  motion  of  the  hand  in  common  meafure  :  in  triple  meafure  it  takes 
place  on  the  falling  of  the  heel  of  the  hand. 

Example  of  Pointed  Notes. 
*        p  2  f     2  I     2       -    'ff     2  11 

The  above  example  as  it  is  commonly  fung. 


Written. 


Other  examples  of  notes  erroncoufly  fung. 


As  commonly  fung. 


Many  examples  might  be  added,  but  an  attentive  perufal  of  the  above 
may  lead  the  learner  to  watch  the  manner  of  his  performance,  and  to 
avoid  fimilar  errors. 

It  is. -of  the  utmoft  confequence  in  mufical  performance,  that  the  Time 
fhould  be  kept  occur ately, that  no  notes  be  cut  Ihort  of,  or  continued  beyond 
their  proper  length,  excepting  in  cadence,and  that  the  notes,  in  one  part, 
i'hould  be  ftruck  at  the  fame  moment  with  the  correfponding  notes  in  the 
other  parts.  For  irregular  time  will  ever  deftroy  all  propriety  of  per- 
formance. 


CHAP.  X. 
Of  the  Directive  Terms. 

THE  Terms  Andante,  Modcrato,  Piano,  &c.  are  called  direcl.ive,  becaufe 
from  them  we  difcover  the  character  and  movement  of  a  piece  of  mufic. 
Many  fingers  pay  no  attention  to  thefe  terms,  but  decide  the  velocity  of 
a  movement  from  the  figns  of  the  meafure  C,  \,  &c.  which  are  inferted 
at  the  beginning  of  the  ftaff;  whereas  thofe  figns  hgnify  no  more  than 
the  meafure,  or  contents  of  the  bars.  Wherever  any  directive  words  ap- 
pear, an  invariable  adherence  to  them  is  indifpenfibly  necefiary.  At  the 
fame  time  the  fubjeel  ought  to  be  confulted,  efpecially,  when  no  directive 
words  are  found.  Then,  and  then  only,  may  the  performer  fuppofe  that 
he  has  a  tolerable  idea  of  the  defign  of  the  piece. 

The  principal  Terms,  ufed  to  denote  the  degree  of  fiownefs,  or  quick- 
nefs  of  a  piece  of  mafic,  are  the  following,  viz  :  Largo,  Adagio,  Andante, 
Allegro,  and  Preflo.  There  are  fome  other  words  ufed  as  diminutives  of 
the  above.    The  fucceeding  table  will  mow  their  feveral  places. 


T able  of  the  Five  Principal  Degrees  of  Movement,  with  their  Diminutives. 

Degrees. 

ifi  LARGO. 

Gravemente — fame  as  Larr^o. 
Larghetto — not  fo  flow  as  Largo. 

2d  ADAGIO— 

AfFettuofo — not  fo  flow  as  Adagio. 

3d  ANDANTE— 

,  Andante  Graziofo — fame  as  Andante. 

Andantino — fomewhat  quicker  than  Aadante- 
Moderato — quicker  than  Andante. 


VERY  SLOW. 

SLOW. 
MODERATE, 


4th  ALLEGRO- 

Al'egretto — not  lb  quick  as  Allegro. 

5th — presto- 
Pi  eiliifirno — very  quick. 


BRISK. 
QUICK. 


XI 

The  five  preceding  Terms,  with  their  Diminutives,  are  ufed  by  the 
Italians  to  determine  the  velocity  of  a  movement. 

Two  words  frequently  ftand  together,  as  con  fpirito — For  their  fignifica- 
tion,  fee  the  Explanation  of  mulical  terms. 


CHAP.  XI. 

Of  Syncopation; 

SYNCOPATION  is  difficult  for  beginners,  becaufe  the  hand  is  moving 
while  the  found  of  a  note  is  continued.    See  the  Examples. 


r 


Example  in  Common  Meafure.  ^ 


EES 


Example  in  Triple  Meafure.^ 


i— »-+~  e-- 


ism 


The  above  examples,  being  practifed  till  they  become  familiar,  may 
ferve  to  direct,  to  the  manner  of  performing  fyncopated  paffages  in  general. 


CHAP.  XII. 

Of  Accent. 

ACCENT  is  the  arithmetical  order,  by  which  the  contents  of  a  bar  are 
divided  and  arranged.  Although  the  principles  of  the  accent  belong  chief- 
ly to  the  compofer,  yet  the  performer  ought  not  to  be  wholly  unacquain- 
ted with  them. — The  accented  and  unaccented  parts  of  a  bar,  in  the  feve- 
ral meafures  may  be  feen  in  the  following 

TABLE. 

ri  E5  5  the  lft  Vote,is  EH:S:5==iEiEiEff=3 

In  the  fign  of  EI  K  12  accented  ;  the  |!E2-L{2-£2 — p — p — p — pZj 

 2d,     UnaCCen-  ac     un     ac  nu 

ted  ;  the  3d  accented  ;  the  4th  unaccented. 


XII 


In  the  fign  of  2  or  |,  the  ift  note  is  ac-  C ~lZ^'.Z~ZZZZ~ZTZ~ZZZV~ZZ:z\ 
cented  ;  the  2d  unaccented.  ^"^r^.ir^-~^7|""^~~^ZZ^ 

ac        tin        ac  un 

In  the  figns  ©|4,4,  I  the  firft  note  is  |3^Sia=^j^rK^rcri 
accented;  the  2d  unaccented;  the  3d  .^^J^ztjr^|gi^g::^=:. 

accented.  ,  acuncc        ccunac         ac  un  ac 


In  the  figns  of  f ,  j ,  the  jft  and  3d  notes  jT^T-"-^"  j  -5  'zC^Zfj"4"^  3 
are  accented,  the  2d  unaccented;  the  4th  &S^:*E|EE|5E*£E^ 
and  6th  accented,  the  5th  unaccented.      "    "  ac~un~ 


ac       un  ac 


In  the  figns  of  '4%  *f  the  accents  lie  in  the  order  of  f  and  g. 
In  the  figns  of  »,  |  the  accents  lie  in  the  order  of  \  and  £  ' 
The  terms  accented  and  unaccented,  ftrictly,  require  no  difference  in 'the 
ftrength  of  tones.    In  vocal  mulic,  if  any  difference  be  allowed,  it  muft 
anfe  from  the  pronunciation  of  accented  and  unaccented  fyllables. 


CHAP.  XIII. 

Of  the  Modes,  or  K$rs. 

THERE  are  but  two  Modes,  or  Keys,  in  mufic,  viz  :  Major  and  Minor, 
or  Sharp  and  Flat.  The  Major  Mode  is  applied  to  cheerful,  and  the  Mi- 
nor Mode  to  melancholy  fubjects. 

There  are  two  pitches,or  letters,  which  are  called  original,  viz  :  C  ma- 
jor, and  A  minor  ;  being  naturally  divided  by  tones  and  femitones,  they 
require  no  alteration,  in  their  refpective  oclaves,  by  fliarpsor  flats,  excep- 
ting in  the  rifmg  6th  and  7th  in  the  mode  of  A. 

The  feries  of  notes,  beginning  at  C  and  rifmg  eight  notes  to  C  above, 
without  flats  or  fharps,  comprehends  what  is  called' the  Original  oclave  of 
C.    The  feries,  defending,  of  the  fame  octave,  is  the  fame  aSthe  afcending. 

Ihe  teries  of  notes,  beginning  at  A  and  riling  eight  notes  to  A  above, 
with  the  6th  and  7th  fharped,  comprehends  the  afcending  octave  of  A, 
but  in  the  descending  feries  of  eight  notes  the  fharps  are  removed.  This 
is  Called  the  original  octave  of  A. 

The  modes,  or  octaves  of  C  and  A  being  the  only  original  ones,  all 
other  modes  are  but  tranfpofitions  of  theni,  as  may  be  feen  in  the  chapter 
on  tranfpontion, 

The  diatonic  degrees  are  commonly  mcafured  by  tones  and  femitones, 
Perhaps  the  diftances-may  be  underftood  more  clearly,  if  we  fay  that  the 
diftance  of  notes  may  be  meafured  by  a  rule  of  inches  ;  for  inftance,  when 
the  diftance  of  a  tone  is  mentioned,  fay  it  is  an  inch,  and  when  a  fern- 
it  one  is  expreflcd,  fay  it  is  half  an  inch 


OF  THE  MAJOR  MODE. 


-©- 
C 


Example  of  the  original  Mode,  or  Octave  of  C. 

ASCENDING. 


D 


-o 
E 


F         G  A 


B  C 


The  femitones  lie  between  E  and  F,  and  B  and  C,  as  fhown  by  the  flurs, 

according  to  the  following  Table. 

ASCENDING. 

From  C  to  D  the  diftance  is  a  whole  tone,  or  an  inch 


— —  D  to  E 

J  E  to  F 

 F  to  G 

 G  to  A 

 A  to  B 

 B  to  C 


whole  tone,  or  an  inch, 
femitone,  or  an  half  inch, 
whole  tone,  or  an  inch, 
whole  tone,  or  an  inch, 
whole  tone,  or  an  inch, 
femitone,  or  a  half  inch. 


From  hence  it  appears  that  the  octave  contains  five  whole  tones,  and- 

two  femitones. 


DESCENDING. 


:slzzz\ 


C 


B 


A 


G 


D 


-©- 
C 


In  the  defcending  feries  we  find  that  the  femitones  lie  in  the  fame  or- 
der, as  in  the  afcending  feries,  as  in  the  fucceeding  Table. 


DESCENDING. 

From  C  to  B  the  d;fiance  is  a  femitone,  or  a  half  inch. 


.  B  to  A 

 A  to  G 

 .  G  to  F 

 F  to  E 

 E  to  D 

 D  to  C 


whole  tone,  or  an  inch, 
whole  tone,  or  an  inch, 
whole  tone,  or  an  inch, 
femitone,  or  a  half  inch, 
whole  tone,  or  an  inch, 
whole  tone,  or  an  inch. 


XIII 


Table  of  Intervals  determining  their  relation  to  the  Fitch. — The  Pitch  may  be 
any  given  note  or  letter. 

ASCENDING. 

Pitch.  zd       3d         4th  5th  6th  7th  8th 

C4 


D        E        ¥         G  A  B  C 

a- 

^  zz:zz:crz|z3^.„|:z:^:~i_:QZ 


Z'JSl. 


■0- 

c 


.£2  , 


DESCENDING. 


A         G  F 


D 


I: 


c 


A 


:t: 


C  is  the  given  pitch.  D  is  one  note  above  C  and  is  the  2d  to  C.  E  is 
the  3d,  F  the  4th,  G  the  5th,  A  the  6th,  B  the  7th,  C  the  8th. 


DESCENDING. 

8th        7th         6th         5th  4th  3d,  2d  Pitch. 


-e- 

c 


B 


A 


G 


F 


:»:_T_.Q_T_.e 


i: 


:q~iz:2~].z:q: 


z:q: 


E 


D 


-©- 
C 


C  is  the  8th  from  the  pitch,  B  is  the  7th,  A  the  6th,  G  the  5th,  F  the 
4th,  E  the  3d,  D  the  2d,  C  the  given  pitch. 

OF  THE  MINOR  MODE. 

Example  of  the  Original  Mode,  or  Oclave  of  A. 

ASCENDING. 


A        B  C  D  E 

I 


G* 


A 

Table  of  Af tending  Series. 

From  A  to  B  the  diitance  is  a  whole  tone. 

 B  to  C  -  femitone. 

 C  to  D  -  -       whole  tone. 

 D  to  E  -  whole  tone. 

 E  to  F*       -  -      whole  tone. 

 F«  to  -  whole  tone. 

 G*  to  A  •  =  femitone. 


Table  of  Defending  Series. 
■  From  A  to  G  the  diftance  is  a  whole  tone. 

:  G  to  F       -        -         whole  tcne- 

• — ■ —  F  to  E  -  femitone. 

 E  to  D       -         -       whole  tone. 

 D  to  C  -  whole  tone. 

 C  to  B       -         -  femitone. 

  B  to  A  -  whole  tone. 

In  the  examples  of  the  feries  of  notes,  afcending  and  defcending,  the 
femitones  lie  between  B  and  C.  But  they  differ  in  the  upper  part  of  the 
oftave. 

In  the  afcending  feries,  F  and  G  being  fharped,  the  femitone  lies  be- 
tween G*  and  A  ;  but  in  the  defcending  feries,  the  fharps  being  removed 
from  F  and  G,  the  femitone  lies  between  F  and  E,  as  in  the  Major  Mode. 

Table  of  Intervals  determining  their  relation  to  the  Pitch. 

ASCENDING. 
Pitch.  2d  3d  4th  5th 

l  ^~A~       B~  1    D    ^  E 

A  is  the  given  Pitch.  B  is  one  note  above  A  and  is  2d  to  B,  C  is  its  3d, 
D  its  4th,  E  its  5th,  F*  its  6th,  G*  its  7th,  A  its  8th. 


:zzq: 


7U1 


6th 

— *sQ— 

"~f*.-  g* 


8  th 


8  th 


7  th 


DESCENDING. 
6th  5th  4th  3d 


2d 


Pitch. 


^       ^  "f    "   E      "d  ^  c :  ^ 


A 


G 


C  B  A 

zzzozzzlziazzirraizt 
A  is  the  8th  from  the  pitch,  G  the  7th,  F  the  6th,  E  the  5th,  D  the  4t 
E  the  3d,  D  the  2d,  A  the  pitch. 

The  learner  will  be  confufed  in  the  next  chapter  unlefs  he  has  cle 
ideas  of  the  Diatonic  fteps  in  this.    He  ought  therefore  to  be  cautiou 
going  to  faft  in  his  attempts  to  g?.in_a  knowledge  of  fixed  prinr'  ♦  ' 


ar 
of 


XIV, 


CHAP.  XIV. 


Of  the  Chromatic  Scalz>  or  the  Diatonic  Scale  difided  bt  Semitones, 

CJt  DlSTA.\CE>. 

ASCENDING. 

I  23  456  78  9     fo  II  12 


C    C*orDb  D  D*<?rEb  E  F  F»$fGb  G  G*wAb  A  A*w-Bo  B  C 


The  white  notes  anfwer  to  the  tones  in  the  Diatonic  Scale  on  the  fame 
letters. 

DESCENDING, 

12  11  109  87654  32  1 


-^1   t"  

C    B  BVA*  A  AbCrG*  G  GborF*  F  E  EborD*  D  pbfl*C«"8" 

££p|Szzz-zf|f£E5^ 


The  above  fcale  comprehends  twelve  femitones  afcending  and  defcending. 

Obier/e  that  in  the  above  fcale  every  two  notes,  connected  by  a  flur, 
are  to  be  confidered  as  one  found.  For  inftance,  from  C  to  D,  in  the  Di- 
atonic Scale,  there  is  a  whole  tone,  but,  if  either  C  be  (harped,  or  D  be 
flatted  they  will  amount  to  the  fame  tone,  becaufe,  as  before  obferved,  a 
fharp  raifes  a  note  one  femitone,  or  a  flat  fmks  it  one  femitone. 

The  fucceeding  tables  will  direct  how  to  name  the  femitones,  and  letters 
of  the  Chromatic  Scale.  ' ' ' 


i'rom 


ASCENDING 
C  to  C*  or  Db  is 
C*  or  Db  to  D  is 
D  to  D*  or  Eb  - 
D*orEbt0E  - 
E  to  F 

F  to  F*  or  Gb  - 
F*  or  Gb  to  G  - 
G  to  G*  or  Ab  - 
G*  or  Ab  to  A  - 
A  to  A*  or  Bb  - 
A  orBb  to  B  - 
B'toC 


Table  for  the  Semitones. 

DESCENDING- 
the  iftfemi-  From  C  to  B  is  the  izthfcmi- 

the  2d  tone.  —  BtoBborA*     —  nthtone 

-  2d  Bb  or  A*  to  A   —  1  oth. 

_    4th.  A  to  Ab  or  G*  —  9th. 

_    5th.  Ab  or  G*  to  G  —  gth. 

_    6th.  G  to  Gb  or  F*  —  7th. 

-  7th.  Gb  or  F*  to  F  —  6th. 

_    Sth.  F  to  E  —  5th. 

_    9th.  EtoEborD*   —  4th. 

-  1  oth.  EborD^toD   —  3d. 

_  nth.       I  D  t'oDb  or  C*  —  2d. 

_  I2th.  Db  or  C*to  C.  —    1  ft. 


It  frequently  happens  that  a  learner,  when  attempting  to  comprehend 
the  Chromatic  Scale,  confounds  the  number  of  the  diftances  with  the 
number  of  founds  compofmg  any  interval. 

IVithout  repeating  examples  look  at  the  fcale  and  you  will  find  the  letters, 

which  are  to  be  thus  expreffed. 


C  or  the  pitch 
C*  or  Db 
D 

D*  to  Eb 
E 

F       '  .  -  1 
F*  or  Gb 


is 


the 


lft  found. 
2d   

3^   

4th  

5th  

6th  

7th  


G 

G*  or  Ab 
A 

A*  or  Bb 
B 

C 


is  the 


8th 
9th 
10th 
1  ith 
1 2th 
1  ^th 


From  the  above  we  fee  that  an  octave  is  compofed  of  thirteen  founds, 
each  or  which  may  be  taken  as  a  pitch,  either  in  the  major  or  minor  modes, 
by  adding  Hats  or  fharps. 

From  the  preceding  tables,  and  the  fucceeding  fcales  of  intervals,  we 
may  attempt  to  difcover  the  construction  of  the  modes  ; — For  which  pur- 
pofe,  the  following  rules  may  not,  perhaps,  be  amifs. 

Rule  ift. — Take  the  pitch  as  the  ground  for  determining  the  relative 
diftances  of  the  other  notes  in  the  octave,  or  for  enumerating  the  feveral 
founds  competing  any  chord. 

2d. — Find  the  number  of  femitones,  or  founds,  in  the  firfl  third  from 
the  pitch,  then  from  the  number  of  the  diftances  in,  or  from  the  number 
of  founds  compofmg  the  firft  third,  the  conftruction  of  the  mode  may  be 
determined.  • 

3d. — Afcertain  the  number  of  diftances,  or  founds  as  you  may  choofe,4 
which  the  6th  and  7th  from  the  pitch  contain. 

4th. — Examine  the  diftances,"  founds,  in  the  chromatic  fcale  to  prove 
the  value  of  the  3d,  6th  and  7th,  from  the  pitch. 

To  remove  all  obfeurity  the  fubfequent  fcales  are  given  both  in  the  Ma- 
jor and  Minor  Modes. 

The  ift  and  2d,  gives  the  number  of  diftances  ;  and  the  3^ and  4th  the. 
number  of  founds  compofmg  any  chord. 

SCALE  OF  DISTANCES. 

l/if       MAJOR  MODE  ASCENDING. 

From  the  Pitch  to  the  2d  found  is  the  ift  dift- 


2cl.     MINOR  MODE  ASCENDING. 

From  the  Pitch  to  the  2d  found  isthe  ift  dift- 


2d 

3d 
4th 

5th 
6th 
7th 
8  th 
9th 
10th 
nth 
1 2  th 


—  3d 

—  4th 
5th 

 6th 

 7  th 

 8th 

—  9th 

 1  oth 

 1  ith 

—  1 2th 
 13  th 


2dtance 

3d  

4th  

5th  

6th  » 

7ih  

8th  


9th — — 

I  oth  

I I  th  

12  th 


 2d 

 3d 

 4th 

 5th 

 6th 

 9th 

 8th 

 9th 

 10th 

 nth 


 3d  ' 

 4th 

 5th  • 

 6th 

 7th 

—  8th 

—  9th 

—  1 oth  i 
~  nth  1 

—  1 2  th 


 f  —  , —  ;2th — — -13th- 


2d  tance 

3d  

4th  

5th  

6th  

7th  

8th  

9th  

10th  

1  ith  

1 2  th  1 


SCALE  OF  SOUNDS  COMPOSING  ANY  CHORD. 


3</.  MAJOR  MODE. 

The  Pitch     is  the  ill  found 

is  the  3d  found  from 

  5th  [the  pitch. 

  6th  

  8th   

  10th   

  1 2th   


Its  2d 

—  3^ 

—  4th 

—  5th 

—  6th 

—  7th 

—  vSth 


4tb.  MINOR  MODE. 

The  Pitch  is  the    ift  found. 

Its    2d  is  the    3d  found  from 

—  3d    4th   

—  4th   •  6th   

—  5th  — -  '  8th   


_ —  13th 


ah  io;!;- 

£  railing  9th  - 

j          '      £  falling  nth  - 

—    8th    13th  - 


Examples  in  the  Major  Mode 
The  found  which  conftitutes  the  Mode  is  marked  with  the  figure  3. 

No.  1.    Plain.        3d  6th  7  th 


'e~  ^  ~e    ^"  -0- 

3d 


6th 


7  th 


-e- 


C  is  the  Pitch,  E  is  its  3d,  A  its  6th,  B  its  7th. 


The  preceding  Example  proved  by  diftances.  The  firft  two  notes  are 
only  ufed. 

No.  2.  1  23  4 

^lzz:_zzzzzf  zrz~rz~zzxi:zz~zzz^~"~~Z5iri:i:Jrzzszzr^ 


-Q- 

C 


C*er  Db 


D 


W~9  k"*" 

D*  or  Eb 


From  the  figures  there  are  four  diftances  from  C  to  E. 


Example  No.  1 .  proved  by  founds  compofing  a  third  from  the  Pitch. 
ZZliz  1  ?— ^   3_        _    __4_^  5 


-e- 
C 


C*  or  Db 


D 


D*  or  Eb 


-©- 

E 


z?zz:  zoizz|zziizzE^zz|zzz®zzz|zz*^~zz^zz:lzzz5zzz 


From  the  figures  we  find  five  founds  compofing  a  3d  from  the  pitch. 


XV 

Examples  in  the  Minor  Mode. 

The  note  which  makes  a  3d  from  the  Pitch  is  marked  with  a  figure  3. 
No.  t.  3d  6th  7th 


6th 

-*e- 


[zzozzx: 


-2Q. 


-r- 


-e- 


A 


C 

id 


E 


6th 


G* 
7  th 


Sbzzzzzfzz-zzizzozzJz*§zzizzGz: 

~  g  T  


inszz: 


«zzzz3 
Ezzzzj 


A  is  the  pitch,  C  its  3d,  F*  its  6th,  G*  its  7th. 

Example  No.  i.  prrived  by  dijlances.    The  j  Example  No.  I .  proved  by  founds  compofing 

firft  two  notes  arc  only  ufed.  a  third  from  the  pitch. 

No.  2.       1  23  l  No.  3-i  2  34 


5zszLssE&^z|zQz|zz?zz: 

A     A*  or  Bb    B  C 


A      A*orBb  B 


.  zz'zcr  tzxalzk?  zl  z'izi  zz^zz: 


lrE^iiz"SiliiiEfzz?El 

By  the  figures  we  find  but  four 
By  the  figures  we  find  but  three!  founds  from  A  to  C,  which  makes 
diftances  from  A  to  C.  j  a  third. 

To  make  the  difference  ftill  more  plain,  take  the  fame  A  both  as  Major 
and  Minor. 


MAJOR  MODE. 
2  3  4 


MINOR  MODE. 
I  2 


?-?-is?zz-tzzzt=zztzzzz 

A    A*orBb    B      C  C*orDb 


ESflzlEi^f??zzzzl^ 


A  '  A*  srBb  B  C 


1234  123 

In  the  above  example  we  find  five  founds, or  four  diftances.  The  founds, 
which  compofe  the  firft  third  begin  at  A  and  extend  to  C*  or  Db.  The 
founds,  which  compofe  the  firft  third,  in  the  Minor,  begin  at  A  and  extend 
to  C.  We  then  find  the  difference  between  the$£ajor  and  Minor  modes 
to  be  one  found,  that  is,  we  find  one  found  more  ki  the  firft  third,  in  the 
Major,  than  we  do  in  the  Minor  mode.  Or  if  we  examine  the  thirds  by 
their  diftances,  we  find  four  in  the  Major,  and  but  three  in  the  Minor  mode, 
as  may  be  feen  by  the  figures  under  the  bafs  ftaff ;  fo  there  is  one  wanting 
in  either  cafe,  whether  it  be  a  found,  or  a  dftance. 

The  Sixth  and  Seventh  are  left  for  th^  exercife  of  the  learner. 


Though  the  mode  of  C  has  been  exhibited  as  a  major  mode,  and  the 
mode  of  A  as  a  minor,  yet  their  characters  are  capable  of  being  reverfed, 
when  the  mode  of  C  may  appear  as  minor,  and  the  mode  of  A  as 
major,  by  applying  either  flats  or  fharps. 

The  Pitch  of  C  both  as  a  Major  and  Minor  Mode, 


MAJOR   MODE  OF  C. 
»ff       2d       3d  i  2  3  45 


MINOR   MODE  OF  C. 
ift  ad  3d  1  23  4 


The  Pitch  af  A  both  as  Minor  and  Major. 

MINOR  MODE  OF  A. 


MAJOR  MODE  OF  A. 


til       2d       3d  1  234 


Firfl:  third  from  A  is  C*         Proved  by  the  four  diftances. 
"1  lit       2d       3d  1  2  3  4 


r~r.  t  j  an —  ^ — T  r  1  7^^^^Vr"!!*l 


There  are  certain  founds,  which  are  the  fame  in  both  modes,  viz  - 
The  pitch,  its  2d,  4th,  5th  and  8th.  The  changeable  founds  are  the  3d, 
6th  and  7th  from  the  pitch. 


Example  of  the  founds,  which  agree  in  both  Modes. 
Major  Mode.  Minor  Mode. 


\  ^Pitch.     2d         4th  5th  8th  Pitch.    2d  4th  5th  ~~  8th 


Example  of  changeable  Sounds. 


From  the  example,  the  3d,  6th  and  7th  from  the  pitch  may  be  changed 
at  pleafure  from  major  to  minor  and  from  minor  to  major.  Though  all 
the  other  letters  are  changeable  in  a  courfe  of  modulation,  yet  the  3d,  6th 
and  7th  only  determine  the  quality  of  the  mode. — From  the  whole  the 
following  rules  may  be  derived,  viz  : 

1  ft.  That  if  four  diftances  are  found  in  the  firfl  3d  from  the  pitch  the 
mode  is  Major  ;  if  but  three  are  found  it  is  Minor. 

2d.  That  if  five  founds  compofe  the  firfl  3d  from  the  pitch,  the  mode 
is  Major,  if  but  four  are  found,  the  mode  is  Minor. 

3d  That  the  firfl  3d  from  the  pitch  conftitutes  and  determines  the 
mode. 


CHAP.  XV. 

Of  the  Modulation  of  the  Modes- 

THE  modulating,  or  changing  of  the  modes  from  one  letter  or  pitch  to 
another,  being  fo  frequent  in  every  regular  compofition,  the  performer 
will  be  continually  embarraffed,  unlefs  he  endeavours  to  acquire  a  habit 
of  difcerning  thofe  changes. 

The  tranfitions  of  a  mode  from  one  pitch  to  another  takes  place  either 
abruptly,  or  by  gradual  preparation. 

When  the  change  is  gradual,  the  new  pitch  is  announced  either  by  a 
{harp,  flat  or  natural.  When  the  change  is  abrupt,  the  ufual  figns  are 
either  altered  or  removed. 


xva 


Examples  of  the  gradual  tranfitions  of  the  Major  Mode  from  one  pitch  to  another. 

Exanigle  L  Example  II.  Example  III.  Example  IV. 

Mode  of  C  intojfiiby  a  Itarp  on  F;  Mode  of  G  into  D  by  a  fliarp  on  C.  Mode  of  C  into  F  by  a  flat  on  B.  Mode  of  F  into  C  by  a  natural  onB. 

"c  ^~       "  ^  G  D  C  "  ^    ~  ~  '  F    '    "  F    "        ^  ^  '  C 

In  Example  I.  The  pitch  of  A  is  announced  by  a  lharp  on  F.       In  Example  III.  The  pitch  of  F  is  prepared  by  a  flat  on  B. 


Examples  of  the  gradual  tranfitions  of  the  Minor  Mode  from  one  pitch  to  another. 

Mode  of  A  into  E.  Mode  of  E  into  B.  Mode  of  F  into  D.  Mode  of  D  into  A. 


B 


F 


D 


D 


A 


Examples  of  Abrupt  Changes. 

^         ^"^odeof  C  tntoF.  ^  F   into      fib  ^Bb     into    \b  ^ 


c  ~^T^ 


Examples  of  tranfitions  from  Major  to  Minor,  and  from  Minor  to  Major. 

•  into  A      «      •  ^  -      ~Z~     Ci       "  Minor  Id' ' "  "*  -  Major*     Major  to"        J^L    ~  - 


Minor. 


XVIH 


CHAP.  XVI. 

Of  Transposition. 

BY  tranfpofition  we  underftand  the  removal  of  the  original  modes  from 
one  pitch,  or  letter,  to  another.  For  inftance,  the  mode  of  C  major,  may 
be  tranfpofed  to  the  pitch  of  G  by  inferting  a  fharp  on  F ;  and  from 
thence  to  the  pitch  of  D  by  inferting  another  fliarp  on  C,  &c. 

But  why  fharps  and  flats  are  fet  upon  particular  letters  we  cannot 
comprehend,  unlefs  we  examine  the  reafon  of  fome  letters  being  fliarped 
or  flatted  in  preference  to  others. 

At  every  new  tranfpofition  of  the  mode,  an  additional  flat  or  fharp 
is  requifite. — Firft  attend  to  the  table  of  the  tranfpofition  of  the  fliarp 
7th,  as  fellows  ; 

If  there  be  neither  {harps  nor  flats  at  the  beginning  of  the  ftaff  the 
fharp  7th  is  in  B  ;  but 

If  B  be  flatted,the  iharp  7th  is  in  E  ,  Or  if  F  be  fliarped,  the  *  7th  is  in  F* 


—  B  and  E  be  flatted  it  is  in 

A 

—  F  and  C  be  fliarped  it  is  in 

C* 

—  B,  E  and  A 

D 

—  F,  C  and  G 

G* 

—  B,  E,  A  and  D 

G 

—  F,  C,  G  and  D 

D* 

—  B,  E,  A,  D  and  G 

C 

—  F,  C,  G,  D  and  A 

A* 

—  B,  E,  A,  D,  G  and  C 

F 

—  F,  C,  G,  D,  A  and  E 

E* 

—  B,  E,  A,  D,  G,  C  and  F 

Bb 

—  F,  C,  G,  D,  A,  E  and  B 

B* 

The  learner  will  obferve,  that  the  Mi  always  ftands  upon  what  is  here 
called  the  fliarp  feventh. 

T&e  criminal.  Major  and  Minor  Modes  tranfpofed  to  different  letters  or  pitches, 

either  by  flats  or  fharps. 

Major  mode  of  C  tranfpofed  by  Flats. 
The  mode  of  C  requires  neither  flats  nor  fharps. 
The  mode  of  F  requires        -         one  Flat. 

 of  Bb       -  -       two  Flats. 

.  of  Eb  -       -         three  Flats. 

  of  At>       -  -      four  Flats. 

 _  ofDb  -  five  Flats,  &c. 

Minor  Mode  of  A  tranfpofed  by  Flats. 

The  mode  of  A  requires  neither  flats  nor  fharps. 
The  mode  of  D  requires       -       one  Flat. 

 of  G  -        two  Flats. 

 of  C  -*  three  Flats. 

•  of  F  -       four  Flats. 

  of  Bb  -  five  Flats,  &c 


Major  Mode  of  C  tranfpofed  by  Sharps. 
The  mode  of  C  requires  neither  fltts  nor  lharps. 
The  mode  of  G  requires       .      ^  one  Sharp. 

 of  D  -   c«t  two  Sharps. 

-    -  of  A  -  three  Sharps. 

 of  E  -  four  Sharps. 

 of  B  -  -     five  Sharps,  &c. 

Minor  Mode  of  A  tranfpofed  by  Sharps.  ■ 
The  mode  of  A  requires  neither  flats  nor  fharps. 
The  mode  of  E  requires         -        one  Sharp. 

•  of  B  -  -     two  Sharps. 

 of  F*       -  -  three  Sharps. 

 of  -  four  Sharps. 

 of  G*       -  -        five    Sharps,  &c. 

Examples  in  the  Major  Mode. 
Mode  of  C  Mode  of  F  Mode  of  B         Mode  of  G  Mode  of  D 

with  its  iharp  7th.  with  its  lharp  7th.  with  its  fharp  7th.  with  its  (harp  7th.  with  its  fharp  7th 

:z»=BizgziZz^^zgziz^—  ez^zzz  ziz^zjjzgrjEzrSz: 

^Neither  flats 

nor  lharps.  1  flat.  2  flats.  1  fharp.  2  fharps. 

13SEzzzz31z»z>.: 

— s  -as —   

.J)  *   •  ^  Q__ 

Examples  in  the  Minor  Mode. 
Mode  of  A  Mode  of  D        Mode  of  G         Mode  of  E        Mode  of  B. 

with  fharp  7th.    with  fharp  7th.    with  fharp  7th.  (harp  7th.    with  fharp  7th. 

iE-E^zIFiE^lzl^fczzz^.; 


-9- 


No  flats  nor 

fharps.  1  flat.  2  flats.  1  flnrp.  3  fharps. 

EZie~?z:ozzzzzzz7:p-r  ^zszqttziZ 


The  black  notes  fignify  the  fharp  7th,  and  the  white  notes  the  pitch  of 
the  mode. 

Since  the  original  modes  of  C  and  A  do  not  require  the  infertion  of 
either  flats  or  lharps,  it  may,  perhaps,  be  enquired  whether  all  mufic 
might  not  be  written  in  tnoie  two  iriod^s,  by  which  the  perplexing  vari- 
ations, which  take  place  in  confequence  of  uiing  flats  and  lharps,  might 
be  avoided  ?  In  anfwer  to  which  it  may  be  obferved  that  although  any 
tranfpofed  mode  is  in  effeel  the  fame  with  refpecl  to  the  difpofition  of 
their  founds  and  diftances,  yet  the  confining  of  mufic  to  the  two  modes 
of  C  and  A  would  be  very  inconvenient,  for  many  pieces  of .  mufic,  hav. 
ing  a  large  compafs  of  notes,  w  ould  extend  feveral  ledger  lines,  either  be- 
low, or  above  the  flail,  and  therefore  many  notes  would  be  out  of  the 
reach  of  moil  voices ;  and  alio,  as  every  pitch  becomes  charaderiflic  with 


XIX 


refpect  to  its  acutcncfs,  or  gravity,  when  compared  with  another,  it  may 
follow  that  the  mode  alfo  becomes  char acteriftic, when  founded  upon  any 
pitch,  whether  grave  or  acute. 

In  the  Diatonic  Scale,  or  in  the  example  of  the  original  mode  of  C,  we 
find  the  femitones  to  lie  between  E  and  F,  and  B  and  C. 

When  the  mode  of  C  is  tranfpofed  to  another  letter,  the  fame  order 
of  tones  and  femitones  muft  be  preferved.  For  inftance,  mould  the  mode 
of  C  be  tranfpofed  to  G,  a  {harp  muft  be  inferted  on  F,  the  reafon  of 
which  will  more  clearly  appear  by  attending  to  the  examples  of  the  tranf- 
pofitions  of  the  modes. 


Examples  of  the  tranfpofition  of  the  Mode  of  'C  Major. 


Mode  of  C. 


ASCENDING. 
3       4       S       6  7 


DESCENDING. 


Mode  of  G. 


I  2 

— 


3^  4  S_      6  7^   8^  ^  ^      ^  ^  


Mode  of  F. 


-r— —  —  


Mode  of  D. 
flfr*—  ZZZ 


3  4 


:azz§: 


"FT 


6_ 


e — 


ZZzlZ. 


zzzzzz®zzuz: 


In  the  mode  of  C,the  femitones  lie  between  the  3d  and  4th,  or  E  and  F 
and  the  6th  and  7th,  or  B  and  C,  as  Ihown  by  the  Jlurs.  The  mode  of 
C  is  tranfpofed  into  that  of  G,  and  a  {harp  inferted  upon  F.  The  reafon 
why  but  one  fharp  is  required  in  the  mode  of  G  may  be  feen  by  com- 
paring the  tones  and  femitones  with  thofe  in  the  mode  of  C.    In  the 

123  - 
mode  of  C  the  firft  notes  are  C,  D,  E,  diftant  from  each  other  a  whole 

123 

tone.    In  the  mode  of  G,  the  three  firft  notes  are  G,  A,  B,  diftant  from 

i  '  ■'  .  + 

each  other  a  whole  tone.    In  the  mode  of  C  the  next  note  is  F,  diftant 

from  E  one  femitone.  In  the  mode  of  G,  the  next  note  is  C,  diftant 
from  B  one  femitone.  We  find  therefore  the  diftance  between  the  3d 
and  4th  in  both  modes  to  be  the  fame,  confequently  no  alteration  is  ne- 
ceffary  between  the  3d  and  4th  in  the  mode  of  G.  In  the  mode  of  C, 
the  5th,  6th  and  7th  notes  are  G,  A,  B,  diftant  from  each  other  a  whole 
tone.  In  the  mode  of  G,  the  5th,  6th  and  7th  notes  are  D,  E,  F*, 
Without  the  fharp  F  is  a  whole  tone  diftant  from  G,  therefore  a  fharp  if. 
placed  to  bring  F  into  the  fame  relation  to  G,  as  B  is  to  C  in  the  mode 
of  C. 


In  the  mode  of  F  one  flat  is  required,  which  is  placed  upon  B,  becaufe 
B  is  a  whole  tone  diftant  from  A ;  therefore  by  the  infer tion  of  a  flat  on 
B,  the  3d  and  4th  are  in  the  fame  relation  as  the  3d  and  4th  in  the  mode 

s    6  7 

of  C.    The  5th,  6th  and  7th  notes  C,  D.  E,  are  the  fame  as  in  the  mode 
7 

of  C.  The  7th  note  E  is  but  a  femitone  diftant  from  F,  therefore  it  re- 
quires no  alteration,  and  ftands  in  the  fame  relation  to  F  as  B  to  C  in  the 
mode  of  C. 

In  the  fame  manner  may  every  tranfpofed  mode  be  examined,  if  it  be 
major. 

As  the  order  of  the  diftances  is  different  in  the  minor  mode,  wc  muft 
have  recourfe  to  examples,  to  underftand  the  conftruction  of  the  mode, 
when  tranfpofed. 


Mode  of  A. 


Examples  of  the  Mode  of  A  Minor 

ASCENDING. 
4       S       6       7  8 


DESCENDING. 
6  5       4  3 


Modi 


sz_ 


12- 


'  Mo£"  of  If^         ~         ^       ~~  ^ 


vr— Qj — ©--3  


-o — 


The  minor  mode  of  A,  afcendinlj,  has  its"  femiTones"between~the~2d 
and  3d,  or  B  and  G,  and  between  the  7th  and  8th,  or  G»  and  A.  In  the 
mode  of  L,  F  is  lharped,  that  F*  and  G  may  anfwer  the  order  of  B  and 
C  or  the  ;th  and  8th  m  the  mode  of  A.  In  the  mode  of  E,  the  6th  and 
7th  or  and  D*  agree  with  the  6th  and  7th  or  F*  and  G*  in  th~ 
mode  oi  A. 

In  the  minor  of  A,  defcending,  the  fharps  are  removed,  and  the  femi- 
tones  he  in  the  order  of  the  defending  major. 

In  the  mode  of  E,  defcending,  the  fliarpis  are  removed,  that  C  and  B 
may  correfpond  with  F  and  E,  in  the  mode  of  A  defcending.  The  marn 
Oil  ?,  defcending  is  continued,  that  P*  and  E  n  ay  correfpond  with  C 
and  B  in  the  mode  oi  A  defcending.  F 

If  the  above  examples  be  well  underftood,  it  will  br  eafy,  by  the  fame 
principle,  to  comprehend  the  whole  affair  of  tranfpoiuion. 


CHAP.  XVII. 

-pr7T,       .   .      ,     0f  P^CBI.YG  THE  SEVERAL  PaXTS. 

THE  puchof  any  of  the  higher  parts  mould  always  be  determined 
mthe  given  pitch  of  the  Bafs,  according  to  thefoltowinffeSDle? 
Where  every  note,  in  the  bafs,  on  different  letters,  ^cSSS^ 

counted.      ITie  propriety  of  determining  the  pitches  of  the  upper  parts 

£S  h?,SU;en  PUCh  m  tlle  ^  Wil1  aPP-r,if  we  confider  thatThe  gto* 
Bitch  is  the  foundation  of  a  mode,  whether  major  or  minor.  ° 


Treble.  «th. 


Example  in  the  Major  Mode. 

*3d  .  34  5th 

*zzzii zar*-::  n-rs:  *-n  - 


Center.  5th. 

l^iS-ill?ifi:! 


8th 


Tenor 


an  @_i 

5afs.  Pitch. 


Pitch. 


Mode  of  C.  Mode  of  G.  Mode  of  D.  Mode  of  A.  Mode  of  F,  Mode  of  B* 


Explanation. 

Modej>f  C-C  the  given  pitch,  E  its  3d,  G  its  5th,  C  its  8th. 

 B  !ts  3^  D  its  5th,  G  its  8th. 

 F*  its  3d,  A  its  5th,  D  its  8th. 

 C*  its  3d,  E  its  5th,  A  its  unifon 

 A  its  3d,  C  its  5th,  F  its  8th. 

Bu-1?b  ~  D  «s  3d,  F  its  sih,  Bb  its  8th. 


-  G— G 
D — D 
A— A 
F— F 


Treble.  3d 


Counter.  5th 


:zzz:®~: 

i 

r 

Example  in  the  Minor  Modi 
3<*  5th 

:?zz  "||^:5  -|| 

8th  10th 


Baf: 
r 


Pitcl 
© 


Pitch. 


Pitch 


Pitch-  pi^h,       -  Pitch. 

iModeof  A.  Mode  of  E.  Mode  of  B.  Mode  of  F*.  Mode  of  D.  Mode"  of  G 

Explanation. 

Modeof  A-A  the  given  pitch,  C  its  3d,  E  its  5th,  A  its  unifon. 

 ^    G  its  3d'  B  "s  5th,  E  its  Sth. 

ZIZ              Z_7~    ?  f  &  £!ks  5*-  i?  .its  Ioth- 
  ^    *         ^  A  ,ts  3d>  C*its  5th,  F  its  8th. 

rr  F  lts  3d»  A      5fh,  D  its  8th. 

_    ,  ,   U^  m  Beits  3d,  D  its  5th,  G  its  8tn. 

pr^r  A^mannermaythCpartSin         *  them0d£S  obtainth<* 


CHAP.  XVIII. 
Or  Tffi  Characters  used  as  Graces. 
APPOGIATURE,    Leaning  or  Preparative    Notes,  are  fmall  ad- 
ditional notes,  which  mould  receive  their  length  in  proportion  to  the  note 
againft  which  they  may  be  placed,  which  note  is  called  the  principal  note. 
There  are  two  kinds  of  appogiature  notes,  viz  : 

i  ft.  The  common  appogiature.  When  the  principal  note  is  fucceeded  by 
another,  or  makes  the  laft  note  in  the  bar,  the  appogiature  is  called  common. 
The  rule  is  then  to  divide  the  length  of  the  principal  with  the  appogiature. 

Example. 

As  written.  ^ 


XXI 


HZ 


ZD 


--^_£__|_=[::E     1  g 


As  fung. 

2d.  The  large  appogiature.  When  a  point  or  reft  follows  the  principal 
note?  the  appogiature  is  called  large,  The  rule  is  then  to  make  the  ap- 
pogiature as  long  as  the  principal,  and  fill  the  place  of  the  point 
or  f  eft  with  the  found  of  the  principal 


As  fung 


The  appogiature  is  termed  a  leaning  note  from  its  frequently  bearing 
the  exprellion  of  a  concluding  cadence,  or  from  its  deciding  the  climax 
of  a  muficai  period.  It  is  called  preparative  from  its  caufing  a  fufpenfion 
of  the  resolution  of  a  chord. 

Notes  of  Tranfition  are  added  to  the  regular  notes  to  guide  the  voice 
more  eaiily  and  gracefully  into  the  found  of  the  fucceeding  notes.  The 
time,  whicJ}  is  given  to  them,  is  taken  from  the  note,  to  which  they 
are  tied. 


Example. 


Notes  of  tranfition  are  fometimes  called  appogiature.  When  the 
to  their  principals  they  are  called  fupcrior,  when  they  af&nd,  inferior 


Shake,  or  Trill,  tr.  In  pracYiflng  the  {hake,  begin  flow,  and  gradually 
increafe  the  velocity  to  any  degree  you  pleafe. 


Marked.  Sung. 


The  Beat  and  Turn  are  nearly  of  the  fame  nature,  and  are  to  be  learnt 
in  the  fame  manner. 

t*   ,         ±  TuriU       35  SunS- 

Marked.  T 


The  Swell  and  Diminijh  are  occafionally  ufed 
feparately.  The  Swell  is  made  by  beginning 
a  note  foft,  and  concluding  it  loud.  The  Di: 
minijh,  on  the  contrary,  begins  loud  and  ends  foft. 

The  Swell  and  Diminijh  united.    This,  though  it  be  but  fel- 
dom  marked,  fhould  be  frequently  introduced.    Rule — Begin 
the  note  very  foft,  increafe  the  found  to  the  middle  of  the  lZZ~Z~.£. 
note,  then  decreafe  till  the  note  be  concluded. 

The  Hold  ?  Cadence,  or  Reprife.  This  character  lignifies  an  unmeafured 
paufe,  or  fufpenfion,  that  room  may  be  given  for  a  peculiar  exprellion  ; 
or  for  introducing  voluntary  graces,  as  may  fuit  tafte  and  fancy. 


:zzdz: 


Marked. 


Example. 


tr 


Sung  thus  or  otherwifc. 


—  hmm.mJ  bmtn 


The  period  immediately  fucceeding  the  mark  of  cadence  fhould  be  fung 
foft  unlcfs  there  be  a  direction  to  the  contrary.  Sometimes  this  character 
is  ufed,  in  tunes  adapted  to  metres,  to  {how  the  note,  which  clofes  a  line 
of  the  poetry.  The  mark  of  cadence  is  alfo  frequently  placed  over  a  Reft, 
in  which  cafe,  the  time  is  extended  ad  libitum. 


CHAP..  XIX.. 

Of  Singing  with  Propriety,- 

A  MONOTONY  of  tone  in  muficai  performance  is  more  difagreeable,  if  poi'/ible,  than 
in  reading.  To  go  through  a  piece  of  mufie  without,any  variation  in  the  ilrength  of 
tone,  let  the  fubje£t  be  what  it  may,  excludes  every  idea  of  gracefulnefs.  Harfh  finging, 
efpecially  when  the  whole  ftrength  of  the  voice  is  conftantly  employed,  will  feldom.if  ever, 
produce  any  effetf,  unlefs  it  be  that  of  difguft,    For  loud  and  hard  finging  is  ufually  as? 


companied  with  a  diftorted  countenance,  a  convulfrve  motion,  a  vicious  pronunciation,  a 
Jiarih  melody,  and  an  unmeaning  bawling,  which  cannot  have  the  moll  diltant  claim  to 
the  idea  of  mufic.  In  loft  Ringing  there  is  power  It  ft  for  maintaining  a  jult  expreflion,  a 
prop  r  acce.ntupon  the  language,  and  a  fmooth  flowing  melody.  By  (inging  within  the 
lheng'.h  of  the  voice,  and  in  an  eafy,  agreeable  tone,  the  voice  will  gradually  improve,  and 
become  more  fmooth  and  pleafing  ;  and  e  n  this  the  finger  may  hope  to  become  a  grace- 
ful and  an  elegant  pei  former.  » 

if  the  directive  terms,  fuch  aj  Pia,  Forte,  Sic.  be  properly  noticed,  they  will  have  a 
great  effect  in  the  performance,  and  will  alio  have  a  tendency  to  lea*(  to  the  oblervation 
of  other  important  ideas  in  mufic,  though  they  may  not  be  particularly  pointed  out. 

When  the  word  Piano,  or  Soft  occurs,  the  voice  ihould  maintain  a  moderate  Itrength  of 
tone.  When  the  term  Pianijjlmo,  or  very  foft  is  let  over  any  paiTage,  the  notes  fhould  be 
fung  in  a  fofc,  fmooth  and  agreeable  manner,  and  at  the  fame  time  very  diftinctly.  When 
the  woids  Forte,  or  loud,  and  Fortiffimo,  or  loud  as  pcffible,  are  qfed,  the  pafTage  Ihould  be 
performed  in  a  full,  bold  tone  without  harllmefs,  and  without  ftraioing  the  voice  beyond  its 
ratural  Itrength.  The  finger,  by  having  the  ftrength  of  his  voice  under  command,  and 
from  the  various  inflictions  of  which  it  is  capable,  will  be  able  to  exprefs  the  hold  and  tem- 
perate, the  pleafing  and  pathetic,  the  cheerful  and  melancholy,  and  in  fhort  the  various  paiTions 
of  the  mind. 

All  the  Pfalm  tunes  ihould  he  varied  according  to  the  fubjects  to  which  they  may  be  ap- 
plied. The  foft  and  loud  ought  alio  to  be  practifed  according  to  the  fubject  of  the  pfalm, 
or  its  difFeieup  verfes.  From  fuch  variations  a  tune  would  frequently  appear  like  diff  rent 
jriufic,  and  would  not  wear  that  fameneis,  which  commonly  accompanies  metrical  mufic, 
when  applied  to  different  verfes. 

Particular  directions,  when  to  fing  hud  and  foft  are  not  always  given.  In  which  cafe, 
the  iubject,  the  mufic,  the  occafion,  and  the  judgment  of  inftructors  muft  direct. 


CHAP.  XX. 

Of  Expression. 

"  EXPRESSION  is  a  qualitybj  which  the  mulician  is  enabled  to  render  the  fenfe  of  a 
fubject  with  energy."  There  are  two  kinds  of  exprelfion,  one  of  which  belongs  to  the 
compofer,  and  the  other  to  the  performer';  from  their  union  agreeable  effects  are  produ- 
ced. From  this  quality,  either  in  compofition  or  performance,  we  receive  a  kind  of  fenti- 
nicntal  appeal  to  our  feelings  ;  and  it  is  that,  which  conftitutes  one  of  the  firfi  of  mufical 
)-eq«if:tes.  ; 

However  animated  and  expreffive  a  piece  of  mufic  may  have  come  from  the  imagination 
of  the  compofer,  no  effects  will  be  produced,  if  the  fouls  of  thofe  who  perform  it  have  not 
caught  the  fire,  which  exilts  therein.  The  finger,  who  at  the  molt  ha«  but  a  knowledge  of 
the  notes  of  the  federal  parts,  cannot  do  jultice  to  the  cornprfition.  His  performance  is  not 
genuine,  unlefs  he  underftands  the  true  fenre  and  extent  of  the  1'uHject.  The  finger  ihould 
therefore  endeavour  to  acquire  a  complete  knowledge  of  the  Air,  its  connection  with  the 
fenfe  of  the  words,  "  the  difinllion  of  its  phrafei,"  its  peculiar  accent,  the  energy,  which  the 
mufic  derives  from  the  fuijcil,  the  jujlice  done  to  the  poet  by  the  compofer,  and  the  lorce, 
which  ought  to  be  given  to  the  muiic.  Ke  fhould  then  give  loofe  to  all  the  fire,  with 
which  a  view  of  the  objects,  which  unite  in  a  good  compolition,  may  have  infpired  him. 
Ke  will  then  fee  how  and  when  to  ornament  his  airs,  giving  fire  and  fh;  rpnefs  to  the  gay 
arid  animated  parts,  the  foft  and  fmooth  to  the  tender  and  pathetic,  and  the  rough  and  bold 
to  the  trunfpons  of  violent  pafiion.  He  will  alfo  quicken  or  fufpend  the  velocity  of  the 
movement,  agreeably  with  the  changes  of  the  fubject,  and  fo  diverlify  his  performance, 
that  his  exprefion  lhall  be  agreeable  and  energetic  ;  the  fenfe  will  then  be  communicated, 
rnd  the  fentiments  forcibly  impreiied  ;  the  ear  will  be  delighted,  and  the  heart  moved. 
"  Such  an  agreement  will  then  appear  between  the  words  and  the  air,  that  their  union 
will  confiitute  a  delightful  language,  capable  of  cuprefiing  every  thing,  and  which  cannot 
fail  of  pleafing." 


CHAR  XXI. 

Of  necessary  Rules  to  be  oesexked  in  Vocal  Music. 

1.  THE  fii  (I  and  mod  necelfary  rule  is  to  keep  the  voice  Heady. 

2.  Form  the  voice  in  as  pleafing  a  tone  as  polfible. 

3.  Be  exactly  in  tune,  for  it  is  not  worth  while  to  attempt  finging,  without  a  perfedt 

intonation. 

4.  Practifc  the  fwell  and  diminifh  frequently. 

5.  Never  force  the  voice  beyond  its  natural  compafs,  or  firength. — Many  fingers  fuppofe 
that  they  perform  well,  when  they  exert  the  whole  firength  of  the  voice  ;  but  this  pre- 
cludes all  delicacy  of  tafte  and  expreifion,  and  renders  the  performance,  at  beft,  but  a  dif- 

pnant  bawling. 

6.  Take  the  part  to  which  the  voice  is  bed  adapted. 

7.  The  acute  founds  Ihould  never  be  fo  forced,  as  to  render  them  fimilar  to  fhrieks. 

8.  Avoid  all  affected    geftures,  and  difcover  no  pain,  nor  difficulty  in  diftortion  «f 

the  month,  or  grimace  of  any  kind. 

9.  Never  fing  through  the  nofe,  anlefs  you  wifii  to  difguft  all,  who  hear  you. 
15.  Attend  ibictly  to  the  directive  terms. 

1  1.  Vocalize  correctly,  that  is,  give  an  open  and  clear  found  to  the  vowels. 

12.  Words,  beginning  with  a  vowel,  ought  not  to  be  pronounced  as  if  they  began  witk 
a  confonant.  This  is  a  very  common  error,  and  is  occasioned  by  fhutting  inttead  of  open- 
ing the  mouth  previoully  to  the  pronouncing  of  vowel  founds. 

•  3.  Pronouncing  dillinctly  and  with  propriety  is  one  of  the  principal  beauties  of  vocal 
performance. 

14.  Such  words  as  and,  of,  to,  the,  a,  an,  hy,  &c.  commonly  require  but  little  emphafis. 

15.  Never  make  a  word  plural  when  it  is  written  f.ngular,  nor  pronounce  it  as  fingular 
when  it  is  written  plural,  by  carelefsly  adding  letters,  when  finging,  which  frequently 

makes  nonfenfe. 

16.  Be  cautious  lefi  you  acquire  a  habit  of  drawling  words  when  you  fing. 

1  7.  Let  your  manner  of  pronouncing  be  iprightly  &  animated,  &•  expreflive  of  the  fubject. 

18.  Endeavour  to  underftand  the  fubject,  the  force  of  the  expreffion,  and  the  delign,  and 
fuffer  not  the  mind  to  leave  them  for  a  moment. 

ly.  Take  breath  between  the  palTages,  and  in  proper  time,  and  never  catch  the  breath 
in  the  middle  of  a  word,  or  between  fyllablcs. 

20.  The  tones  of  the  voice  mull  be  united. 

21.  The  finger  Ihould  pay  all  poflible  attention  to  what  he  is  performing  ;  for  if  the 
hearer  have  reafon  to  fufpect  his  engagednefs,  he  will  be  difgufted  with  him  and  his 

performance. 

22.  When  any  part  is  filent,  never  attempt  to  fing  one,  where  none  was  defigned  ;  for 
that  will  argue  that  you  know  better  than  the  compofer,  with  refpect  to  the  conftruction 
of  the  parts. 

23.  Accuftom  yourfelf  to  hearing  and  practifing  good  harmony,  which  will  improve 
the  ear,  and  help  to  diftinguifh  the  elegant  from  the  infipid. 

24.  Be  not  folicitous  to  introduce  what  you  may  fuppofe  to  be  graces,  till  you  have 
learnt  to  jucige,  in  fome  meafure  of  the  power  of  fimple  notes,  as  applied  to  any  fubject. 

25.  In  periorminer  notes  connected  by  a  flur,  the  lips  Ihould  never  be  clofed. 

26.  Pay  attention  to  the  Appogiatures,  accidental  Sharps,  Flats  and  Naturals,  fcr  if 
nothing    ere  meant  by  their  introduction  they  would  not  certainly  have  been  inferted. 

27.  Sit  upright,  when  you  fing,  or  fiand,  which  is  better,  that  your  tones  be  not  injured 
by  any  preifure  upon  the  lungs. 

28.  Let  your  deportment  be  decent,  when  you  are  engaged  in  performing  facred  fub- 
jects,  an  irregular  behaviour,  efpecially  in  worltupping  focieties,  being  inexcufable,  arguing 
a  mind  iiifenfible  to  folemn  impreffions,  and  unfit  for  engaging  in  one  of  themofi  pleafing 
parts  of  the  worfh'p  of  the  Supreme  Being. 
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CHAP.  XXII. 

Musical  Terms  Explained. 


A,  in,  for,  &c. 

A  tempo,  in  drift  time. 

A  Duo,  or  a  2,  for  two  voices. 

A  Tnr,  or  a$,  for  three  voices. 

A  Tempo  Giujlo,  in  juft,  or  exadT  time. 

Accompaniment,  thole  parts  which  are  fub- 

fervient  to  the  principal  part,  or  that  only 

accompany  the  principal. 
Adagio,  the  2d  degree  of  flownefs. 
Ad  Libitum,  at  pleafure  of  the  performer. 
Affettuofo,  affectionately. 
Agitato,  agitated. 

Alia  breve,  a  movement  that  has  one  breve, 

or  two  femibreves  in  a  bar. 
Alia  Capelta,  in  the  ftyle  of  church  mufic. 
A/Lgro,  the  4th  degree  of  movement. 
Allegretto,  not  fo  quick  as  allegro. 
Alto,  the  Counter  Tenor  part. 
Amorofo,  tenderly. 

Andante,  the  3d  degree  in  the  movements. 

Andar.tino,  quicker  than  andante. 

Arco,  or  Col  Arco,  after  having  pinched  the 
.  firing  of  the  violin,  ihenrefume  the  bow. 

AJfai,  to  augment  the  quicknefs  or  flownefs, 
as  Allegro  AJfai, \ 'ery  brifk,  or  Largo  AJfai, 
very  flow. 

Bene  piacito,  at  pleafure. 

Bis,  thole  bars  over  which  this  term  is  pla- 
ced, lhould  be  performed  twice. 

Brillante,  in  a  brilliant  ftyle, 

Brio,  ipirited. 

Bafs,  the  lowed  part  in  a  harmony. 
Breve,  an  ancient  note  containing  two  fem- 
ibreves, 

Cadence  or  Cadenza, 3.  fufpenfion  of  the  mea- 
fure. 

Canttbik,  in  a  graceful  and  melodious  ftyle. 

Canto,  fong,  or  leading  part. 

Canto  Fermo,  plain  fong. 

Canon,  a  compofition  where  one  part  fol- 
lows another,  repeating  the  fame  melody 

Capricio,  an  extempore  air,  performed  at 
the  liberty  of  fancy. 

Carillon,  an  air  to  be  executed  by  fmall 
bells,  or  clocks. 

Col,  with,  as  col  viol,  with  the  violin. 

Choro  grando,  grand  chorus. 

Chrtmatic,  that  fpecies  of  mufic,  which 
moves  by  iemitones. 

Con,  with. 

Con  dolce,  with  fweetnefs. 
Con  affettuofo.  with  afftiflion. 
Con  furia,  with  boldnefs. 
Cm  fpirito,  wiih  fpirit. 


Contra  baffo,  a  double  bafj. 

Contra  bajfi,  double  ba/Tes. 

Crefcendo,  increasing  the  found. 

Da  Capo,  clofe  with  the  firft  part. 

Del  fegno,  from  the  fign. 

Diatonic,  the  fpecies  of  mufic  in  whicli  both 
tones  and  femitonei  are  ufed. 

Divoto,  lblemnly. 

Dolce,  tenderly  or  fweetly. 

Doxology,  an  ascription  of  praife  to  the  Dei- 
ty, often  ufed  at  the  ciofe  of  anthems. 

Diminuendo,  diminiihing  the  lound. 

Dirge,  a  funeral  piece  of  mufic. 

Duetto,  1  A  piece  of  mufic  confiding  of  two 

Duett,  >  parts. 

Duo,  J 

E,  and,  violino  eflauto,  violin  and  flute. 
Expreffivo,  expreffively. 
Falfetto,  finging  in  a  feigned  voice. 
Finale,the  laft  movement  of  a  mufical  piece. 
Fuge,  or  1  a  compofition,  in  which  a  fubject 
Fuga,    J  is  fuccefively  repeated, or  imitated 

in  two  or  more  parts. 
Forte,  loud. 

Fortifuno,  as  loud  as  pofllble. 

Grave,  or     1  heavy,  thefe  words  refer  both 

Gravemente,  3  to  the  ftyle  of  the  compofition, 

and  the  execution,  and  are  frequently  ufed 

for  the  term  Largo. 
Graziofi,  gracefully,often  ufed  with  andante. 
Gujlo,  tafte,  as  con  gufto,  with  tafte. 
Gujlojo,  with  much  tafte. 
Interlude,  an  inftrumental  paflage  introduced 

between  the  vocal  padages. 
Interval,  the  diftance  betweca  founds,  as 

tone  and  femitone. 
Intonation,  finging  in  tune. 
Largo,  the  flowed  degree  in  the  movements. 
Larghetto,  not  fo  flow  as  largo. 
Legato,  flurred  or  tyed. 
Lento,  flow  and  foft. 
Lcr.tement,  rather  flow  and  foft. 
Ma,  but,  as  ma  rum  troppo,  but  not  too  faft. 
Majlojo,  majeftic,  in  a  bold  ftyle. 
Mancando,  decreafing  in  found. 
Men,  lefs,  as  men  for,  lefs  loud. 
Men  Allegro,  not  fo  quick  as  allegro. 
Mezza  voce,  moderate  ftrength  of  tone  and 

in  a  pleafir.g  manner. 
Mezzo  forte,  moderately  lond. 
Mezza  piano,  rather  foft. 
Moderalo,  moderately. 

Nov,  not,  as  mn  troppo  preflo,  not  too  quick. 
Obligato,  denotes  th«t  voice,  or  inftrument, 


which  cannot  be  left  cut,  and  which  are 
indifpcnlible  in  the  performance 

Oratorio,  a  compofition  in  a  dramatic  ftyle. 

Ordinario,  ufual,  as  tempo  ordinario,  in  the 
ufual  time. 

Pafisrale,  in  apadoral  and  tender  ftyle. 

Piano,  foft. 

Pianijfmo,  very  foft. 

Piu,  more. 

Plaintive,  mournfully,  fometimes  expreiTed 
by  dolorofo  or  lamentabile. 

Poco,  little,  as  poco-  piu,  a  little  more. 

Pompofo,  in  a  grant!  or  pompous  ltyle. 

Preflo,  the  5th  degree  in  the  movements. 

Prejiijfimo,  the  luptrlative  of  predo. 

Prima,  I  ft  or  leading  part. 

Qu.artetto,  mufic  for  4  voices  or  inftruments. 

Shtintetto,  mufic  for  5  voices  or  inlti  unients. 

Recitative,*  fort  of  dyle  refembling  fpeaking. 

Refponfe,  the  anfwer  in  chants,  which  is 
given  to  the  folo  part  by  the  chorus. 

Rondeau,  a  tuae  in  which  the  firft  part  i»  re- 
peated. 

Score,  three  or  more  parts  cunnecled  by  a 

brace  are  faid  to  be  in  fcore. 
Semitone,  the  fmalleft  interval  ufed  in  vocal 

mufic. 
Semplice,  with  fimplicity. 
Senza,\v\ thou.t,.isfenzaorvano,v}\tho\it  anorgan 
Sejlello,  mufic  for  6  voices. 
Sforzando,  particular  ftrefs  011  the  note  fo 

marked. 

Secundo,  fecoad,  or  accompanying  part. 


Siciliano,  a  paftoral  movement  of  6  or  13 
quavers  in  a  bar,  to  be  performed  {lowly 
and  gracefully. 

Sinfonia,  a  piece  for  a  whole  band. 

Solo,  :i  piece  of  mufic  for  one  voice,  or  in* 

trument. 
Soave,  agreeable  and  pleafing. 
Soprano,  the  treble  or  higher  voice  part. 
Sotto  voce,  middling  ftrength  of  voice. 
Spiritofc,  fprightly. 

Stoccato,  di Hindi y,  accented,  and  pointed. 

Symphony,  a  part  for  inttruments. 

Taflo  folo,  when  the  bafs  is  played  without 

thorough  bafs. 
Ta>tpo,i\mt  with  refpeft  to  meafure  and  bars- 
Tone,  the  diftance  of  two  Iemitones. 
Trio,  mufic  for  3  voices  or  inftruments. 
Tutii,  when  all  join  after  a  folo. 
Unifon,  ufed  when  parts  unite  in  one  found. 
V alee,  quick. 
Vigirofo,  with  energy. 
Vivace,  in  a  lively  ftyle. 


Mufical  Terms  are  Jometi.vses  abbreviated,  af 

P,  Pia,  for  piano. 

F,  or  For.  foi  Forte. 

F.  F.  for  Fottifiuru). 

Cres.  for  Crefcendo, 

D.  C.  for  Da  Capo. 

1  mo.  for  Primo. 

2do.  for  Secundo. 

Djm.  for  Diminuendo,  Sec. 


LESSONS  FOR  THE  EXERCISE  OF  THE  VOICE. 
Lesson  I.       The  Octave  Afcending  and  Defcending. 


~3 

E3 


ffrr        ffrr  ffrr  ffrr 

faw,  fol,  law,  faw,  fol,  law,  mi,  faw.  faw,  mi,  law,  fol,  faw,  law,  fol,  faw. 


f  f 


£  f 


r  r 


ffrr 


f    f  t 


The  figures  ftgnify  the  ift,  2d,  3d,  and  4th  motions  of  the  hand 
bar,  the  letter /  and  r,  the  failing  and  riling  of  the  hand. 
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Lesson  II. 


*The  Oclave  Ascending, 


123412341234  1234  1234 

The  Oclave  Descending. 

!    8th  rifing  &  falling.  5th  rif.  &  fall.      3d  rif.  &  fall.      4th  rif.  &  fall.      6th  rif.  &  fall.  1  2  3  4  1  2  3  4 

The  difference  between  the  3d  an  4th  ought  to  be  habitually  diftinguifhed. 


8ths.    5ths.    3ds.    4ths.    6ths.  5th.  4th.  4th.  5th.    3d.  6th.   6th.  3d.    sharp  7th.    Minor  7th. 
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Rule — The  rifmg  5th  from  the  pitch  is  the  falling  4th  from  the  8th  of  the  pitch. 

The  rifing  4th          5th  .     

The  rifing  3d      — —    6th    — —  > 

Lesson  III. 


N.B.  Call  the  minor  7th  faw,  inftead  of  Mi,  which  will  affift  in 
learning  that  interval.  The  fmall  notes  are  for  conducting  the 
voice  to  the  tone  required. 


*F"Vf  HIT ft  trfrffrr  rrB^I 


2ds.  3ds.4ths.5ths.6ths.7ths.  8ths.  7ths.6ths.5ths.4ths.3ds.  2ds.  2ds.  3ds.  4ths  5ths.6ths.7ths.8ths. 


7ths  6d1s.5ths.4ths.  3ds.2ds. 


^         ^      1        3^  4    1    2  3  4    1    2J  4    1  M  4         _  ""       _^  '   _ 


When  the  learner  has  made  himfelf  mafter  of  the  preceding  LeffonS,  it  will  be  beneficial  to  apply  to  an  Inftru&or  for  direction  in  his  attempts 

to  apply  them  in  different  modes. 


No*  1. 


Lemno  u 


Psalm  l.  CM. 


AIR. 
— SS6- 


Bleft  is  the  man,  who  fliuns  the  place,  Where  Tinners  love     to  ,  meet ;  Who  fears  to  tread  their  wicked  ways,  And  hntes  the  fcoffer's  feat.  And  hates  the  fcoffer's  feat. 


Illlllllllilf 


2  Who  in  the  ftatutes  of  the  Lord  hasplac'd  his  chief  delight ; 
By  day  he  reads  or  hears  the  word  and  meditates  by  night. 

3  He,  like  a  plant  of  gen'rous  kind  by  living  waters  fet, 

Sate  from  the  ftorms  and  blafting  wind,  enjoys  a  peaceful  ftate. 

4  Green  as  the  leaf,  and  ever  fair  {hall  his  profefllon  Ihine  ; 
While  fruits  of  holinefs  appear  like  clufters  on  the  vine. 


5  Notfo  the  impious  and  uniuft  ;  what  vain  dehVns  they  form  ! 
Their  hopes  are  blown  away  like  dult,  cr  chaff  before  the  ftorm. 

6  Siraners  in  judgment  fhall  not  ftand  among  the  fons  of  grace, 
When  Chrift  the  Judge  at  his  right  hand,  appoints  his  faints  a  place. 

7  His  eye  beholds  the  path  they  tread,  His  heart  approves  it  well  ; 
But  crooked  ways  of  tinners  lead  down  to  the  gates  of  hell. 


AT0.  2. 


AIR. 


Upminster. 


Ps.  i.  S,  M.  double. 


-e— t- 


-P3 


-e— 1-3 


2EE 

 dr. 

Who 


makes  the  law  of  God  His      ftudy       and    delight,   Amidll  the     labors       of  the    day,  And  Watches  of  the  night.  And [  watches       of  the 


night. 


35 


{ 


3  He  like  a  tree  fhall  thrive,  with  waters  near  the  root  : 
Frefli  as  the  leaf  his  name  fhall  live  ;  His  works  are  heav'nly  fruit. 

4  But  the  ungodly  race,  can  no  fuch  bleffings  find  : 
Their  hopes  will  fly  like  empty  chaff  before  the  driving  wind. 

A 


J 5  How  will  they  bear  to  ftand  Before  that  Judgment-feat, 
Where  all  the  faints  at  Chrift's  right  hand  in  full  alTembly  meet 
1  6  He  knows  and  lv;  .improves  the  way  the  righteous  go  ; 
(,    But  finaers  and  their  works  will  rntet  a  dreadful  overthrow. 


AIR. 


No.  3, 


CE±ng«p- 


Graham.  Ps.  1.  L.  M.  double. 


He  loves  to     pafs  his 


light    Among    the  ftatutes   of  the  Lord;  And  fpends  the  wakeful  hours  of  night,With  pleafure,pond'ring  o'er  the  word. 

^  _  _^  |^^"^ 


[ 


3  He  like  a  plant  by  gentle  ftreams,  fhall  flourifh  in  immortal  green :  . 
And  hcav'n  will  fhine  with  kindeft  beams  on  ev'ry  woik  his  hands  beg.n. 

4  But  iinners  find  their  counfels  croft  ;  as  chaff  before  the  tempeft  fl.es,  _ 
So  fhall  their  hopes  be  blown  and  loft,  when  the  laft  trumpet  fhakes  the  fk.es. 


{ 


5  In  vain  the  rebels  feek  to  (land  in  judgment,  with  the  pious  race  ; 
The  dreadful  Judge  with  ftern  command-  divides  them  to  a  difr'rent  place.  _ 

6  Straight  is  the  way  my  faints  have  trod,  I  blefb'd  the  path  and  drew  it  plain; 
But  you  would  choofe  the  crooked  road,  and  down  it  leads  to  endlcfs  pain. 


Westchester.  Psalm  2.  S.  M.  double. 


The  things  fo  long 


foretold 


By 


David        are         fulfill'd       When  Jews. and    Gentiles          join    to       flay       Jefus,  thine      holy  child. 


:ari=: 


£3  Why  did  the  Gentiles  rage,  and  Jews  with  one  accord, 
J     Bend  all  their  counfels  to  deftroy  th'  anointed  of  the  Lord?, 
J  4  Rulers  and  Kings  agree  to  form  a  vain  defign  ; 

Againd  the  Lord  their  pow'rs  unite,  againd  his  Chrid  they  join. 

f~5  The  Lord  derides  their  rage,  and  will  fupport  his  throne, 

J     The  Lord  who  rais'd  him  from  the  dead  hath  own'd  him  for  his 

J  6  Now  he's  afcended  high,  and  afks  to  rule  the  earth  ; 

The  merit  of  his  blood  he  pleads,  and  pleads  his  heav'nly  birth. 


oon. 


_±_l__±  i — p±_d. 

"7  He  afks,  and  God  bedows  a  large  inheritance  : 
J.    Far  as  the  world's  remoted  ends  his  kingdom  fhall  advance. 
8  The  nations,  that  rebel  muft  feel  his  iron  rod  ; 

He'll  vindicate  thofe  honors  well,  which  he  receiv'd  from  God. 

g  Be  wile,  ye  rulers,  now,  and  worfhip  at  his  throne  ; 

With  trembling  joy,  ye  people,  bow,  to  God's  exalted  Son. 
io  If  once  his  wrath  arife,  yet  perifh  on  the  place  ; 

Then  blelfed  is  the  foul  that  flies  for  refuge  to  his  grace. 


No.  5, 


e  ©-H—  - 


Ps.  2.  C.  M. 


A-IR.      Why     did  the   nations    join  to      flay  The  Lord's  anointed       Son !. 


Why  did  they  cad  his  laws  away,And  tread  his  gcfpel  dqwn  ?  And  tread  .his  go  fpel  down 


-T-e-^T  TZ'PZ 


'~Q — 


The  Lord,  who  fits  above  the  Ikies,  derides  their  rage  below ;  4  Afk  me,  my  Son,  and  then  enjoy  the  utmod  Heathen  lands  i 

He  fpeaks,  with  vengeance  in  his  eyes,  and  ftrikes  their  fpirits  through.  Thy  rod  of  iron  fhall  dedroy  the  rebel  who  withdands. 

I  call  him  my  eternal  Son,  and  raife  him  from  the  dead  ;  5  Be  wife,  ye  rulers  of  the  earth,  obey  th'  anointed  Lord, 

I  make  my  holy  hill  his  throne,  and  wide  his  kingdom  fpread.  Adore  the  King  of  heav'nly  birth,  and  tremble  at  his  .word. 

6  With  humble  love  addrefs  his  throne  :  for,  if  he  frown,  ye  die  : 
Thofe  are  fecure,  and  thofe  alone,  who  ou  his  grace  rely, 


4        No.  6. 

-  Ajettttoioi 


Armley. 


Ps.  2.  L.  M. 


A.  WILLIAMS'  COLL. 


Why   did  the  Jews  proclaim        their  rage?  The  Romans,  why  their  fwords  employ  ?  Againft  the  Lord  their  pow'rs  engage,  His  dear  anointed    to  deftroy. 


2  Come,  let  us  break  his  ban  Js,  fay  they  :  this  man  fiiall  never  give  us  laws  : 
And  thus  they  cait  his  yoke  away,  and  naiTd  the  Monarch  to  the  crofs. 

3  But  God,  who  high  in  glory  reigns,  laughs  at  their  pide,  their  rage  controls  ! 
He'll  vex  their  hearts  with  inward  pains,  and  fpeak  in  thunder  to  their  fouls. 

4  I  will  maintain  the  King  I  made  on  Zion's  eveilafting  hill  ; 

My  hand  (hall  bring  him  from  the  dead,  and  he  fhall  (land  your  Sov'reign  frill, 
j  His  wond'rous  riling  from  the  earth,  makes  his  eternal  God-head  known  j 
The  Lord  declares  his  heav'nly  birth,  this  day  have  I  begot  my  Son. 


6  Afcend,  my  Son,  to  my  right  hand,  there  thou  (halt  afk  and  I  bellow 
The  utmoft  bounds  of  Heathen  lands,  to  thee  the  Northern  ifles  fhall  bow. 

7  But  nations  that  refift  his  grace  lhall  fall  beneath  his  iron  ftroke  : 
His  rod  lhall  crulh  his  foes  with  cafe,  as  potters'  earthen  work  is  broke. 

8  Now  ye  who  fit  on  earthly  thrones,  be  wife,  and  ferve  the  Lord,  the  Lamb  » 
Now  at  his  feet  fubmit  your  crowns,  rejoice  and  tremble  at  his  name. 

9  With  humble  love  addrefs  the  Son,  left  he  grow  angry,  and  ye  die  ; 
His  wrath  lhall  burn  to  worlds  unknown,  if  ye  provoke  his  jealoufy. 


10  His  ftorms  fhall  drive  you  quick  to  hell,  he  is  a  God,  and  ye  but  duft, 
Happy  the  fouls  that  know  him  well ;  and  make  his  grace  their  only  truft. 


No.  j.  North-H'dl  Psalm  3.  C.  M, 

AIR. 


2  The  lying  tempter  would  perfuade  there's  no  relief  in  heav'n  ;  5  He  fired  foft  (lumbers  on  mine  eyes,  In  fpite  of  all  my  foes  ; 
And  all  my  Iweliing  fins  appear  too  big  to  be  forgiv'n.  I  'woke  and  wondei'd  at  the  grace  which  guarded  my  repofe. 

3  But  thou,  my  glory  and  my  ftrength,  flialt  on  the  tempter  tread,  6  What  though  the  hofts  of  death  and  hell  all  arm'd  againR  me  flood, 
Shalt  filence  all  my  threat'ning  guilt,  and  raife  my  drooping  head.  Terrors  no  more  fiiall  fhake  my  foul  ;  my  refuge  is  my  God. 

4  I  cry'd,  and  from  his  holy  hill  He  bow'd  a  lift'ning  ear  ;  7  Arife,  O  Lord,  fulfil  thy  grace,  while  I  thy  glory  fing  : 

I  call'd  my  Father  and  my  God,  And  he  fubdu'd  my  fear.  My  God  has  broke  the  ferpent's  teeth,  and  death  has  loft  his  fting. 

8  Salvation  to  the  Lord  belongs,  His  arm  alone  can  fave  : 
Bkfhngs  attend  thy  people  here,  and  reach  beyond  the  grave. 


No.  8. 


Lcnmck. 


AIR. 


Ps.  3.  L.  M.  d. 


O  Lord,  how    many  are  my     foes    In    this  weak  Rate  of  flefh  and  blood!  My  peace"  they  daily  difcompofc,  Eut      my  defence  an^     hope    is  G&d 


cr  i  rtf  fr  *  ^TTjrff  rTFf  TO  r  r  cr  ir  r  r  r  iffT  [Spas 

Tir'd  with  the  burdens  of  the     day,    To    thee  I  rais'd  an    evening    cry:    "lhou  heardft  when  I   began  to  pray,  And  thine  almigh    -    ty    help    was  nigh. 


3  Supported  by  thine  heav'nly  aid,  I  laid  me  down  and  flept  fecure  ; 

Not  death  fliould  make  my  heart  afraid,  though  I  mould  wake  and  rife  no  more. 


4  But  God  fuftain'd  me  all  the  night  ;  Salvation  doth  to  God  belong  : 
He  rais'd  my  head  to  fee  the  light,  and  make  his  praife  my  morning  fong. 


AIR 


No.  9. 


Churchill. 


Psalm  4.  L.  M. 


O  God 


of     grace  and    rightcoufnefs,  Hear  and 


attend       when  I  complain;  Thou  haft  enlarg'd  me  in  diftrefs,  Bow  down    a  gra 


cious  ear  again. 


3= 

•■a-5 


It*!© 


-e- 


— r 


2  Ye  fons  of  men,  in  vain  ye  try  to  turn  my  glory  into  fhame  :  4  When  our  obed'ent  hands  have  done  a  thoufand  works  of  1  ighteoufnefs, 
How  long  will  fcofTers  love  to  lie,  and  dare  reproach  my  Saviour's  name  ?  We  put  our  truft  in  God  alone,  and  g'ory  in  his  pard'ning  grace. 

3  Know  that  the  Lord  divides  his  faints  from  all  the  tribes  of  men  befiJe  j  5  Let  the  unthinking  many  fay,  who  will  beftow  fome  earthly  good  ? 

He  hears  the  cry  of  penitents  for  the  dear  fake  of  Chrilt  who  dy'd.  But,  Lord,  thy  light  and  love  w  e  pray  :  our  fouls  defuve  this  heav'nly  food. 

6  Then  fhall  my  cheerful  pow'rs  rejoice,  at  grace  and  favour  fo  divine  ; 
Nor  will  I  change  my  happy  choice  for  all  their  ccrn  and  all  their  wine. 


8 


AIR. 


9--- 


No.  11.  Eastern.  Psalm  5.  CM.  d. 

Lord  in    the       morning  thou  (halt    hear  My    voice     attending       high,  To    thee    will     I       direct       my  pray'r,  To       thee  lift        up  mine  eye. 


§ 


3 


Soft.  ^  ^ 

Up    to    the    hills  where  Chrift  is    go*ne    To    plead  for    all  his 


Loud. 


faints,    Prefent  -  ing      at    his         Father's     throne,  Our       fongs    and    our  complaints 


-O 





9- 

0 

Illl 

Mil 

Mil 
a)  II  1 

E3E 

Illl 

Nil 
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3  Thou  art  a  God  before  whofe  fight  the  wicked  {hall  not  ftand  ; 
Sinners  fhall  ne'er  be  thy  delight,  nor  dwell  at  thy  right  hand. 

4  But  to  thy  houfe  will  I  refort,  to  tafte  thy  mercies  there, 
I  will  frequent  thine  holy  court,  and  worfhip  in  thy  fear. 

5  O  may  thy  fpirit  guide  my  feet  In  ways  of  righteoufnefs  ! 
Make  ev'ry  path  of  duty  ftraight,  and  plain  before  my  face. 


Pause. — 6  My  watchful  enemies  combine  to  tempt  my  feet  aftray  ; 

They  flatter  with  a  bafe  defign,  to  make  my  foul  their  prey. 

7  Lord,crufh  the  ferpent  into  dufl,  and  all  his  plots  deftroy  ; 
While  thofe  who  in  thy  mercy  truft,  forever  fbout  for  joy. 

8  The  men  who  love  and  fear  thy  name,  fhall  fee  their  hopes  fulfill'd  j 
The  mighty  God  will  compafs  them  with  favor  as  a  Ihield. 


No,  12. 


AIR. 


Castleton, 


In      anger,    Lord,   rebuke     me    not,    Withdraw    the    dreadful  Horm  ;  Nor 


Psalm  6.  C.  M.  d. 


let   thy      fury       grow    fo     hot  Againft 


feebl 


e  worm. 


I — ^— 

 C 


 1" 
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My   foul  bows  down  with     heavy  cares;  My  fie fh  with  pain  opprefs'd; 


My  couch    .is  witnefs 


to    my    tcais ;  My  tears     forbid    my  reft. 


95 


3  Sorrow  and  pain  wear  ont  my  days  ;  I  wafte  the  night  with  cries, 
Counting  the  minutes  as  they  pais,  'till  the  flow  morning  rife. 

4  Shall  I  be  ftill  tormented  more  ?  mine  eye  confum'd  with  grief? 
How  long,  my  God,  how  long,  before  thy  hand  afford  relief  ? 


5  He  heirs  when  duft  and  allies  fpeak  ;  he  pities  all  our  groans  ; 
He  faves  us  for  his  mercy's  fake,  and  heals  our  broken  bones. 

6  The  virtue  of  his  fovreign  word  reftores  our  fainting  breath  ; 
But  filent  graves  piaife  not  the  Lord,  nor  is  lie  known  in  death* 


AIR. 


No,  1 3*  faummcr sion.  Ps.  6.    L.  M.  double. 


Lord    I  can 


fuffer    thy    rebukes    When  thou  with  kindnefs  doth  chaftife 


~d:±-J 


:::d~c 


ut  thy  fierce  wrath  I     cannot  bear  ;        O    let    it  not     againft     me  rife. 


rAU._P.. 


 .]___-_  1 


m 


::p:=zsi:p=rp:T:z:i:il~i!:i:c— ~fc 


:i;-=z=:x: 


siitia 


P=b=t 


P:ty    my     languilh  -  ing      efcate,     And  eafe  the    forrows    which  I 


feel 


The  wounds  thine  heavy  hand  have  made,  O  let  thy' 


gentler  touches  heal  I 


3  See  how  I  pafs  my  weary  days  in  fighs  and  groans ;  and  when  'tis  night, 
My  bed  is  water'd  with  my  tears  ;  my  grief  confumes  and  dims  my  fight. 

4  Look  how  the  powr's  of  nature  mourn  !  how  long,  Almighty  God,  how  long  ? 
Whep  fhall  thine  hour  cf  grace  return  ?  \nhcn  fhall  I  make  thy  grace  my  iong  ? 


5  I  feel  my  ftefh  fo  near  the  grave,  my  thoughts  are  tempted  to  dtvpair  ; 
But  graves  can  never  praife  the  Lord,  for  all  is  duft  and  hlenee  there. 

6  Depart,  ye  tempters,  from  my  foul  ;  and  all  defpairing  thoughts,  depart  ; 
My  God,  who  hear*  my  humble  moan,  wiU  eafe  my  pain  and  cheer  my  heart 


io       No.  14. 

AIR. 

My  truft    is  in 


Walbridge. 


my    heav'nly  friend,  My    hops    in    thee,    my    God  ;  Rife,  and  my  helplefs 


Psalm  7.    C.  M.  double. 


i~3 


life     defend    From    thofe  who  feek  my  blood. 

!£3E~ 

:*diz©:: 


Kiel 

With      info    -  lence  and        fury,       they  My     foul  in 
I* 


pieces      tear,    As  hungry 


lions 


rend  the   prey  When     no    de    -     liv'rer's  near. 


Pause. — 6 


If  I  have  e'er  provok'd  them  firft,  or  once  abus'd  my  foe, 
Then  let  him  tread  my  life  to  duft,  and  lay  mine  honor  low. 
If  there  be  malice  hid  in  me,  I  know  thy  piercing  eyes  ; 
I  fliould  not  dare  appeal  to  thee,  nor  afk  my  God  to  rife. 
Arife,  my  God,  lift  up  thy  hand,  their  pride  and  pow'r  control ; 
Awake  to  judgment  and  command  deliv'rance  for  my  foul. 

9  That  cruel  perfecuting  race  mod  feel  his  dreadful  fword  ; 
Awake,  my  foul,  and  praife  the  grace  and  juflice  of  the  Lord. 


Let  finners  and  their  wicked  rage  be  humbled  to  the  duft : 
Shall  not  the  God  of  truth  engage  to  vindicate  the  juft  ? 
He  knows  the  heart,  he  tries  the  reins,  he  will  defend  th'  upright: 
His  fharpeft  arrows  he  ordains  againft  the  fons  of  fpite. 
For  me  their  malice  digg'd  a  pit,  but  there  themfeives  are  caft  ; 
My  God  makes  all  their  mifchief  light  on  their  own  heads  at  laih 


AIR. 


!  * 


all       diyine  ;  Thy       glories    round  the    earth  are    fpread,  And     o'er  the     heav'ns  they  fhine 


<ZS~<S~  ~W 


— I — 


II 


iiliiiiill 


When    to    thy    works    on       high    I       raife  my    wondring  eyes, 


±==*= 


moon,  complete    in    light,  Adorn  the 


darkfome 


iki 


3  When  I  furvcy  the  ftars  and  all  their  mining  forms, 

Lord,  what  is  man,  that  Worthlefs  thing,  a  kin  to  duft  and  worms  ! 

4  Lord,  what  is  worthlefs  man,  that  thou  lhould'it  love  him  fo  ! 
Next  to  thine  angels  is  he  plac'd,  and  Lord  of  all  below. 

5  Thine  honors  crown  his  head,  while  beads,  like  Oaves,  obey, 

And  birds  that  cut  the  air  with  wings,  and  fifh  which  cleave  the  fea. 


6  How  rich  thy  bounties  are  !  and  wpnd'rous  are  thy  ways  : 

Of  duft  and  worms  thy  pow'r  can  frame  a  monument  of  praife. 

7  Out  of  the  mouths  of  babes  and  fucklings,  thou  can  (I  draw 
Surprising  honors  to  thy  name  !  and  ihike  the  werld  with  awe. 

8  O  Lord,  our  heav'nly  king,  thy  name  is  all  divine  ; 

Thy  glories  round  the  earth  are  ipread,  and  o'er  the  heav'ns  they  flur.e. 


air.       Afc  i6« 


Orset. 


Ps.  8.    C-  M.  double. 

O       Lord,    our    Lord,  how    wund'rous  great  Is     thine       ex    -  alted  name !  The       glories       of       thy  heav'nly 


When  I     behold   thy    works    on  high,    The       moon  which  rules  the  night, 


well 


the  fky,  Thofe     moving  worlds  of  light 


3  Lord,  what  is  man,  or  all  his  race,  who  dwells  fo  far  below, 

That  thou  fhould'ft  yifit  him  with  grace,  and  love  his  nature  fo  ! 

4  That  thine  eternal  Son  mould  bear  to  take  a  mortal  form, 
Made  lower  than  his  angels  are,  to  fave  a  dying  worm  ! 

5  Yet  while  he  liv'd  on  earth  unknown,  and  men  would  not  adore, 
Obedient  feas  and  fifties  own,  his  Godhead  and  his  pow'r. 

9  Jefus,  our  Lord,  htfW  wond'rous 
The  glories  of  thy  hc?.v';ily  ftate 


6  The  waves  lay  fpread  beneath  his  feet  ;  and  fifh,  at  his  command, 
Bring  their  large  (hoals  to  Peter's  net,  bring  tribute  to  his  hand. 

7  Thefe  le/Ter  glories  of  thy  Son  fhone  through  the  fielhy  cloud  ; 
Now  we  behold  him  on  his  throne,  and  men  confels  him  God. 

8  Let  him  be  crown"  d  with  majefty  who  bow'd  his  head  to  death  i 
And  be  his  honors  founded  high,  by  all  things  that  have  breath. 

great  is  thine  exalted  name  ! 
let  the  whole  earth  proclaim. 


1  2 


pa 


2Vb.  17=  Bohover,  Ps.  8.  L.  M.    iy?.  P#r/. 
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WFf 

AIR, 


1 


^j^nd  thine    eternal    glories    rife  O'er 

Almighty 


Ruler 


of 


the  flti.es,  Thro'  the  wide 


earth      thy  name 

"T" 


is  fpread  ; 


/■~\  /TV 


O'er    all     the  heav'ns  thy  hands  have  made. 


-H — r-H- 


And  thine    eternal     glories  rife  O'er 


itllipliiil 


AIR. 


a  To  tftee  the  voices  of  the  young  a  monument  of  honor  raife  ; 

And  babes,  with  uninfhuded  tongue,  declare  the  wonders  of  thy  praife. 
3  Thy  pow'r  affifts  their  tender  age  to  bring  proud  rebels  to  the  ground  j 

To  flill  the  bold  blalphe rner's  rage,  and  all  their  policies  confound. 

No.  18, 


p. 


:=x: 
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j.  Children  am  id  ft  thy  temple  thiong  to  foe  their  great  Redeemer's  face 

The  ion  of  David  is  their  fong,  and  ypnng  Hofannas  fill  the  place. 
5  The  fiowning  fcri.bes  and  angry  priefts  in  vain  their  impious  cavils  bring 
Revenge  fits  filent  in  their  breads  while  Jewifh  babes  proclaim  their  king. 


HI 


Marsh  field. 


-t? — xrn'  zt~zM  d  • t 


EPEE^tE£g=:Eg|g|lli^llE 


man,  \vhen 


__Ps.  8.  Ir  M. 


::p:eipz 


W.  BILLINGS. 


Egii|I|lpiil:& 


Lord,  what  was 


firft,  Adam,  the 


ing    c£   the  duft,  That  thou  lhould'ft  fet  him  and  his  race,But  juft  below    an    angel's  place  ! 


3*0 


 Sri  ry 


'■eIeeeI 


2  That  tnou  fhould'ft  raife  his  nature  fo,  and  make  him  Lord  of  all  below  j  4  See  him  below  his  angels  made  !  See  him  in  dull  among  the  dead, 
Make  ev'ry  beait  and  bird  fubmit,  and  lay  the  fillies  at  his  feet  !  To  fave  a  ruin'd  world  from  fin  ;  Then  fee  him  reign  with  pow'r  divine  ! 

3  But  O  !  what  brighter  glories  wait  to  crown  the  iecond  Adam's  ftate  !  5  The  world  to  come  redeem'd  from  all  The  mis'ries  which  attend  the  fall, 
What  honors  fhall  thy  Son  adorn  ;  Who  condefcended  to  be  born.  New  made,  and  glo'rous,  (hall  fubmit  at  our  exalted  Saviour's  feet. 


AIR. 


No. 


With  my  whole  heart  I'll  ra'.fe  my  fong  ;  Thy  wonders  I'll  proclaim  ;  Thou  Sov'reign  judge  of  right  and  wrong  Wilt  put  my  foes  to  frame.  Wilt  put     my  foes    to  flume. 

his  throne  4  The  men,  who  know  thy  name,  will  truft  in  thy  abundant  grace  ; 

engeance  known.  For  thou  haft  ne'er  forfook  the  juft,  who  humbly  feek  thy  face. 

j  Sing  praifes  to  the  righteous  Lord,  who  dwells  on  Zion's  hill, 
\Vho  executes  his  threat'iiing  word,  and  doth  his  grace  fulfil 


Orwell. 

fZp. 


Psalm  9.  C.  M.     \Jl  Part. 


2  I'll  fing  thy  Majtfty  and  grace  ;  My  God  prepares  his  throne 

To  judge  the  world  in  right'oufnefs,  and  make  his  vengeance  known. 

3  Then  ihall  the  Lord  a  refuge  prove  for  all  the  poor  opprelVd  ; 
To  fave  the  people  of  his  love,  and  give  the  weary  reft, 


No,  20, 


AIR. 


Ps.  g0  CM,    2d  Part. 

 t-^^  '  p—:5!  ^  


*3 

T.  WILLIAMS'  COLL. 


When  ihe  Great  Judge  fupieme        and       juft,  Shall  once  enquire       for   blood,  The    humble       fouls    who  mourn  in  duft,  Shall  find  a 


cr^ — 


faithful  God. 


He  from  the  dreadful  gates  of  death  Does  his  own  children  raife  : 
In  Zion's  gates,  with  cheerful  breath,  they  fmg  their  Father's  praife. 
His  foes  {hall  fall  with  heedlefs  feet,  into  the  pit  they  made  ; 
And  fmners  pcriirt  in  the  net  which  their  own  .hands  had  fpread. 
Thus  by  thy  judgments,  mighty  God,  are  thy  deep  counfels  known  : 
When  men  of  rnifchief  are  deftroy'd,  the  fnare«mu(t  be  their  own. 


■5  The  wicked  fhall  fink  down  to  hell  ;  thy  wrath  devour  the  lands 
That  dare  forget  thee,  or  rebel  againft  thy  known  commands. 

6  Though  faints  to  fore  diilrefs  are  brought,  and  wait,  and  long  compft 
Their  cries  {hall  not  be  ftill  forgot,  nor  fh all  their  hopes  be  vain. 

7  Riie,  great  Redeemer,  from  thy  feat,  to  judge  and  fave  the  poor  } 
Let  Nations  tremble  at  thy  feet,  and  man  prevail  no  more. 

8  Thy  thunder  fha'l  affright  the  proud,  and  put  their  hearts  to  pain, 
Make  them  confefs  that  thou  art  God,  and  they  but  feeble  men. 


No.  21. 


AIR. 


Dighton. 


Psalm  10.  C.  M.  double. 


W  by  doth  the    Lord  (land     off    fo       far?  And  why    conceal     his     face,       When  great      calam    -     ities  appear,    And  times     of-     deep  diftrefs  ? 


 _  _   .  /T\  .    _   ^_  _^  "£s    _  _^    _ j^_'^v_  ^    "~~J1"^"  ^^*" 


Lord,  fhajl  the     wicked     ftill,   deride    Thy     juftice       and  thy 


Shall  they  advance  their    heads  in    pride,  And,  ftill    thy     faints  devour? 


Pause 


3  They  put  thy  judgments  from  their  fight,  and  then  infultthe  poor 
They  boaft  in  their  exalted  height,  that  they  {hall  fall  no  more. 

4  Arii'e,  O  God,  lift  up  thine  hand  ;  attend  our  humble  cry  ; 
No  enemy  {hall  dare  to  (land  when  God  afcends  on  high. 

. — 5  Why  do  the  men  of  malice  rage,  and  fay,  with  foolilh  pride, 
The  God  of  heav'a  will  ne'er  engage  to  fight  on  Zion's  fide  ? 


ilk 


6  Since  thou  for  ever  art  the  Lord  :  and  pow'rful  is  thine  hand, 
As  when  the  Heathen  felt  thy  fword,  and  perilh'd  from  thy  land. 

7  Thou  wilt  prepare  our  hearts  to  pray,  and  caufe  thine  ear  to  hear. 
He  hearkens  what  his  children  fay,  and  puts  the  world  in  fear. 

8  Proud  tyrants  {hall  no  more  opprefs  ;  no  more  deipife  the  juft  ;; 
And  mighty  finners  fhall  confUs,  they  are  but  earth  and  dull. 


14        No.  2  2. 

AIR. 


_J  


Yorkshire,  Psalm  II.    L.  M.  double. 


My  refuge 


e       is       the  God  of   love  ;  Why  do       my     foes      infult       and       cry,  Why  do   my    foes       infult    and     cry,       Fly,  like  a 


2  If  government  he  all  deftroy'd,  (that  firm  foundation  of  our  peace)  4  If  he  afflicts  his  faints  fo  far,  to  prove  their  love  and  try  their  grace, 
And  violence  make  jufticc  void,  where  fhall  the  right'cus  feek  redrefs  ?  What  may  the  bold  tranfgreflbrs  fear  !  his  very  foul  abhors  their  ways. 

3  The  Lord  in  heav'n  has  fix'd  his  throne  ;  his  eyes  furvey  the  world  below  ;  5  On  impious  wretches  he  fhall  rain  tempefts  of  brimflone,  fire,  and  deathj 
To  him  all  mortal  things  are  known  ;  his  eye  lids  fearch  ourfpirits  through.  Such  as  he  kindled  on  the  plain  of  Sodom,  with  his  angry  breath* 

6  The  right'ous  Lord  loves  right'ous  fouls,  whofe  thoughts  and  actions  are  fincere, 
And  with  a  gracious  eye  beholds  the  men  who  his  own  image  bear. 


1x0.  23, 


V/ellington. 


Psalm  12.    L.  M. 


Virtue  and  truth  will 


Lord,  if  thou    dofl^not    foon  appear 


fly 


ay;     ^  A  faithful  man   among      us    here  Will  fcarce  be 


2  The  whole  difcourfe,  when  neighbours  meet,  is  fill'd  with  trifles  loofe  and  vain  j 
Their  lips  are  flatt'ry  and  deceit,  and  their  proud  language  is  profane  ; 

3  But  lips  that  with  deceit  abound  fhall  not  maintain  their  triumph  long  : 
The"  God  of  vengeance  will  confound  the  flatt'ring  and  blafpheming  tongue. 

ltrol'd  by  none  , 


Yet  fhall  our  words  be  free,  they  cry,  our  tongues  fhall  be  cor 
Where  it  the  Lord  will  afk  us  why  r  or  fay  our  lips  are  not  ( 


our  own 


5  The  Lord,  who  fees  the  poor  oppreft,  and  hears  oppreflbrs'  haughty  ftrain, 
Will  rife  to  give  his  children  reft,  nor  fhall  they  truft  his  word  in  vain. 

6  Thy  word,  O  Lord,  though  often  try'd,  void  of  deceit  fhall    ill  appear  ; 
Not  filver  fev'n  times  purify'd  from  drofs  and  mixture,  fhines  fo  clear. 

7  Thy  Grace  fhall,  in  the  darkeft  hour,  defend  the  holy  foul  from  harm  ; 
Though  when  the  vileft  men  have  pow'r,  on  every  fide  will  finners  fwarm. 


No.  24. 


Complaint. 


Ps.  12.  CM. 


— 


i¥-  


Help,  Lord,  for    men  of       virtue       fail  P.eligion  lofes'      eround  !    The  fons  of 


violence       prevail,  And       '  treacheries 


2  Their  oaths  and  promifes  they  break,  yet  acl:  the  flatt'rer's  part  : 
With  fair  deceitful  lips  they  fpeak,  and  with  a  double  heart. 

3  If  we  reprove  fome  hateful  lie,  how  is  their  fury  ftirr'd  ! 
Are  not  our  lips  our  own  ?  they  cry,  and  who  fhall  be  our  Lord  ? 

4  Scoffers  appear  on  ev'ry  fide,  while  a  vile  race  of  men 
Are  rais'd  to  feats  of  pow'r  and  pride,  and  bear  the  fword  in  vain 


Pause. — 5  Lord,  when  iniquities  abound,  and  blafphemy  grows  bold, 
When  faith  is  hardly  to  be  found,  and  love  is  waxing  cold, 

6  Is  not  thy  cnar'ot  haft'ning  on  ?  haft  thou  not  giv'n  the  fign  I 
May  we  not  triift  and  live  upon  a  promife  fo  divine  ? 

7  Yes,  faith  the  Lord,  now  will  I  rife,  and  make  oppreflbrs  See  ; 
I  lhall  appear  to  their  furprife,  and  fet  my  fervants  free." 

8  Thy  word,  like  filver  fev'n  times  try'd,  thro'  ages  fhall  endure  : 
The  men  who  in  thy  truth  confide,  lhall  find  the  promife  fure. 

Blenheim.  ^     Psalm  13.    L,  M. 


rzq-is: 


No.  25. 


How    long,^)  Lord,  fhall    I  complain  Like 


one  who  feeks  his  God  in    vain  ?  Can'ft  thou  thy  face  forever  hide',  And  I  ftill  pray,  and  be 


deny'd. 


Shall  I  forever  be  forgot,  as  one  whom  thou  regardeft  not  ?  4  Hear,  Lord,  and  grant  me  quick  relief,  before  my  death  concludes  my  grief  j 

Still  fhall  my  foul  thy  abfence  mourn  ?  and  ftill  defpair  of  thy  return  ?  If  thou  withhold  thy  heav'nly  light,  I  fleep  in  everlafting  night. 

How  long  lhall  my  pour  troubled  breaft  be  with  thefe  anxious  tho'ts  opprefs'd  ?  5  How  will  the  pow'rs  of  darknef?  boaft,  if  but  one  praying  foul  be  loft  ! 

And  fatan,  my  malicious  foe,  rejoice  to  fee  me  funk  fo  low  ?  But  I  have  trulted  in  thy  grace,  and  fhall  again  behold  thy  face. 

6  Whate'er  my  fears  or  foes  fuggeft,  thou  art  my  hope,  my  joy,  my  reft  ; 
My  heart  fhall  feel  thy  love,  and  raiie  my  cheerful  voice  to  longs  of  praife. 

No.  26.  Fullimham.  Ps.  13.  CM. 


delay  J          When  fhall     I  feel  thofe  heav'nly  rays  Which  chace  my  fears  away. 

:Iz«_3L-»-  — P — B — - 


conceal     thy    face  ?    My    God,  how  long 


2  How  long  fhall  my  poor  lab'ring  foul  wreftle  and  toil,  in  vain  ? 
Thy  word  can  all  my  foes  control,  and  eafe  my  raging  pain. 

3  See  how  the  prince  of  darknefs  tries  all  his  malicious  arts  ! 
He  fpreads  a  mift  aiound  my  eyes,  and  throws  his  fiery  darts. 

4  Be  thou  my  fun,  and  thou  my  fhield  ;  my  foul  in  fafety  keep  j 
Make  hafte,  before  mine  eyes  are  feal'd  in  death's  eternal  deep. 


5  How  will  the  tempter  boaft  aloud  if  I  become  his  prey  ! 
Behold  the  fons  of  hell  grow  proud  at  thy  fo  long  delay  ! 

6  Bu<:  they  fhall  flee  at  thy  vebuia,  and  fatan  hide  his  head  : 

Ho  knows  the  terrors  of  thy  look,  and  hears  thy  voice  with  dread. 

7  Thou  wilt  difplsy  that  fov'reign  grace  where  all  my  hopes  have  hung  ; 
I  fhall  employ  my  lips  in  praife,  and  vict'ry  fhall  be  iung, 


No.  27. 


A.  WILLIAMS'  COLL. 


Bromsgrove.  ^  Psalm  14.    ijl  Part,  C*  M. 


BEIE 

fitz^z 

AIR. 

S^zzi 

Ok,.  v 


Fools    in    their  hearts  believe      and     fay  That    nil     re    -    ligion's    vain  ;  There    is     no    God  who    reigns  on    high,  Or  mir.ds   affair;       of  men. 


From  thoughts  fo  dreadful  and  profane,  corrupt  difcourfe  proceeds  j 
And  in  their  impious  hands  are  found  abominable  deeds. 
The  Lord,  from  his  celeftial  throne,  look'd  down  on  things  below, 
To  .'ind  the  man  who  fought  his  grace}  or  did  hisjuftice  know. 

6  Such  feeds  of  fin  (that  bitter  root) 
Nor  can  they  bear  diviner  fruit, 


4  By  nature  all  are  gone  aftray  ;  thtir  practice  all  the  fame  : 

There's  none  who  fears  his  Maker's  hand  ;  there's  none  who  loves  his  name. 

5  Their  tongues  are  us'd  to  fpeak  deceit  ;  their  flanders  never  ceafc  ; 
How  fwift  to  mifchief  are  their  feet  !  nor  know  the  path's  of  peace. 

in  all  our  hearts  are  found  ; 
till  grace  refine  the  ground. 


AIR 

Hr- 


No.  28. 


Bloxton. 


Ps.  14 

Are       Tinners     now    fo       fenfelefs    grown  that  they  thy    faints     devour  ;  And 


never 


2d  Part.  C.  M. 

worfhip       at  thy  throne,  Nor  fear  thine  awful 


:§zd 

pow'r  ? 


3E 


:izd: 


eeee 


:iz 


2  Great  God  !  appear  to  their  furprifc,  reveal  thy  dreadful  name  ! 
Let  them  no  more  thy  wrath  defpife,  ncr  turn  our  hope  to  lhame 


3  Doft  thou  not  dwell  among  the  juft  ?  and  yet  our  foes  deride, 

That  we  fhould  make  thy  name  our  tiuft  :  Great  God  !  confound  their 
4  O  that  the  joyful  day  were  come,  to  finifh  our  diftreis  ! 
When  God  Ihall  bring  his  children  home,  our  fongs  lhall  never  ceafe. 


pride 


AIR. 

m 


Hi 


No.  2  9. 


Fab'lee. 


Psalm  15.  ^'qM*  ^ 


C.  M. 


TTJ  


Who  fiial       inhab    -   k       in    thy     hill,    O  God  of        holinefs  ?    Whom  will  the  Lord  admit  to  dwell  So  near  his  throne  of  grace.  Se  near  his  throne  of 


Si 


^       ^  ' m     -G-  _    P  ^     _  S  -P 


2  The  man  who  walks  in  pious  ways,  and  works  with  right'ous  hands, 
Who  trulls  his  Maker's  promifes,  and  follows  his  commands  : 

3  Who  fpeaks  the  meaning  of  his  heart,  nor  fianders  with  his  tongue 
Will  not  promote  an  ill  report,  nor  do  his  neighbour  wrong  ; 


4  Who  wealthy  finners  [till  contemns,  loves  all  who  fear  the  Lord  ; 

And  though  to  his  own  hurt  he  f wears,  ftill  he  performs  his  word  : 
£  Whofe  hands  difdain  a  golden  bribe,  and  never  gripe  the  poor  : 

This  man  fhall  dwell  with  God  on  earth,  and  find  his  hsav'n  l'ecure. 


-l  

— j-J 

-d- 


No.  30. 

AIR. 


Stonington. 


Ps,  1 5.    L.  M. 


17 


Who 


heav'rily  place  ?       Great       God  !  and 


dwell 


before  thy     face  ?       The    man  who  minds  religion 


§S3e?==!3 


walks    with    God  below  :  The 


-P- 


now,  And  humbly     walks  with 


man    who        minds    re       -       ligiort    now,  And       humbly       walks    with       God       below  : 


EE 


2  Whofe  hands  are  pure,  whofe  heart  is  clean,  whofe  lips  ftill  fpeak  the  thing  they  mean  5 
No  (landers  dwell  upon  his  tongue  ;  he  hates  to  do  his  neighbour  wrong  : 

[3  Who  will  not  truft  an  ill  report,  nor  vent  it,  to  his  neighbour's  hurt  : 
Sinners  of  ftate  he  can  defpife  :  but  faints  are  honor'd  in  his  eyes  : 

4  Firm  to  his  word  he  ever  itood,  and  always  makes  his  promife  good  ; 
Nor  dares  to  change  the  thing  he  fwears,  whatever  pain  or  lofs  he  bears. 


5  He  never  deals  in  bribing  gold,  and  mourns  that  juftice  fhould  be  fold  : 
While  others  gripe  and  grind  the  poor,  fweet  charity  attends  his  door.] 

6  He  loves  his  enemies,  and  prays  for  thofe  who  curfe  him  to  his  face  : 

And  doth  to  all  men  ftill  the  fame  which  he  would  hope  or  wifh  from  them, 

7  Yet,  when  his  holieft  works  are  done,  his  foul  depends  on  grace  alone  ; 
This  is  the  man  thy  face  fhall  fee,  and  dwell  forever,  Lord,  with  thee. 


AIR. 


No.  31. 


Belgrave. 


m. 


Psalm  16.    \ji  Pari.  L.  M. 
!|!z  ^SEE  EfE^E?:  JE  :f  E|EbEcr  pEE|E:|EpEi^E:j:  EE 


Preferve  me,  Lord,  in    time    of   need,  For       fuccour    to  thy  throne  I  fiee,  But  have  no    merits    there  to  plead  ;  My  goodnefs  cannot  reach  to  thee. 


2  Oft  have  my  heart  and  tongue  confeft,  How  empty  and  how  poor  I  am  ; 
My  praife  can  never  make  thee  bleft,  nor  add  new  glories  to  thy  name. 

4  Let  others  choofe  the  fons  of  mirth,  to  give  a  relifh  to  their  wine  ; 

I  love  the  men  of  heav'nly  birth,  whofe  thoughts  and  language  are  divine 

c 


3  Yet,  Lord,  thy  faints  on  earth  may  reap,  Some  profit  by  the  good  we  do  ; 
Thefe  are  the  company  I  keep,  thei'e  are  the  choiceft  fiiands  I  know. 


18       No.  32 


Oakham* 


How  fad    their  guilt  and  forrow   rife,  Who  hafte  to  feek  fome      idol  god  ; 


Ps,  16.    2d  Part.  L.  M. 

I  will  not  tafte  their  facriGce,         Their  off'rings  of  forbidden  blood. 


-  *-1~t\  —f 


2  My  God  provides  a  richer  cup,  and  nobler  food  to  live  upon  ;  3  His  love  is  my  perpetual  feaft  ;  by  day  his  counfels  guide  me  right  ? 

He  for  my  life  has  ofier'd  up  Jefus,  his  bed  beloved  Son.  And,  be  his  name  forever  bleft,  he  gives  me  fweet  advice  by  night. 

4  I  fet  him  ftill  before  mine  eyes  \  at  my  right  hand  he  (lands  prepar'd 
To  keep  my  foul  from  all  furprife,  and  be  my  everlafting  guard. 


No.  33. 

AIR.  Soft. 


IEISEE 


Lynnjietd. 


Cres. 


Ps.  16.    3d  Part.  L.  M, 


Loud. 


m 


mm 


.a. 


,,.1,, 


When  God  is  nigh.my  faith  is  ftrong,His  arm  is  my  almighty  prop:  Be  glad,my  heart,rejoice,my  tongue,My  dying  flefh  fhall  reft  in  hope. Be  glad,my  heart,rejoice,my  tongue,  My,  &c, 
Tenor.  ^  ^ 


-e-H 


PPfR 


Tho'  in  the  duft  I  lay  my  head,  yet,  gracious  God,  thou  wilt  not  leave  3  My  flefh  fhall  thy  firft  call  obey,  fhake  off  its  dull  and  rife  on  high  ; 

My  foul  for  ever  with  the  dead  y  nor  lofe  thy  children  in  the  grave  ;  Then  fhalt  thou  lead  the  wond'rous  way  up  to  thy  throne  above  the  fkv\ 

4  There  ftreams  of  endlefs  plcafure  flow,  and  full  difcov'ries  of  thy  grace, 
(Which  we  but  tailed  here  below)  fpread  heav'nly  joys  through  all  the  place. 


:zh- 


No.  34, 

AIR. 


Burton.  Ps.  i6,    ijl  Part.  C.  M. 


*9 


Save  me,  O    Lord,  from    ev'ry     foe:  In    thee  my   truft    I  place,  Though  all  the  good  which  I  can   do,     Can  ne'er       deferve,  Gan  ne'er  deferve 


2  Yet,  if  my  God  prolong  my  breath,  the  faints  may  profit  by't  j  4  His  hand  provides  my  conftant  food  ;  he  fills  my  daily  cup  ; 
The  faints,  the  glory  ef  the  earth,  the  men  of  my  delight.  Much  am  I  pleas'd  with  prelent  good,  but  more  rejoice  in  hope. 

3  Let  Heathens  to  their  idols  hafte,  and  worfhip  wood  or  Hone  ;  5  God  is  my  poition  and  my  joy  !  his  counfels  are  my  light : 
But,  my  delightful  lot  is  call  where  the  true  God  is  known.  He  gives  me  fweet  advice  by  day,  and  gentle  hints  by  night. 

6  My  foul  would  all  her  thoughts  approve  to  his  all-feeing  eye  : 

JsTor  death  nor  hell  my  hopes  lhall  move,  while  fuch  a  friend  is  nigh. 


No,  34,  Nahant.  Ps.  16.    2d  Part.  C.  M.  double. 


I  fet  the  Lord    before    my     face,  He    bears    my       courage  up ;  My  heart  and tongue  their  joys  exprefs ;  My  flefli  fhall  reft  in  hope.     My  fpirit,  Lord,  thou 


3  Thou  wilt  reveal  the  path  of  life,  and  raife  me  to  thy  throne  :  .  5  Jefus,  whom  ev'ry  faint  adores,  was  crucify'd  and  flain  ; 
Thy  courts  immortal  pleafures  give,  thy  prefence,  joy  unknown.  Behold  the  tomb  its  prey  reftores  !  behold,  he  lives  again  ! 

4  Thus,  in  ths  name  of  Chrift  the  Lord,  the  holy  David  fung,  6  When  fhall  my  feet  arife,  and  ftand  on  heav'ns  eternal  hills  ? 

And  providence  fulfils  the  word  of  his  prophetic  tongue.  There  fits  the  Son  at  God's  right  hand,  and  theie  the  father  fmilcs* 


20 


EE3 


^  c. 


Zealand,  Psalm  1       S.  M, 

Soft.  Loud. 


Arife,  my  gracious  God,  And  make  the  wicked  flee 

-3 

:i 
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They   are  but     thy  chaftifing   rod,    They  are  but    thy  chaftifing    red  To  drive  thy  faints  to  thee. 


-e  -- 
zc::: 


|i 
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2  Behold,  the  firmer  dies  !  his  haughty  words  are  vain  : 
Here,  in  this  life,  his  pleafure  lies  ;  and  all  beyond  is  pain  : 

3  Then  let  his  pride  advar.ee,  and  boaft  of  all  his  ft  ore  ; 
The  Lord  is  my  inheritance,  my  foul  can  wilh  no  more. 


4  I  fliall  behold  the  face  of  my  forgiving  God  ; 

And  (land  complete  in  right'oofnefs,  wafti'd  in  my  Saviour's  blood. 

5  See  the  newheav'n  begun  when  I  awake  from  death, 

,  Dreft  in  the  likenefs  of  thy  Son,  and  draw  immortal  breath  ! 


2d  Treble, 


No.  37. 


Islington. 


Psalm  17.    L.  M. 


\fi  Treble  &  Counter. 


AIR.    Lord,  I  am  thine  ;  but  thou  wilt  prove  My  faith,  my  patience,  and  my  love  :  When  men  of  fpite  againft  me  join  ;  They  are  the  fword,  They  are  the  fword;  the  hand  is  thine. 


mi 


I 


2  ,T!1eir  ^'ope  and  Potior,  lie  below  ;  'tis  all  the  happinefs  they  know  ; 

lis  all  they  feck  :  they  take  their  fhares,  and  leave  the  reft  among  their  heirs. 

3  Vhat  finners  value,  I  refign  ;  Lord,  'tfe  enough  that  thou  art  mine  ; 
I  Avail  behold  ;hy  blifsful  lace,  aad  (land  complete  in  rifiht'oufnefs. 


6  My  flefh  fliall  flumber  in  the  ground,  'till  the  laft  trumpet's  joyful  found  ; 
Then  burft  the  chains  with  fweet  furprifc,  and  in  my  favicur's  image  rife- 


4  This  life's  a  dream,  an  empty  fhow  ;  but  the  bright  world  to  which  I  go, 
Hath  joys  fubftantial  and  fmcere  ;  when  fliall  I  'wake  and  find  me  there  ? 

5  O  glorious  hour  !  O  bleft  abode  !  I  fliall  be  near  and  like  my  God  j 
And  flelh  and  lin  no  more  control  the  facred  pleafure  of  my  foul. 


No.  38.  Lyme,  Psalm  18.    L.  M.  ljl  Part.  D.  21 


Death  and  the    terrors        of   the    grave,  Stood  round  me  with  their  difmal  (hade  ;  While  floods  of    high    temptations  rofe,  And  made  my  finking  foul  afraid. 


JzEpz 


 :&rjt 


EIESEEH* 
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[5  With  fpeed  he  flew,  to  my  relief  as  on  a  cherub's  wing  he  rode  ; . 

Awful  and  bright,  aslight'ning  Ihone,  the  face  of  my  Deliv'rer,  God. 
6  Temptations  fled  at  his  rebuke,  (the  blaft  of  his  almighty  breath  ;) 
He  fent  falvation  from  on  high,  and  drew  me  from  the  deep?  of  death  3 


es  of  hell,  with  endlefs  pains  and  forrows  there, 
hofe  who  feel,  can  tell)  while  I  was  hurry'd  to  defpair. 
d  my  God,  (when  1  could  fcarce  believe  him  mine) 
my  complaint ;  then  did  his  grace  appear  divine. 

"7  Great  were  my  fears,  my  foes  were  great,  much  was  their  ftrength  and  more  their  rage, 

But  Chrift,  my  Lord,  is  conqu'ror  ftill,  in  all  the  wars  which  devils  wage. 
8  My  fong  forever  lhall  record,  that  terrible,  that  joyful  hour  ; 
„    And  give  the  glory  to  the  Lord,  due  to  his  mercy  and  his  pow'r. 


22 


ThornhilL 


Ps.  18.    L.  M.  2d  Part.  D, 


Lord,  thou  haft  feen     my  foul  fmcere,  Haft  made  thy   love  and  truth  appear  ;  Before       mine    eyes       I       fct  thy  laws,  And  thou  haft  own'd  my  right'ous  cauft 


Soft. 


Since       I    have  learn'd  thy 


holy  ways, 


tz 

I've  walk'd    upright     before  thy  face, 


Or,     if     my       feet    did  e'er  depart,  'Twas  ever  with    a  broken  heart. 


 C. 


--£> 
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3  What  fore  temptations  broke  my  reft  !  what  wars  and  ftrugglings  in  my  breaft  ! 
But,  through  thy  grace  which  reigns  within,  I  guard  againit  my  darling  fin. 

4  That  fin  which  clofe  befcts  me  (til),  which  works  and  Itrivcs  againft  my  will ; 
When  ftiall  thy  fpirit's  fov'rc-'gn  pow'r  dcfi.ro y  it,  that  it  rife  no  more  > 


{ 


[5  With  an  impartial  hand,  the  Lord  deals  out  to  mortals  their  reward  : 

The  kind  and  faithful  fouls  lhall  find,  a  God  as  faithful  and  as  kind.] 
6  The  juft  and  pure  lliall  ever  fay,  Thou  art  more  pure,  more  juft  than  they  : 
And  men  who  love  revenge,  foall  know,  God  hath  an  arm.  of  vengeance  too, 


No.  46.  Ayr.  Ps.  18.    L.  Ma  3d  Part,  23 

AIR.    _       _^        -p-s~T  — I-Crg-I-E'g'I-p  I  T^-j-*frH-*-j  -  §£-*a-r!S-£'  


Juft     are  thy    ways,  and  true  thy  if/ord,  Great  Rock  of  my    fecure      abode  ;  Who    is      a  God,  befide  the  Lord  ?  Or,  whcre's  a  refuge  like  our  God  ? 


2  'Tis  he  who  girds  me  with  his  might,  gives  me  his  holy  fword  to  wield  5 
And  while  with  fm  and  hell  I  fight,  fpreads  his  falvation  for  my  fliield. 

5  He  lives,  (yea,  blefTcd  be  my  Rock)  the  God  of  my  falvation  lives  ! 
The  dark  deiigns  of  hell  are  broke  i  fweet  is  the  peace  my  father  gives. 


4  Before  the  fcoffers  of  the  age  I  will  exalt  my  Father's  name, 

Nor  tremble  at  their  mighty  rage,  but  meet  reproach,  and  bear  the  fhame. 

5  To  David  and  his  royal  feed,  thy  grace  forever  fhall  extend  ; 

Thy  love  to  faints  irt  Chiift  their  Head,  knows  riot  a  limit,  nor  an  end. 


AIR. 


No.  41. 


Fanshaw. 


Ps,  18.    C.  M.  i ft  Part.  D. 


We  love  thee,  Lord,  and  we  adore.    Now  is  thine      arm       reveal'd  ;  Thou    art  our  flrength,  our  heav'hly  tow'r,  Our        bulwark  andourlhi 
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fly  to 


our  e 
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ternal       Rock,  And  find  a     fure    defence;       His       holy     name  our  lips    invoke,    And    diaw        falvation  thence. 


-=>  T-^Q-T-l 


f  3  When 
J  The  tl 
"l  4  He  ric 
(.    Ia  mil 


"3  When  God,  our  Leader,  fhines  in  aims,  what  mortal  heart  can  bear 
thunder  of  his  loud  alarms,  the  light'ning  of  his  fpear  ? 
ides  upon  the  winged  wind,  and  angels,  in  array, 
millions  wait,  to  know  his  mind,  and  fwifc  as  flames  obey. 

'[7  He  arms  our  captains  to  the  fight,  tho'  there  his  name's  forgot  ; 

(He  girded  Cyrus  with  his  might,  but  Cyrus  knew  him  not.) 
8  Oft  ha3  the  Lord  whole  nations  bled,  for  Jus  Own  churches'  lake  ; 
The  pow'rs  which  give  his  people  reft,  (hall  of  his  cire  paru);  5, 


and 


24       No.  42. 

AIR.  Moderate. 


ofcja. 


Lincoln,  Ps.  18.    CM.  id  Part.  D* 

To  thine  almighty  arm  we  owe  The  triumphs  of  the  day  ;  Thy  terrors,Lord,confound  the  foe,  And  melt  their  ftrength  away.  'Tis  by  thine  aid  our  troops  prevail,And  break  u> 


d  pow'rs  ;  Or  burn  their  boafted  fieets,or  fcale  The  proudeft  of  their  tow'rs.  Or  burn  their  boafted  fleets,  or  fcale  The  proudeft  of  their  tow'rs.  The  proudeft  of  their  tow'rs.^ 


fl  . 


  _  _-p-  ^  ^  ^  j  ^ 


"3  How  have  we  chas'd  them  through  the  field,  and  trod  them  to  the  ground, 

While  thy  falvation  was  our  fhield  ;  but  they  no  fhelter  found  ! 
4.  In  vain,  to  idol-faints  they  cry  ;  they  perifh  in  their  blood  : 
Where  is  a  rock  fo  great,  fo  high,  fo  pow'rful  as  our  God  ? 


5  The  Rock  of  Ifr'el  ever  lives  ;  his  name  be  ever  bleft  j 
'Tis  his  own  arm  the  vjdl'ry  gives,  and  gives  his  people  reft. 

6  On  faints  who  live  as  David  did,  he  pours  his  bleflings  down  ; 
Secures  their  priv'lege  to  their  feed,  and  treats  them  as  his  own. 


Behold  the       l'of   -    ty     fky     Declares    its  Maker  Go 


A&.-43- 


Sutton. 


Psalm  19.    S.  M.  172  Part. 
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id,  And    all    his       ftarry       works     on  high 


Proclaim 


his 
r  n 


pow'r  abroad. 


The  darknefs  and  the  light  ftill  keep  their  courfe  the  fame  ; 

While  night  to  day,  and  dny  to  night,  divinely  teach  his  name. 

In  ev'ry  dilPrcnt  land  their  p-en'ral  voice  is  known  ; 

They  ftssw  the  wonders  of  his  hand,  and  orders  of  his  throne. 

.America,  rejoica  !  he  here  reveals  his  word  ; 

We  arc  i»ot  left  to  nature's  voice  to  bid  us  know  the  Lord. 

8  While  of  thy  works  I 
Accept  the  praife,  my 


5  His  ftatutes  and  commands  arc  fet  before  our  eyes  ; 

He  puts  his  gofpcl  in  our  hands,  where  our  falvation  lies. 

6  His  laws  are  juft  and  pure  ;  his  truth  without  deceit  ; 
His  promifes  forever  fure,  and  his  rewards  are  great. 

7  Not  honey  to  the  tafte  affords  fo  much  delight ; 

Nor  gold,  which  has  the  furnace  paft,  fo  much  allures  the 
fing,  thy  glory  to  proclaim, 
Godi  my  King,  in  my  Redeemer's  name.} 


f:ght. 


No.  44« 

AIR. 

Behold  the  morning 

±ZZTZ 


Monvert.  Ps.  19.    S.  M.  2d  Part.  25 

fun  Begins  his  glor'ous  way  !  His  beams  through  all  the  nations  run, And  life  and  light  convey.  And  lue  and  light  convey. 


±Zj 
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But  where  the  gofpel  comes,  it  fpreads  diviner  light  ; 
It  calls  dead  Tinners  from  their  tombs,  and  gives  the  blind  their  fight 
How  pprfect  is  thy  word  !  and  all  thy  judgments  juft  ; 
For  ever  fure  thy  promife,  Lord,  and  men  fecurely  tr.uft. 
My  gracious  God,  how  plain  are  thy  directions  giv'n  ! 
O  may  i  never  read  in  vain,  but  find  the  path  to  heav'n  1 

"8  While  with  my  heart  and  tongue  I  fpread  thy  prairie  abroad, 
Accept  the  woiiliip  and  the  long,  my  Sav'our  and  my  God 


I  hear  thy  word  with  love,  and  I  would  fain  obey  ; 
Send  thy  good  fpirit  from  above  to  guide  me,  left  I  ftray, 
0  wno  can  ever  find  the  errors  of  his  ways  ? 
Yet,  with  a  bold  prefumpt'ous  mind  I  would  not  dafe  tranfgrefs. 
Warn  me  of  ev'ry  (in  ;  forgive  my  fecret  faults, 

And  cleanfe  this  guiky^foul  of  mine,  whofe  crimes  exceed  my  thoughts. 


AIR. 

— »  — 


No.  45.  ^     ^Ccmparisort.  Ps.  ig.    L.  M.  double. 

The  heav'ns  declare  thy       glory,  Lord  !  Iri     ev'ry  ftar  thy  wifdorh  mines  :    But,  when  our     eyes    behold  thy  word,  Weread  thy  name  in  fairer  lines.  The 


p._.e-r~ :. 
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rolling       fun,    the       changing  light,  And  nights,  and  days,  thy  pow'r  confefs  j 


-p- 


But  the  bleft  voltime  thou  haft 
/— \  rs  /^s 


Wilt 


Reveals  thy 


juftic 


thy  grace. 


and 


3  Sun,  moon  and  ftars,  convey  thy  praife  round  the  whole  earth,  and  never  ftand ; 
So,  when  the  truth  began  its  race,  it  touch' J,  it  glanc'd  on  ev'ry  land. 

4  Nor  {hall  thy  fpreading  gofpel  reft  'till  through  the  worid  thy  truth  has  run  ; 
'Till  Chrlft  has  all  the  nations  bleft  which  fee  the  light,  or  feel  the  fun.  ' 

D 


{ 


5  Great  Sun  of  rightebufnefs,  arife  !  blefs  the  dark  world  with  heav'nly  light : 
Thy  gofpel  makes  the  fimple  wife  ;  thy  laws  ate  pure,  thy  judgments  right. 

6  Thy  nobleft  v  onders  here  we  vi<  -v,  in  fouls  renew'd,  and  fins  forgiv'n  : 
Loid,  cleanfe  my  fine,  my  i'cul  renew,  and  make  thy  word  my  guide  to  heav'n," 


26     No.  46. 


Helm'stori. 


AIR. 


Ps.  19,    P.  M.  6 


lines.    1  ft  VetffeJ 

Moderate. 


Great  God  !  the  heav'n's  well  order'd  frame  Declares  the  glories  of  thy  name :  There  thy  rich  works  of  wonder  fhine  ;  A  thoufand  ftany  beauties  there,  A  thoufatid  radiant 


!lzi£zEz 


marks   appear  Of  boundlefs  pow'r,  and  (kill,  divine. 


f  2  From  night  to  day,  from  day  to  night, 
I  The  dawning  and  the  dying  light, 
J     Ledtures  of  heav'nly  wifdom  read  : 
j  With  filent  eloquence,  they  Taife 
I  Our  thoughts  to  our  Creator's  praife, 
l_    And  neither  found  nor  language  need, 
f  3  Yet,  their  divine  infirucKons  run 
j  Far  as  the  journies  of  the  fun  ; 
J     And  ev'ry  nation  knows  their  voice  : 
j  The  fun,  like  fome  young  bridegroom  dreft, 
j  Breaks  from  the  chambers  of  the  eaft, 
^     Rolls  round,  ?nd  makes  the  earth  rejoice 
4  Where  e'er  he  fpreads  his  beams  abroad, 
He  fmiles,  and  fpeaks  his  Maker  God. 
All  nature  joins  to  fhew  thy  praife  ; 
j  Thus,  God  in  ev'ry  creature  fhines  ; 
j  Fair  is  the  book  of  nature's  lines, 
l_    But  fairer  is  thy  book  of  grace. 


AIR. 


Limford. 


5th  Verfe.  Paufe. 


I       love    the     volumes    of   thy  word  j  What  light  and 


leaves     afford  To 


fouls 


benighted  and  diftreft  !  Thy  precepts  guide 
 ^p,  1  


^ICZZJZ! 
my  doubtful  way 


Thy  promife  leads  my  foul  to  : 


0  1 

mi 

Thy  fear  forbids  my  feet  to  ftray  ; 
5_  © —   


ZOi 


C6  From  the  difcov'ries  of  thy  law, 
j  The  perfect  rules  of  life  I  draw 


Thefe  are  my  ftudy  and  delight  ; 
]  Not  honey  fo  invites  the  tafte,  k 
j  Nor  gold,  which  hath  the  furnace  paft, 
L    Appears  fo  plcafing  to  the  fight. 


"  7  Thy  threat'nings  wake  my  flumb'ring  eyes, 
And  warn  me  where  my  danger  lies  ! 

But  'tis  thy  bleffed  gofpel,  Lord, 
Which  makes  my  guilty  confeience  clean  ; 
Converts  my  foul,  fubdues  my  fin, 
And  gives  a  free,  but  large  reward ! 


f  8  Who  knows  the  errors  of  his  thoughts  ? 
j  My  God,  forgive  my  fecret  faults, 
J     And  from  prefumpt'ous  fins  reltrain  ;. 
)  Accept  my  poor  attempts  of  praife, 
j  That  I  have  read  thy  book  of  grace, 
And  book  of  nature,  not  in  vauv 


No.  48, 


Shiloh 


Psalm  20.   L.  M. 


Now  may  the  God  of  pow'r  and  grace  Attend  his  people^    humble  cry  ! 

The  name  of  Jacob's  God  defends  better  than  fhields,  or  brazen  walls  ; 
He,  from  his  ianftuary,  lends  fuccour  and  ltrength,  when  Zion  calls.  - 
Well  lie  remembers  all  our  fighs  ;  his  love  exceeds  our  b^il  deferts  ; 
His  love  accepts  the  facrifice  of  humble  groans  and  broken  hearts. 
In  his  falvation  is  our  hope,  and  in  the  name  of  Hr'el's  God, 
Our  troops  mall  lift  their  banners- up,  our  natives  fpread  their  flags  abroad. 




em 
.  1 — 1 


5  Some  tiuft  in  horfes  train'd  for  war,  and  fome  of  char'ots  mak;  the 
Our  fureft  expectations  are  from  thee,  the  Lord  of  heav'nly  hods. 
[6  O  may  the  mem'ry  of  thy  name  infpire  our  armies  for  the  fight  ! 

Our  foes  (hall  fall  and  die  with  fhame^or  quit  the  field  with  fharneful  flight. 
7  Now  fave  us,  Lord,  from  flavilh  fear  ;  now  let  our  hopes  be  firm  and  ftrong, 
Then,  let  falvation  foon  appear,  and  joy  and  triumph  raife  the  fong. 


AIR 


No,  4.9- 


Loud. 

 -,  


.  Kent.  Psalm  21.    L.  M, 

David  rejoie'd  in  God  his  ftrength,Rais'd  to  the  throne  by  fpecial  grace  ;  But  ChrifLthe  Son,appears  at  length, Fulfils  the  triumph,Fulfils  the  triumph,Fulfils  the  triumph  and  tne  praife. 


 — ^ 
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How  great  is  the  Mefliah's  joy  in  the  falvation  of  thy  hand  ! 
Lord,  thou  haft  rais'd  his  kingdom  high,  and  giv'n  the  world  to  his  command. 
Thy  goodnefs  grants  what  ■e'er  he  will,  nor  doth  the  leaf!  requeft  withhold, 
Bleffings  of  love  prevent  him  ftill,  and  crowns  of  glory,  not  of  gold. 

No.  50.  Elmore. 

^         Why  has    my  God  my  foul  forfook,    Nor  will 


Honor  and  majefty  divine  around  his  facred  temples  fhine  ; 
Bleft  with  the  favor  of  thy  face,  and  length  of  everlafling  days. 
Thine  hand  ihall  find  out  all  his  foes  ;  and,  as  a  fiery  oven  glows 
With  raging  heat,  and  living  coals,  fo  fliall  thy  wrath  devour  their  fouls, 


Though  'tis  thy  chief  delight,  to  dwell  among  thy  praifing  faints  ;  4  Shaking  the  head,  they  pals  me  by,  and  laugh  my  foul  to  fcorn  : 

Yet,  thou  can'ft  hear  a  groan  as  well,  and  pity  our  complaints.  In  vain  lie  triifts  in  God,  they  cry,  neglected  and  forlorn. 

Our  Fathers  trufted  in  thy  name,  and  great  deliv'rance  found  ;  5  But  thou  art  he  who  form'd  my  flefii,  by  thine  almighty  word  : 

But  I'm  a  worm,  de/nis'd  of  men,  and  trodden  to  the  ground.  And  fince  Ihung  upon  the  bread  My  hope  is  in  the  Lord. 

6  Why  will  my  Fathes  hide  his  face  when  foes  ftand  thrcat!ning  roundj 
In  the  dark  hour  of  deep  diflrcfs,  and  opt  a  helper  found  S 


28     TVb.  51,  Plymouth.  Ps.  22.     CM.  ljl  Part.  verfe7th.  Paufe. 
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Behold    thy       Darling,    left     among       The     cruel       and    the  proud  L  As  bulls   of        Bafhan,     fierce  and  thong,  And    lion's       roaring  loud. 

AIR. 


i^zfi^z^zsizzpzi^zs      "j-^p  zzzz^z2zzrjzlzszzi^z^zz?^z^zzzz>sz 
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("8  From  earth  and  hell  my  forrows  meef,  to  multiply  the  fmart  ; 
\    They  nail  my  hands,  they  pierce  my  feet,  and  try  to  vex  my  heart. 
^9  Yet,  if  thy  fov'reign  hand  let  l6ore  the  rage  of  earth  and  hell, 
\    Why  will  my  heav'nly  Father  bruife  the  Son  he  loves  fo  well  ? 


C  10  My  God,  if  poffible  it  be,  withhold  this  bitter  cup  ; 
\      But  I  reiign  my  will  to  thee,  and  drink  the  forrows  up. 

^  1 1  I 


Thy  heavy  hand  hath  brought  me  down  low  as  the  duft  of  death. 

12  Father,  I  give  my  fpirit  up,  and  truft  it  in  thy  hand  : 
My  dying  flelh  fuall  reft  in  hope,  and  rife  at  thy  command. 


No.  52, 


Mentz* 
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Ps.  22.    C.  M.  2 d  Part 


Now  from  the  roaring 

AIR 
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EEB 

lion's    rage,         O    Lord,  protect  thy    Son!       Nor  leave  thy  Darling        to       engage    The  pow'rs  of     hell  alone. 
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C2  Thus  did  the  fufF'ring  Saviour  pray,  with  mighty  cries  and  tears  : 
£     God  heard  him,  in  that  dreadful  day,  and  chas'd  away  his  fears. 

^3  Great  was  the  vid'ry  of  his  death,  his  throne  exalted  high 


J4  A  num'rous  offspring  mull  arife  from  his  expiring  groans  ; 
\    They  fliall  be  reckon'd,  in  his  eyes,  for  daughters  and  for  fons, 

^  5  The  meek  and  humble  fouls  fhall  fee  his  table  richly  fpread  ; 


And  all  the  kindreds  of  the  earth  fhall  worlhip,  or  ihall  die.  |_    And  all  who  feek  the  Lord,  (hall  be  with  joys  immortal  fed. 

6  The  ifles  mall  know  the  right'oufnefs  of  our  incarnate  God, 
And  nations,  yet  unborn,  piofefs  falv^tioa  in  his  blood. 


m  - I 
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53*  Babylon, 


Ps.  22.     L.  M. 


29 


9:-d-j3-zj'«i:H-::ll::5::Hl 
z:z_zis2jBZ§±:§sa±z§iiiz 


trrr~ 

AIR.     Now,    let  our  mournful    fongs  record    The    dying    forrows    of  our  Lord  ;  When  he  complain'd  in  tears  and  blood,  As.  one    forfa    -    ken    of  his  God. 

r~\  "  •'  a-  - 


:_.EI:d_&i — z: 


The  Jews  behold  him  thus  forlorn,  and  (hake  the  head  and  laugh  in  fcorn  j 
He  refcu'd  others  from  the  grave,  now,  let  him  try  himfelf  to  fave. 
This  is  the  man  did  once  pretsnd  God  was  his  Father,  and  his  Friend  ; 
If  God  the  bleffed  lov'd  him  fo,  why  doth  he  fail  to  help  him  now  ?" 

6  But  God  his  Father  heard  his  cry  ;  Rais'dfrom  the  dead,  he  reigns  on  high  ; 
The  nations  learn  his  right'oufnefs  ;  and  humble  finners  tafte  his  grace. 


4  Barbarous  people  ;  cruel  priefts  !  how  they  (land  round  like  favage  beafts : 
'  Like  lions,  gaping  to  devour,  when  God  has  left  him  in  their  pow'r. 

5  They  wound  his  head,  his  hands,  his  feet,. 'till  ftreams  of  blood  each  other  meet ; 
By  lot  his  garments  they  divide,  and  mock  the  pangs  in  which  he  dy'd. 


Qrangedale. 


AIR.  Moderate.  ^0.  54.  ^ 

My    Shepherd     is       the  living  Lord  ;  Now  fhall  my  wants  be  will  fupply'd  :  His  providence  and  holy  word  Become  my  fafety  and  my  guide 


Psalm  23*    L.  M.  double. 

f  fafety  and  my  guic 


In  paftures 


falvation    grows,  He  makes  me  feed,  he  makes  me  reft  :  There  living  water  gently  flows,  There  living  water  gently  flows,  And  all  the  food       divinely-  bleft 

JEzzzzi:zzz:i:-zz™:r— 1~ 


So/?. 


Ores. 


Loud. 


My  wand'ring  feet  his  ways  miftake  ;  But  he  reftores  my  foul  to  peace  ;  £5  Amidft  the  darknefs  and  the  deeps,  thou  art  my  comfort,  thou  my  May  ; 

And  leads  me,  for  his  mercy's  fake,  in  the  fair  path  of  right'oufnefs.  I    Thy  ftaff  iupports  my  feeble  fteps  ;  thy  rod  direfls  my  doubtful  way. 

Though  I  walk  through  the  gloomy  vale,  where  death  and  all  its  terrors  are,  J  6  The  fons  of  earth,:and  fons  of  hell  Gaze  at  thy  goodnefs,  and  repine 

My  heart  and  hope  fhall  never  fail,  for  God  my  Shepherd's  with  me  there.  (.    To  fee  my  table  fpread  fo  well,  with  living  bread  and  cheerful  wine, 

[7  How  I  rejoice,  when  on  my  head  thy  Spirit  condefcends  to  reft 

'Tis  a  divine  anointing,  lhed  like  oil  of  gladrtefs,  at  a  feaft. 
8  Surely  the  mercies  of  the  Lord  attend  his  houfehold  all  their  days  ; 
There  will  I  dwell  to  hear  his  word,  t£  feek  his  face,  and  fmg  his  praifc.] 


f 


No,  55, 


Finmark* 


AIR, 


Ps.  23.    CM.  double. 


My       Shepherd   will    fflpply  my   need  ;  Je    -    hovah  is  his  name  ;    In  paftures  frefn    he  makes  me  feed,  Befide  the  Jiving  ftream.  Befidc  the     living  Hresm. 


o  rr 


3* 





LuuJ. 


He  brings  my  wand'ring   fpiric    back,  When  I    forfake  his  ways,  And  leads  me,  for  his  mercy's  fake,  In  paths  of  truth  and  grace.  In  paths    of  truth  and  grace. 

m 
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i 


3  When  I  walk  through  the  fiiades  of  death,  thy  prefence  is  my  flay  ; 
A  word  of  thy  fupporting  breath  drives  all  my  fears  away.  > 

4  Thy  hand,  in  fpite  of  all  my  foes,  doth  (till  my  table  fpread  ; 
My  cup  with  bleffmgs  overflows,  Thine  oil  anoints  my  head. 


{5  The  fure  provifions  of  my  God,  attend  me  all  my  days  ; 
O  may  thy  houfe  be  mine  abode,  and  all  my  work  be  praife ! 
6  There 'would  I  find  a  fettled  reft,  (while  others  go  and  come) 
No  more  a  ftranger,  or  a  gueft,  but,  like  a  child,  at  home. 


air.    N:0.  56.  Baddow. 
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Ps.  23.    S.  M. 


The    Lord  my  Shepherd 


I       fhall    be    well     fupply'd  :       Since    he     is  mine,  and       I    am  his,    What  can    I   want    befide  ! 


He 


Loud. 

I  >, 


leads  me  to  the   place  Where     heav'nly  pafture    grows,    Where    living      waters       gently    pafi,  And  fall  falvation    flows.  And     full     falvation  flows. 


_»._T_Q  _ 


ex:. 
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3  If  e'er  I  go  aftray,  he  doth  my  foul  reclaim, 
Arid  guides  me  in  his  own  right  way,  for  his  moft  holy  name. 

4  While  he  affords  his  aid,  I  cannot  yield  to  fear  ;  ... 
Though  I  fliould  walk  thro'  death's  dark  fliade,  my  Shepherd's  with  me  there* 


"5  In  fpite  of  all  my  foes  thou  doit  my  table  fpread  ; 

My  cup  with  bleffings  overflows,  and  joy  exalts  myh??.d. 
6  The  bounties  of  thy  love  ihal.1  crpwn  my  fqll'wing  days  ; 
.    Nor  From  thy  houl'e  will  I  remove,  nor  ccafc  to  Ip*k£  thy  praifej 


No.  57. 

AIR.  Moderate. 


Harzoood. 


Psalm  24.    C.  M.  double. 


The       earth  for  ever       is  the  Lord's,  With       Adam's  num'rous    race  ; 


'-^-7- 


He      raisrd  its  arches 


o'er  the  floods,  And    built    it       on    tha  feas. 


-bd— 
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But    who,  among  the     fons   of  men,  May       vifit  thine       abode?.         He      who  has  hands  from  mifchief  clean,  Whofe  heart  is  right  with  God. 


311 
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3  This  is  the  man  may  rife  and  take  the  bleffings  of  his  grace  : 
This  is  the  lot  of  thofe,  who  feek  the  God  of  Jacob's  face. 


4  Now,  let  your  foul's  immoital  pow'rs  to  meet  the  Lord  prepare  j 
'    Lift  up  their  everlaftmg  doers,  the  King  of  glory's  near, 

5  The  King  of  glory  !  who  can  tell  the  wonders  of  his  might  ! 
He  rules  the  nations ;  but  to  dwell  with  faint?  \%  his  delight, 


No.  58. 


Waterfield% 


Ps.  24.  L.  M. 


2  or  4  Verfes. 


He    raised  the  building    on  the  feas, 


AIR. 


And  gave  it  for  their  dwelling-place. 


This    fpacious  earth  is      all  the  Lord's,  And  men  and  worms,  and    beafts  and  birds  ; 
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Thy    palace,       Lord,  above    the    fky  :  Who  (hall  afcend  that    bleft    abode,   And  dwell  fo  near  his     Maker,    God  ? 

But  there's  a     brighter  place  on  high, 


{ 


3  He  who  abhors  and  fears  to  fin,  whofe  heart  is  pure,  whofe  hands  are  clean, 
Him  fiiall  the  Lord  the  Saviour  blefs,  and  clothe  his  foul  with  right'oufncfs. 
4.  Thefe  are  the  men,  the  pious  race,  who  feek  the  God  of  Jacob's  face ; 
Thefe  fhall  enjoy  the  blifsful  fight,  and  dwell  in  cverlaftinjj  light  1  , 


Soft. 


LoucL 


Soft, 


-■P-i 


Loud, 


The  mighty  Lord,  the    Saviour's  he  !       Who  can  this  King  of      glory     be  ?  The  mighty  Lord,  the  Saviour's  he. 


:=SE§;H! 


Who  can  this  King  of      glory       be  ? 


f  6  Ye  heav'nly  gates,  your  leaves  difplay  to  make  the  Lord  the  Saviour  wav  ; 
i Laden  with  fpoUs  of  earth  and  bell,  the  conqu'ror  comes,  with  God  to  dwell  ! 

E 


{ 


7  Rais'd  from  the  dead  he  goes  before  ;  he  opens  heav'ns  eternal  door, 
To  give  his  faints  a  bleft.  abode,  near  their  Redeemer  and  their  God, 


34     No.  59- 

AIR. 
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fsalm  25.    S.  M.  1^ 


Daintry. 


1  lift  my     foul  to    God,    My  truft  is       in  his  name ;  Let  not  my  foes  that    feck    my    blood  Still  triumph    in    my    fhame.    Still  triumph  In  my  fliame. 


("  2  Sin,  and  the  pow'rs  of  hell,  perfuade  me  to  defpair  : 
\    Lord,  make  me  know  thy  cov'nant  well,  that  I  may  'fcape  the  fnate. 


l~4  Remember  all  thy  grace,  and  lead  me  in  thy  truth  ; 
\     Forgive  the  fins  of  iiper  days,  and  follies  of  my  youth. 


J3  From  the  firfi  dawning  light  'till  the  dark  ev'ning  rife,  J  5  The  Lord  is  juft  and  kind,  the  meek  fhall  learn  his  ways, 

{_    For  thy  falvation,  Lord,  1  wait  with  ever  longing  eyes.  \    And  ev'ry  humble  finner  find  the  methods  of  his  grace. 

§  6  For  his  own  goodnefs  fake  he  faves  my  foul  from  fliame  ! 
\_    He  pardons  (though  my  guilt  be  great)  through  my  Redeemer's  name. 


AIR. 

E?E3: 
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St.  Simons* s. 


Ps.  25.    S.  M.  2d  Part. 


be 


an. 


|I 
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Where  fhall  the  man 


found  That     fears     t'  offend     his     God,  That  loves  the    gofpel's  joyful       found,  And  trembles     at     the  rod  ? 


f  2  The  Lord  fhall  make  him  know  the  fecrets  of  his  heart, 
\    The  wonders  of  his  cov'nant  fliow,  and  all  his  love  impart. 


i 


4  Their  fouls  fhall  dwell  at  eafe  before  their  Maker's  face  ; 
Their  feed  fhall  tafte  the  promifes  in  their  extenfive  grace. 


C3  The  dealings  of  his  hand  are  truth  and  mercy  ftill, 
\    With  fuch  as  to  his  cov'nant  ftand,  and  love  to  do  his  will. 


No.  61. 
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Aylesbury^ 


Ps.  25.    S.  M.  3^  Part, 


AIR.       Mine  eyes  and  my 
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defire 


Are  ever 


|EEEEzEEIzI=: 

to    the  Lord 
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I      love    to  plead    his  promifes, 
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his  word. 
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2  Turn,  turn  thee  to  my  foul,  bring  thy  falvation  near  ; 

When  will  thy  hand  releafe  my  feet  out  of  the  deadly  fnare  ? 
'3  When  fhall  the  fov'reign  grace  of  my  forgiving  God 

Reftore  me  from  thofe  dangerous  ways  my  wand'ring  feet  have  trod  ! 
f  4  The  tumult  of  my  thoughts  doth  but  enlarge  my  woe  ; 
^    My  fpirit  languifhes,  my  heart  is  delblate  and  low, 


("5  With  ev'ry  morning  light  my  forrow  new  begins  ; 
\    Look  on  my  anguifh  and  my  pain,  and  pardon  all  my  fins 


I 


r 


8  With  humble  faith  I  wait  to  fee  thy  face  again 

Of  Ifre'l  it  fhall  ne'er  be  faid,  he  fought  the  Lord  in  vain. 


Behold  the  hods  of  hell,  how  cruel  is  their  hate  ? 
Againft  my  life  they  rife,  and  join  their  fury  with  deceit. 
O  keep  my  foul  from  death,  nor  put  my  hope  to  fhame, 
For  I  have  plac'd  my  only  truft  in  my  Redeemer's  name. 


Judge  me,  O  Lord,  and  prove  mj  ways,    And  try  my  reins,  and   try    my  heart  ;  My  faith  upon    thy     promife  ftays,  Nor  from  thy  law    my  feet  depart. 


No.  62. 


Winchester. 


Psalm  26.    L.  M. 
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I  hate  to  walk,  I  hate  to  fit  with  men  of  vanity  and  lies  : 
The  fcoffer  and  the  hypocrite  are  the  abhorrence  of  mine  eyes. 
3  Among  thy  faints  will  I  appear   with  hands  well  wafn'd  in  innocence 
But  when  I  ftand  before  thy  bar,  the  blood  of  Chrift  is  my  defence. 


4.  I  love  thine  habitation,  Lord,  the  temple  where  thine  honors  dwell 

There  {hall  I  hear  thy  holy  word,  and  there  thy  works  of  wonder  tell. 
5  Let  not  my  foul  bejoin'd  at  laft  with  men  of  treachery  and  blood. 
Since  I  my  days  on  earth  have  part  among  the  faints,  and  near  my  God. 


Victory. 


Igiiiliiii 


Psalm  27.    C.  M.  \ft  Part. 


do,  What  all  my  foes  can  do, 


:pz:zt: 


The  Lord  of  glory  is  my  light,  And  my  falvation  too  ;  God  is  my  ftrength  ;  nor  will  I  fear  What  all  my  foes  can  do. 


do,What  all  my  foes  can  1 
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What  all  my  foes  can  do, 


What  all  my  foes  can  do, 


JLJ 
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do, 


C2  One  privilege  my  heart  defires ;  O  grant  me  an  abode 

£  Among  the  churches  of  thy  faints,  the  temples  of  my  God  !. 

\  3  There  fhall  I  offer  myrequelts,  and  fee  thy  beauty  flill  ; 

\  Shall  hear  thy  meflages  of  love,  and  there  enquire  thy  will. 


f  4  When  troubles  rife,  and  ftorms  appear,  there  may  his  children  hide  ; 
J_    God  has  a  flrong  pavilion,  where  he  makes  my  foul  abide. 
C5  Now  fhall  my  head  be  lifted  high  above  my  foes  around, 
\    And  f«ngs  of  joy  and  victory  within  thy  temple  found, 


f\€      No.  64, 


Inverness. 


Ps.  27.    C.  M.  2d.  Part. 


My  heart  reply'd,  without  delay,My  heart  reply'd,without  delay,  I'H 


AIR 


Soon  as  I     heard    my        Father  fay,  Ye,  _     children,       feek  my  grace, 


mm 


My  heart  reply'd  without  delay,  I'll  feek    my  father's  face 


My  heart  reply'd,  without  delay,  My  heart  reply'd,  without  delay,  I'll 


fry  tr 
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2  Let  not  thy  face  he  hid  from  me,  nor  frown  my  foul  away  :. 
God  of  my  life,  I  fly  to  thee,  in  a  diflrefling  day. 

3  Should  friends  and  kindred  near  and  dear  leave  me  to  want  or  diej 
My  God  would  make  my  life  his  care,  and  all  my  need  fupply. 


My  heart  reply'd,  without      delay,  I'll 

J  4  My  fainting  flefh  had  dy'd  with  grief,  had  not  my  foul  believ'd 
\     To  fee  thy  grace  provide  relief,  nor  was  my  hope  deceiv'd. 
f  5  Wait  on  the  Lord,  ye  trembling  faints,  and  keep  your  courage  up 
£    He'll  raife  your  fpirit  when  it  faints,  and  far  exceed  your  hope. 


No.  65. 


Gibnore. 


Psalm  28. 
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AIR. 


To  thee,  O  Lord,       I  raife  my     cries;    My  fervent  pray'r    in.       mercy    hear;     For        ruin  waits  my  trembling  foul,  If  thou  refufe    a  gracious  ear. 
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2  When  fuppliant  toward  thy  holy  hill,  I  lift  my  mournful  hands  to  pray, 
Afford  thy  grace  nor  drive  me  ftill,  with  impious  hypocrites  away. 

3  To  fons  of  falfchood,  that  defpife  the  works  and  wonders  of  thy  reign, 
Thy  vengeance  gives  the  due  reward,  and  finks  their  fouls  to  er.dlefs  pain. 


4  But,  ever  bleffed  be  the  Lord,  whofe  mercy  hears  my  mournful  voice, 
My  heart  that  trufted  in  his  word,  in  his  falvation  fliall  rejoice. 

5  Let  every  faint  in  fore  diftrefs,  by  faith  approach  his  Saviour  God  ; 
Then  grant,0  Lord,thy  pard'ning  grace,  and  feed  thy  church  with  hcav'nly  6 


00c 


No.  66. 


Turin. 


AIR. 


Psalm  29.    L.  M. 


37 


ptz"±_:f:ti|i-^i-^i:o:i_ 

Give  to  the  Lord,  ye  fons  of  farne,Givc  to  the  Lord  renown  and  pow'r;  Afcribe  due  honors  to  his  name,And  his  eternal  might  adore.  Afcribe  due  honors  to  his  name,  And  his,  &c. 


SiiiiiiiiiiiiiE^st 


J2  The  Lord  proclaims  his  pow'r  aloud,  over  the  ocean  and  the  land  ; 
\    His  voice  divides  the  wat'ry  cloud,  and  Hght'nings  blaze  at  his  command, 
f  3  He  fpcaks,  and  tempeft,  hail  and  wind,  lay  the  wide  torefl  bare,  around  : 


J"  4  To  Lebanon  he  turns  his  voice,  and  lo  !  the  (rarely  cedars  break  ! 

\  The  mountains  tremble  at  die  noiie  ;  the  vallies  roar  ;  the  deiarts  quake, 

f  5  The  Lord  lits  fov'reign  on  the  flood  ;  the  thund'rer  reigns  forever  Kir.g  : 

he  fear  ful  hart  and  frighten'd  hind,  leap  at  the  terror  of  the  found.  \  But  makes  his  Church  his  heft  abode,  where  we  his  awful  glories  fing. 

6  In  gentler  language  there,  the  Lord  the  counfels  of  his  grace  imparts  : 
Araidft,  the  raging  ftorm,  his  word  fpeaks  peace  and  courage,  to  our  hearts. 


No.  67. 


R  AIR. 

Ieiee 


£=£=£ 


Restoration- 


Psalm  30.    L.  M,  1 ft  Part. 


-f*  


I     will     extol     thee,    Lord,    on  high,  At    thy    command   dif   -     eafes       fly }    Who,  but    a  God,  can  fpeak    and  fuve; 


From  the  dark  borders 


-I  H 


:c=i:t 


of   the    grave  ?    Sing    to   the  Lord,     ye    faints    of   his,    And    tell    how  large  his     goodnefs    is  ;    Let     all  your  pow'rs.    rejoice       and  blefs,  While 


— T-r 


ft 


3% 


u  record  his         holinefs.  His  anger  but     a     moment  ftays ;  His 


you   record  feia 


holi    -  nefs.    Let     all  your  pow'rs    rejoice    and  blcfs,  While  you  record  his 


EEEH5 


s  

— .Kff.  P  1  


z  *:z- 


Cics. 


 ,  ^ 

Loud. 


love    is    life    and  length  of  days ,  Though  grief  and  tears  the  night  employ,  The  morning  fUr  reftores  the  joy,  reftores  the  joy,  The  morning  Mar     rcilores  the  joy 


^zzzztzzE 


a- — 


zzpz: 
zzigz: 
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No.  68. 


Woburn. 


Ps.  30.    L.  M-  2i 


Pleafure  ar.d  peace  fhall  ne'er  depart. 


Firm  v.-as  my  health,  my  day  was  bright,  And  I  pvefum'd  'twould  ne'er  be  night :  Fondly  I  faid  within  my  heart, 




Pleafure  and  peace  flbaJJL  ne'er  depart. 

2  But  I  forgot  thine  arm  was  ftrong,  which  made  my  mountain  (land  fo  long  ;  4  Hear  me,  O  Gcd  of  grace  ;  T  faid,  and  bring  me  from  among  the  dead  : 
Soon  as  thy  face  began  to  hide,  my  health  was  gone,  my  comforts  dy'd.  Thy  word  rebuk'd  the  pains  I  felt,  thy  pard'ning  love  remov'd  my  guilt. 

3  I  cry'd  aloud  to  thee  my  God  !  what  canlt  thou  profit  by  my  blood  ?  5  My  groans,  and  tears,  and  forms  of  woe,  are  turn'd  to  joy  and  praifes  now  ; 
Dc< :p  ia  the  dull  can  I  declare  thy  truth,  or  ling  thy  goodnefs  there  ?  I  throw  my  fackcloth  on  the  ground,  and  eafe  and  ghidnefs  gird  me  round. 

6  My  tongue,  the  glory  of  my  frame,  {hall  ne'er  be  filent  of  thy  name  ; 
■ybjpraifftfljall  found  through  earth  and  heav'n,  for  fickaeis  heal'd  and  fins  forgiv'n. 


Pleafure  and       peace,    fhall  ne'er  depart. 

y  »s    S~\    /  N 


No.6g.  EslfulL  Psalm  31,    CM,  ljl  Part*  39 

Into    thine    hand,    O     God  of    truth,   My   fpirit    I     commit ;  Thou  haft  redeerr.'d  my    foiil      Fiom    death,  And  fav'd  me       from  the  pit. 


2  The  pafhons  of  my  hope  and  fear  maintain'd  a  double  fti  ife, 
While  forrow,  pain,  and  fin  confpir'd  to  take  away  my  life. 

3  My  times  are  in  thine  hand,  I  cry'd,  though  I  draw  near  the  duft  : 
Thou  art  the  refuge  where  I  hide,  the  God  in  whom  I  truft. 

4  O  make  thy  reconciled  face  upon  thy  fervant  <hine, 

And  lave  me,  for  thy  mercy's  fake,  for  I'm  entirely  thine. 


Pause. 


■C5  'Twas  in  my  hafte  my  fpirit  faid,  I  mult  defpalrahd  die, 
I  am  cut  off  before  thine  e)rcs  ;  but  thou  halt  heard  my  ciy.3 

6  Thy  gcodnefs,  how  divinely  free  !  how  wond'rous  is  thy  grace, 
To  thofe,  who  fear  thy  Majefty,  and  truft  thy  promiies  ! 

7  O  love  the  Lord,  all  ye  his  faints,  and  fing  his  praifes  loud  ; 
He'll  iend  his  ear  to  your  complaints,  and  recompenfc  the  prou, 


AIR. 


No.  70. 


St.  David's. 


Ps.  31 


C.  M.  2  d  Part, 


My   heart  re    -   joices        in  thy  name,  My  God,  my    Help,  my  Truft  ;  Thou  haft  preferv'd  my    face  from  fliarnc,  Mine    honor       from    the  duft. 


2  My  life  is  fpent  with  grief,  I  cry'd,  my  years  confum'd  in  groans, 
My  ftrength  decays,  mine  eyes  aie  dry'd,  and  forrow  waftes  my  bones, 

3  Among  mine  enemies,  my  name  was  a  mere  proverb  grown, 
While  to  my  neighbours  I  became  forgotten  and  unknown. 

4  Slander  and  fear  on  ev'ry  fide  feiz'd  and  befat  me  round  : 
I  to  the  throne  of  grace  apply'd,  and  ipcedy  refcue  found. 


air.     No.  71.  Copeldnd. 

lllii^iillpiillSiii 

O       blefled       fouls  are  they  Whofe  fins  are        cover'd    o'er  !  Di 


Pause.— 5  How  great  deliv'rance  thou  haft  wrought  before  the  fons  of  men  ! 

The  lying  lips  to  filence  brought,  and  made  their  Drafting  vain  ! 

6  Thy  children,  from  the  ftrife  of  tongues,  fnall  thy  pavilion  hide, 
Guard  them  from  infamy  and  wrongs,  and  crufh  the  fons  of  pride. 

7  Within  thy  fecret  prefence,  Lord,  Vet  me  forever  dwell  ;  ... 
No  fenced  city  wall'd  and  barr"d  fecures  a  faint  fo  well. 

Psalm  32.    S.  Mi 

bleft,   to    whom    the  Lotd  Imputes  cfeeir  guilt  no  more.  They  mourn  their 


riji:-|l-ii:dd:: 


40 


follies     pad,  And  keep  their  hearts  with  care  ;  Their  lips  and    lives,    without     deceit,    Shall  prove  their  faith  fincere.      While    I  conccal'd  my  guilt,  I  felt  the  feft'ri^ 

lililllllilllfliiiillllll 


wound,  'Till  I  confefs'd  my  fins  to  thee,And  ready  pardon  found.  Letfmners  learn  to  pray  ;  Let  faints  keep  near  the  throne  ;  Our  help,  in  times  of  deep  diftrefs,Is  found  in  God,alont 


AIR. 


No.  J2i 


Hollis. 


Soft. 


Ps.  32.    C.  M. 

Crei.  Loud. 


Happy  the  man,  to  whom  his  God  No  more  imputes  his  fin,  But,  wafh'd  in  his  Redeemer's  blood,  Hath  made  his  garments  clean.  But,  wafh'd  in  his  Redeemer's  blood.  Hath,  &c. 


Sliiliiilisifi 


2  Happy,  beyond  exprefuon,  he  whofe  debts  are  thus  difcharg'd  ! 
And  from  the  guilty  bondage  free,  he  feels  his  foul  enlarg'd. 

3  His  fpirit  hates  deceit  and  lies  ;  his  words  arc  all  fincere  ; 


4  While  I  my  inward  guilt  fuppreft,  no  quiet  could  I  find  ; 
Thy  wrath  lay  burning  in  my  breaft,  and  rack'd  my  tortur'd  mind. 

5  Then,  I  confefs'd  my  troubled  thoughts,  my  fecret  fins  reveal'd  ; 
H   ;;uu.rds  his  heart,  he  guards  his  eyes  to  keep  his  confeience  clear.  Thy  pard'ning  grace  forgave  my  faults,  thy  love  my  pardon  feal'd. 

6  This  fhall  invite  thy  faints  to  pray  ;  while,  like  a  raging  flood, 
Temptations  rife,  our  ftrength  and  fiay  is  a  forgiving  God. 


No.  73.  Aldswortlu  Ps.  32,    L.  M.  tjl  Part.  41 


AIR.  Bleft  is  the  toan,  forever  blerc,  Whofe  guilt  is  pardon'd  by  his  God,  Whofe  fins  with  forrow  are  confefi'd,  And  cover'd  with  his  Saviour's  blood,  And  cover'd  with  his,  &c. 


Si£EEiz£fe^ 

J  2  Bleft  is  the  man  to  whom  the  Lord  imputes  net  his  iniquities, 
\    He  pleads  no  merit  of  reward,  an'c 


te-4 

--e- 
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1  ^ 

_z|.:=:i:: 

J  4  Sow  glorious  is  that  righteoufnefs  that  hides  and  cancels  all  his  fins  ; 
|_    While  a  bright  evidence  of  grac 


] 


AIR.        MO.  74. 

While  I    keep    lilence  and 


With  deep  repentance  well  agree,    and  join  to  prove  his  faith  sincere, 
and  cancels  all  his  fins  ; 
grace   thro'  his  whole  life  appears  and  lhir.es. 

Ps.  0,2.    L.  M  2d  Part. 


:E35 


Langton-. 

conceal       My  heavy  guilt     within      my    heart,  What  torments  doth  my  confeience  feel,  What  agonies        of    inward    (mart.  - 


kzx, 


—2  -- 


{2  I  fpread  my  fins  before  the  Lord,    and  all  my  fecret  faults  confers  ;  '     ^  J  5  For  this  fliall  ev'ry  humble  foul,    MakcVwift  addrcfies  to  thy  feat: 

Thy  gofpel  fpeaks  a  pard'ning  word,    thy  Holy  Spirit  feals  the  grace,  \    When  floods  of  huge  temptations  roll,    there  fhall  they  find  a  blef:  retreat. 


:j=ar=pfc 


1 


AIR. 


Mr.  7  5. 
:q:i:r — t-— »- 


4  How  fafe  beneath  thy  wings  I  lie,    when  days  grow  dark  and  dorms  appear  ; 
And  when  I  walk,  thy  watchful  eye    Shall  guide  me  fafe  from  every  mare. 

Barnet  Psalm  33.  CM.  \ji  Part.  Sofi, 


tr  Loud. 
 -r  Tfl- 


tr 


Rejoice,  ye  righteous,   in     the  Lord,  This     work   belongs     to     you:  Sing  of  his  name,  his  ways,  his  word,  How  holy,  jufi;  and  true.  How  holy,  juft  and  true. 


^2  His  mercy  and  his  righteoufnefs    let  heav'n  and  earth  proclaim  ; 


L 


("4  He  bade  the  liquid  waters  flow    to  their  appointed  deep  ; 
I    The  flowing  feas  their  limits  know,    and  their  own  ft.ition  keep, 
f  5  Ye  tenants  of  the  fpacions  earth,    with  fear  before  him  (land  : 
And  by  the  ipirit  of  the  Lord    their  (hining  hofts  were  made.  \     He  fpake,  and  nature  took  its  birth,    and  reft*  oil  his  command' 

^6  He  fcorns  the  angry  nations  rage,    and  breaks  their  vain  defigns 


1  His  works  of  nature  and  of  grace,  reveal  his  wond'rous  name. 
C3  His  wifdom  and  almighty  word   the  heav'nly  arches  fpread 


His  counfel  Hands  through  every  age,    and  in  full  glory  (bines. 


42      No.  76.  Fernay.  Ps.  33.    C.  M.  2d  Part.  D. 

AIR. 

^^^^^^^^ 7  httfi^^i^giH 

Bled  is  the    nation     where  the  Lord  Hath  fix'd  his         gracious    throne  ;       Where    he     reveals  his        heav'nly       word,  And  calls  their  tries  his  own, 


Loud. 


His  eye,  with     infinite        furvey,  Does  the  whole  world  behold  ;        He       form'd  us 


all  of 


pliiipiiiipiis 

equal     clay,   Arid    knows  our        feeble  mould. 

j  jh  Mf  r  Mm* 


I 

No.  77. 


3  Kings  are  not  refcu'd  by  the  force    Of  armies  from  the  grave  : 
Nor  fpeed  nor  courage  of  an  horfe    Can  the  bold  rider  fave. 

4  Vain  is  the  ftrength  of  be.ifts  or  men,    To  hope  for  fafety  thence  ; 
But  holy  faints  from  God  obtain    A  flrong  and  fure  defence. 


[ 


St.  Hcllens 


5  God  is  their  fear,  and  God  their  trufl,    When  plagues  or  famine  fpread  ; 
His  watchful  eye  fecures  the  juft,    Among  ten  thoufand  dead. 

6  Lord,  let  our  hearts  rejoice  in  thee,    And  blels  us  from  thy  throne  ; 
For  we  have  made  thy  word  our  choice,    And  truft  thy  grace  alone. 


Ps.  33.    P.  M.  \JiParL 


— e- 


AIR.  Ye 

S=3==  ±r:: 


holy 


fouls,    in    God     rejoice,    Your       Maker's    praife      becomes  your    voice,  Great   is   your    theme,  your     fongs       be  new ;  Sing 


-e— 


mm 


I 


rorzt 


f  2  Juflice  and  truth  he  ever  loves, 

|  And  the  whole  eai  th  his  goodnefs  proves, 

J      His  word  the  heavenly  arches  fpread  ; 

j  Hnw  wide  they  fljine  from  north  to  foudi  ; 

j  And  by  the  J'pirit  of  his  mouth 

l_    Were  aU  the  ftarry  armies  znade. 

^AIR.        M>.  78.  ^ 

O      happy       nation,    where  the  I 


(  3  He  gathers  the  wide  flowing  feas, 
I  Thofe  wat'ry  treafures  know  their  place 
!      In  the  valt  ftore-houfe  of  the  deep  : 
j  He  fpake,  and  gave  all  nature  birth, 
j  And  fires,  and  feas,  and  heav'n  and  earth, 
^     His  everlafting  orders  keep. 


f  4  Let  mortals  tremble  and  adore 

j  A  God  of  fuch  refiftlefs  pow'r, 

j     Nor  dare  indulge  their  feeble  rage  ; 

j  Vain  are  your  thounhts,  and  weak  your  hands, 

j  But  his  eternal  counfes  (lands, 

[_    And  rules  the  world  from  age  to  age. 


Ml-  a* — 

a?- — 


Elbridge.^    ^  ^      Ps.  33.    P.  M.  zd  Part. 

Reveals  the  treafures    of   his  word>And  builds  his  chureh.his  earthly  throne  ! 


His  eye  the        heathen       woild  fur 


ZEZTZ 


EEzi 


He       form'd  their      hearts,  he 


knows  their  ways,  But  God  their  Maker 


r*^zTi^-:^z::E[ 


:iz-zE=b:z:irt=£zi--: 


is    unknown.  But   God  their  Maker 


is  unknown. 


-z*zez^zfzsziztzez£z»Iz5Tize: 
b*ztzfcEz^zfeEzgztzEizEz|zt:: 

veys,  & 


f 

:±: 
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— d- 


'  ?.  Let  kings  rely  upon  their  hoft, 
And  of  his  ftrcngth  the  champion  boaft 

In  vain  they  boaft,  in  vain  rely 
In  vain  we  truft  the  brutal  force, 
Or  fpeed,  or  courage  of  an  horfe, 
I.    To  guard  his  rider,  or  to, fly. 


(3  The  eye  of  thy  compaflion,  Lord, 

j  Loth  more  fecure  defence  afford,, 

j     When  death,  or  dangers  threat'ning  ftand  : 

j  Thy  watchful  eye  preferves  the  juft, 

j  Who  make  thy  name  their  fear  and  truft, 

1     When  wars  cr  famine  wafte  the  land. 


szitSiiEE  3  Ez^|z|:iz'pzzpz5  zS 
izrSzizpiz^zi^-^Erpiizrzzzziz 

f  4  In  ficknefs  or  the  bloody  field,  ■ 

Thou  our  Phyfician,  thou  our  fliield, 
j     Send  us  falvation  from  thy  throne  : 
j  We  wait  to  fee  thy  goodnefs  fhine  ; 
j  Let  us  rejoice  in  help  divine, 
^    For  all  our  hope  is  God  alone$ 


44      No-  79' 

AIR.  Moderate. 


Bethel. 


Psalm  34.    L.  M.  ly? 

 ^  ^       ^   _       •  ■       ^      S*/*/.  ^ 


Lord 


I    will  blefs  thee 


r.ll       my    days,    Thy  praue  Oip.ll  dwell    up     -    on  rny  tongue  ;  My  foul  (hall  glory 


in  thy  grace,  While 


1  1  X-tei  -t  in.  1  

j  j  1  

ibzzp: 


~:jr-p: 


IE 


11 


faints    reioice  to 


hear 


{prig.  My 


foul  fhall    glory         in    thy  grace,  While    faints  rejoice 


to 


hear    the  fong. 


'2  Come,  magnify  the  Lord  with  me,    Come  let  us  all  exalt  his  name  ;  {"4.  To  him  the  poor  lift  up  their  eyes,    Their  faces  feel  the  heav'nly  fhine  ; 

I  fought  th'  eternal  God,  and  he    Has  not  expos'd  my  hope  to  fhame.  \     A  beam  of  mercy  from  the  fkies    Fills  them  with  light  and  joy  divine. 

'3  I  told  him  all  my  fecret  grief,    My  fecret  groaning  r'.ach'd  his  ear*;  ;  f  5  His  holy  angels  pitch  their  tents    Around  the  men  that  ferve  the  Lord  ; 

He  gave  my  inward  pains  relief,    And  calm'd  ihe  tumult  of  My  fears.  £    O  fear  and  love  him  all  ye  faints    Talte  of  hjs  grace,  and  truft.  his  word. 

To  The  wild  young-  Hons  pinch'd  with  pain    And  hunger,  roar  through  all  the  wood. 
But  none  ihall  :.eek  the  Lord  in  vain,    Nor  want  fupplies  ox  real  good  ^  'l 


No.  80. 


Oreby. 


Ps.  34.    L.  M.  2d  Part. 


Children       in       years  and  knowledge  young,  Your  parents  hope,  your  parents   joy,  Attend  the  counfels  of  my  tongue, Let  pious  thoughts  yeur  minds  employ. 


-jNr 


2  If  you  defire  a  length  of  days,    And  peace  to  crown  your  mortal  (late, 
Reftrain  your  feet  from  finful  ways,    Your  lips  from  flarider  and  deceit. 

3  The  eyes  of  God  regard  his  faints,    His  ears  are  open  to  their  cries  ; 
He  fels  his  frowning  face  againft    The  fons  of  violence  and  lies. 


4  To  humble  fouls  and  broken  hearts,    God  with  his  grace  is  ever  nigh  ; 
Pardon  and  hope  his  love  imparts,    When  men  in  deep  contrition  lie'. 

5  He  tells  their  tears,  he  counts  their  groans,  His  Son  redeems  their  fouls  from  death, 
His  Spirit  hsals  their  broken  bones,    They  in  his  praife  employ  their  breath, 


No..  Su 


AIR.... 


Greenfield* 


Ps.  34  CM.  t Jl  Part.  D. 


45 


I'll  blefs  the    Lord   from       day  to     day,  How  good  are       all     his   ways!        Ye    humble     fouls  that        ufe  to    pray,  Come    help    my  lips  to  praife. 


Loud. 


Sing  to  the     honor       of  his    name,  How       a  poor 


Nor  was  his      hope  expos'd 


to     frame,  Nor 


w;is       his  fuit  deny'd. 


3  When  threat'ning  forrows  round  me  Mood    And  endlefs  fears  arofe, 
Like  the  loud  billows  of  a  flood,    Redoubling  all  my  woes. 

4  1  told  the  Lord  my  fore  diftrefs,    With  heavy  groans  and  tears  ; 
He  jrave  my  fharpeft  torments  cafe,    And  filenc'd  all  my  fears. 

Pause. — 5  [O  finners,  come  and  ta'.le  his  love,    Come  learn  his  pleafant  ways, 
And  let  your  own  experience  prove    The  fweetnefs  of  his  grace. 


6  He  bids  his  angels  pitch  their  ter.ts    Round  where  his  children  dwell 
What  ill  their  heav'nly  care  prevents,    No  earthly  tongue  can  tell.] 

7  O  love  the  Lord,  ye  faints  of  his  ;  His  eye  regards  the  juft  ; 

How  richly  blefb  their  portion  is,    Who  make  the  Lord  their  truft  ! 

8  Young  lions  pinch'd  with  hunger  roar,    And  famifh  in  the  wood"  ; 
But  God  fupplies  his  holy  poor,    With  ev'ry  needful  good. 


AIR. 


No.  82. 


Peachum. 


Ps,  34.    CM.  2d  Part.  „ 


Come,  children,  learn  to  fear  the  Lord,  And  that  your  days  be  long,  Let  not  a  falfe  or  fpiteful  w  ord  Be  found  upon  your    tongue.  Be  found       upon    your  tongue. 


HIM 
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urn 
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1  1  1  1  1 

-1.1 

 ■ 

=m 

ba:-Ji* 

2  Depart  from  mifch.ief,  practice  love,    Purfue  the  works  of  peace  : 
So  fcia.ll  the  Lord  your  ways  approve,    And  fet  your  fouls  at  eafe. 
^  3  His  eyes  awake  to  guard  the  juft,    His  ears  attend  their  cry  : 
When  broken  fpiriis  dwell  in  duft,    The  God  of  grace  is  nigh. 

~  6  When  defolation,  like  a  flood, 


I' 


'  4  What  though  the  forrows  here  they  tafte  Are  fliarp  and  tedious  too. 

The  Lord  who  faves  them  all  at  laft,    Is  their  i'upporter  now. 
5  Evil  fhall  fmite  the  wicked  dead  ;    But  God  fecures  his  own  : 
Prevents  the  mifchief  when  they  flick,    Or  heals  the  broken  bone. 
O'er  the  proud  finner  rolls, 


Saints  find  a  refuge  in  their  God,    For  he  redeem'd  their  fouls. 


46      No.  83.  Arlani.  Psalm  35.    C.  M,  tjl  Part.  D. 


AIR. 


Now  plead  my  caufe,  almighty   God,  With   all  the  fons  of  ftrife  ;  And  fight  againft  the  men  of  blood,  Who  fight  againft  my  life,  Who  fight  againft  my   Kfe«  Draw 


out  thy  fpear,  and    slop  their  way,  Lift  thine  avenging      rod;  But    to  my  foul  in     mercy  fay,  I       am  thy    Saviour  God.    I        am    thy    Saviour  God. 


"3  They  plant  their  fnares  to  catch  my  feet,    And  nets  of  mifchief  fpread  : 

Plunge  the  deftroyers  in  the  pit,    That  their  own  hands  have  made. 
4  Let  fogs  and  darknefs  hide  their  way,    And  flipp'ry  be  their  ground  ; 
Thy  wrath  (hall  make  their  lives  a  prey,    And  all  their  rage  confound. 

"7  But  if  thou  haft  a  chofen  few    Among  that  impious  race, 

Divide  them  from  the  bloody  crew,    By  thy  furprlfing  grace. 
8  Then  will  I  raife  my  tuneful  voice,    To  make  thy  wonders  known  ; 
In  their  falvation  I'll  rejoice,    And  blefs  thee  for  my  own. 


f~5  They  fly  like  chaff  before  the  wind,  1 
J  The  angel  of  the  Lord  behind,  Purfi 
)  6  They  love  the  road  that  leads  to  hell  ; 
I     Whofe  malice  is  implacable    Againft  t 


5  They  fly  like  chaff  before  the  wind,    Before  thine  angry  breath  ; 

rfues  them  down  to  death. 
Then  let  the  rebels  die, 


the  Lord  on  high. 


No.  8a. 


St.  Martins. 


Ps.  35.    G.  M.  id  Part. 


Behold     the      love,    the        gen'rous       love    that      holy  David  mows  ;  Hark  how  his  founding         bowels  move  To        his      afflicted       foes ! 


C  2  When  they  are  fick,  his  foul  complains,    And  feems  to  feel  the  fmart  J 
\    Thefpirit  of  the  goipel  reigns,    And  melts  his  pious  heart. 
3  How  did  his  flowing  tears  condole,    As  for  a  brother  dead  ! 


,  .  47 

J 4  They  groan'd,  and  curs'd  him  on  their  bed    Yet  ftiil  he  pleads  and  mourns  } 
\     And  double  bltrffings  on  his  head    The  righteous  God  returns. 
^5  O  glorious  type  of  heav'nly  grace  !    Thus  Chrift  the  Lord  appears  ; 


And  failing,  mortify'd  his  foul,    While  for  their  life  he  pray'd.  \    While  linner's  curie,  the  Saviour  prays,    And  pities  them  with  tears. 

6  He  the  true  David,  Ifrael's  King,    Bled  and  belov'd  of  God, 
To  fave  us  rebels  dead  in  /in,    Fay'd  his  own  deareft  blood. 


{' 


!/?  Treble. 

-Ss — 


No.  85, 


11111 

2d  Treble. 


--+- 


Orleans  .  Psalm  36.    L.  M.  double. 

tr 


AIR. 

-*6— 


High   in  the  heav'ns,  eternal    God,  Thy    goodnefs   in  full   glory  fhines 


EE  tU  i-F-  l_4-ri_!_4-!l— F-i-C— ! 


thy  truth  mail  break  thro'   ev'ry  cloud  That  veils  and  darkens 

-Q  


thv 


defigns 
tr 


Ban. 


eheIIIIIIIIIII 


For     ever    firm    thy     juftice  ftahds,  As  mountains  their  foundations  keep;       Wife  are    the  wonders    of  thine  hands  ;  Thy  judgments  are  a  mighty  deep- 


J 3  Thy  providence  is  kind  and  large,    Both  man  and  bead  thy  bounty  mare  ;  C;  From  the  provifions  of  thy  houfe    We  fliall  be  fed  w?th  fweet  repafl  ; 

The  whole  creation  is  thy  charge,    But  faints  are  chy  peculiar  care.  J     There  mercy  like  a  river  flows,    And  brings  falvation  to  our  tafte. 

)  4  My  God  !  how  excellent  thy  grace  !  Whence  all  our  hope  and  comfort  fprings  }  i  6  Life,  like  a  fountain  rich  and  free,    Springs  from  the  prefence  of  my  Lord, 

L    The  funs  of  Adam  ia  diltrefs.    Fly  to  the  lhadow  of  thy  wings.  (.    And  in  the  light  our  fouls  fha'!  fee    The  gloiies  ptorois'd  iu  thy  word. 


Ps.  06.    C.  M. 


48    ^  Aro.  86.  Fordham. 
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AIR.    While  men  grow  bold 


in  wicked       ways,  And  yet  a         God    they  own,  My  heart  within  m: 


-1 — 1 — J-  1 — j  u. 

often  fays,  Their  thoughts  believe  there's  none. 


;  —         y-fj  — 


j  jOiZ-^z^pz  zjzzcj£z:jzzijzizz.z  _z 


2  Their  thoughts  and  ways  at  once  declare    (Whate'er  their  lips  proiefs) 
God  hath  no  wrath  for  them  to  fear,    Nor  will  they  feek  his  graee. 

3  What  ftrange  felf-ffatt'ry  blinds  their  eyes !  But  there's  a  hafl'ning  hour 
When  they  ihall  fee  with  fore  furprife,    The  terrors  of  thy  pow'r. 

4  Thy  jullice  fliall  maintain  its  throne,    Though  mountains  melt  away  ; 
Thy  judgments  are  a  world  unknown,    A  deep  unfathom'd  fea. 

8  Though  all  created  light  decay> 
Thy  prefence  makes  eternal  day, 


Ez:±:s: 

5  Above  thefe  heav'ns  created  rounds,    Thy  mercies,  Lord,  extend  ;  . 
Thy  truth  outlives  the  narrow  bounds    Where  time  and  nature  end. 

6  Safety  to  man  thy  goodnefs  brings,    Nor  overlooks  the  bead  ; 
Beneath  the  fliadow  of  thy  wings    Thy  children  choofe  to  reft. 

7  [From  thee  when  creature  ftreams  run  low,    And  mortal  comforts  die 
Perpetual  fprings  of  life  ihall  flow,    And  raifc  our  pleafures  high. 

And  death  clofe  up  our  eyes, 
Where  clouds  can  never  rile.] 


AIR. 


No.  87. 

When  man  grows  bold  in  fin, 
Z± 


Southwell. 

My  heart    within    me  cries, 


Ps.  36.    S.  M. 

"zizezin 


hath  no   faith  of     God        within,  Nor  fear 


z::ioz: 


before     his  eyes. 


its- 


2  £He  walks  awhile  conceal'd,  In  a  felf-fiatt'ring  dream, 
Till  his  dark  crimes  at  once  reveai'd  Expofe  his  hateful  name.] 

3  His  heart  is  falle  and  foul,    His  words  are  fmooth  and  fair  ; 
Wifdom  is  banifh'd  from  his  foul,    And  leaves  no  goodnefs  there. 

4  He  plots  upon  his  bed,    New  mifchiefs  to  fulfil  : 
He  lets  his  heart,  and  hands,  and  head,    To  praclife  all  that's  ill. 

No.  88.  Sandown. 


«fe-+ — 


AIR 

Ez£ 


But  thete's  a  dreadful  God,    Though  men  renounce  his  fear 
His  juftice  hid  behind  a  cloud,    Shall  one  great  day  appear. 
His  truth  tranfeends  the  Iky,    In  heav'n  his  mercies  dwell ; 
Deep  as  the  fea  his  judgments  lie,    His  anger  burns  to  hell. 
How  excellent  his  love,    Whence  all  our  fafety  fprings  : 
O  never  let  my  foul  remove    From  underneath  his  wings  I 

Psalm  37.    C.  M.  \ft  Part.  D. 


Why  fhould  I     vex    my    foul  and    fret    To   fee   the  wicked 


rife  ; 


Or      envy       finners        waxing  great  By       vi  -    olence  and       lies  ? 


^;zzt 


m 


zzzzpzzpzztzizzzzp: 


As  flow'ry    grafs  cut  down   at    noon,    Eefore    the       ev'ning  fades* 


So     Audi  their    glories        vanifli    foon    In        ever     -  tatting 


zizzziezz^zz^zis 


— > — , 


3.  Then  let  me  make  the  Lord  my  truft,    And  praflife  all  that's  good  : 
So  fliali  I  dwell  among  the  juft,    And  he'll  provide  me  food. 

4  I  to  my  God  my  ways  commit,    And  cheerful  wait  his  will  ; 
Thy  hand  which  guides  my  doubtful  feet,    Shall  my  defircs  fulfil. 

5  Mine  innocence  fhalt  thou  difplay,    And  make  thy  judgments  known, 
Fair  as  the  light  of  dawning  day,    And  glorious  as  the  noon. 

6  The  meek  at  laft  the  cartli  poiTefs,    And  are  the  heirs  of  heav'n  ; 
True  liches,  with  abundant  peace,    To  humble  fouls  are  giv'n. 


.^zizjrzz:  Ezqszr  jez 


zIzjlzz^tz 


fliade 


 Q  

z:zz~¥^±^zlL;j: 


Pause. — 7  Reft  in  the  Lord,  and  keep  his  war,    Nor  kt  your  ingef  1  lie, 

Though  Providence  Ihould  long  delay    To  punifh  haughty  vice. 

8  Let  finners- join  to  break  your  peace,    And  plot,  and  rage,  and  foam  ; 
The  Lord  derides  them,  for  he  fees    Their  d:iy  or  *engeance  come. 

9  They  have  drawn  out  the  threat'ning  J  word,    Have  bent  the  murd'rou 
To  flay  the  men  that  fear  the  Lord,    And  bring  the  righj  ou.-.  low. 

Jo  My  God  fhall  break  their  bows,  and  burn    Their  perfecutring  darts, 

Shall  their  own  fwords  agair.lt  them  turn,    And  pain  lurpriie  their  hearts. 


bow 


AIR.  __^'_8_9-_ 
 Z  H_x  P-U-l  


Keppel 


e— 


Plill 


Ps.  37.    C.  M.  id  Part  D. 
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Sr. 

portion 


-I — 
Excels  the 


Why    do    the        wealthy     wicked  boaft,  And  grow  profanely     bold  ? 


The  meanell 


of  the  juft, 


tinner's  gold. 


ft. 

,  /  l 

ZZ±Z 

The  wicked 


cf   his  friends,  But  ne'er  defigns  to 


 JL 

borrows 


|zpjrzzz:|rz^ 


pay 


The 


faint  is 


merciful     and  '  lend:-,  Nor    turns  the    poor  away. 


:za-Pzlzez!pziz^-l^zizdzizLszz:z5 


'1* 
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3  His  alms  with  iib'rel  heart  he  gives    Among  the  fons  of  need  ; 
His  mem'ry  to  long  ages  lives,    And  bleffed  is  his  feed. 

4  His  lips  abhor  to  talk  profane,    To  flander  or  defraud  ; 
His  ready  tongue  declares  to  men-  What  he  has  learn'd  of  God. 


i 


c  The  law  and  gofpel  of  the  Loid,    Deep  in  hi?  he::rt  ahjde  ; 

Led  by  lire  Spirit  and  the  word,    His  feet  fhall  never  Hide, 
6  When  Tinners  fall,  the  lighteous  ftand    Prefeiv'd  from  ev'ry  fnare, 
They  fhall  poifefa  the  pjoiuis'd  land,    A'.»d  dwell  loievcr  there, 


50  A7CK  90. 

AIR.  Affittuoio. 


Mowbray. 


My       God,    the       fteps  of  pious    men  Are  ordcr'd 


Ps.  37.    C,  M.  3<af  Par/. 


by  thy    will  ; 


Tho'  they  fliould  fall  they  rife  again,  Thy    hand    fupport?    them  ftill. 


1 


2  Tho  Lord  delights  to  fee  their  ways,    Their  virtue  he  approves  ; 
He'll  ne'er  deprive  them  of  his  grace,    Nor  leave  the  men  he  loves. 

3  The  heav'nly  heritage  is  theirs,    Their  portion  and  their  home  : 

He  feeds  them  now,  and  makes  them  heirs  Of  bleffings  long  to  come. 

4  Wait  on  the  Lord,  ye  fons  of  men,    Nor  fear  when  tyrants  frown  ; 
Ye  fljall  confefs  their  pride  was  vain,    When  juftice  calls  them  down. 


Pause 


No.  91. 


Lamport 


5  The  haughty  finner  I  have  feen,    Not  fearing  man  nor  God, 
Like  a  tall  bay-tree,  fair  and  green,    Spreading  his  arms  abroad. 

6  And  lo,  he  vanifh'd  from  the  ground,    Dcllroy'd  by  hands  unfeen  ; 
Nor  root  nor  branch,  nor  leaf  was  found    Where  all  that  pride  had  been, 

7  But  mark  the  man  of  rightcoufnefs,    His  faveral  fteps  attend  ; 
True  pleafure  runs  through  all  his  ways,    And  peaceful  is  his  end. 

Psalm  38.    C.  M.  double. 

:zl=^=PlEbEz:t^=l=| 


-f-e— 


Amidft  thy  wrath    remember         love.    Reftore  thy     fervant,    Lord,  Nor 


let    a       father's    chaft'ning    prove  Like  an 

3E 


avenger's  fword. 


llilililliiiiill 


Between  the 


forrow 


and  the  fmart,  My  fpirit     finds    no  reft. 


Thine    arrows    flick       within      my  heart,.   My    ffefh    is       forely  preft; 


-Q-JJ- 


f 


3  My  fins  a  heavy  load  appear,    And  o'er  my  head  are  gone  ; 
Too  heavy  they  ("or  me  to  bear,    Too  hard  for  me  t'  atone. 

4  My  thoughts  are  like  a  troubled  fea,    My  head  ftill  bending  down  ; 
And  1  go  mourning  all  the  day    Beneath  my  Father's  frown. 

5  Lord,  I  am  weak  and  broken  fore,    None  of  my  povvr's  are  whole  i 
The  inward  anguifh  makes  me  roar,    The  anguirfi  of  my  foul. 

6  All  my  defire  to  thee  is  known    Thine  eye  counts  ev'ry  tear, 
And  ev'ry  f:gh  and  ev'ry  gtoan   Is  notie'd  by  thine  ear. 


7  Thou  art  my  God,  my  only  hope,    My  God  will  hear  my  cry. 
My  God  will  bear  my  fpirit  up    When  Satan  bids  me  die. 

8  [My  foot  is  ever  apt  to  Aide,    My  foes  rejoice  to  fee't ; 
They  raife  their  pleafure  and  their  pride,    When  they  fupplant  my  feet. 

9  But  I'll  confefs  my  guilt  to  thee,    And  grieve  for  all  my  lin  ; 
I'll  mourn  how  weak  my  graces  be,    And  beg  fupport  divine. 

10  My  God,  forgive  my  follies  paft,    And  be  forever  nigh  ; 
O'Lord  of  my  falvation  hafte   Before  thy  feivant  die. J 


AIR. 


No.  92, 


Prudence. 


Psalm  39.  CM.  lJlPart. 


51 


Thus    I  ;     refolv'd  before 


the    Lord,  Now  will  I     watch  my  tongue,  Left    I   let  flip 
^  '  -ft* 


one     finful       word,    .Or    do    my  neighbour 


--Am 


2  And  if  I'm  e'er  conftrain'd  to  ftay    With  men  of  lives  profane,  3  I'll  fcarce  allow  my  lips  to  fpeak    The  pious  thoughts  I  fee], 

I'll  fet  a  double  guard  that  day,    Nor  let  my  talk  be  vain.  Left  fcoffevs  fhould  th'occafion  take    To  mock  my  holy  zeal. 

4  Yet  if  fome  proper  hour  appear,  I'  11  not  be  ovsr  aw'd, 

But  let  the  feeffing  linners  hear  That  we  can  fpeak  for  God. 


AIR 


KoL  93. : 

Teach    31:    the  meafure 


-\  -  -r — 


I  would  fuvey  life's 


r#fcPf — S— f- <2 
narrow  fpace,    And    karn  how  frail  I 


Walsall.  ^    Ps. 3^.    C.  M.  ^  &d  Pqrl. 

Thou  Maker 
_"^>_'"_^U  CI}  _  r 


__ 


am. 
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A  fpan  is  all  that  we  can  boaft,    An  inch  or  two  of  time  ; 
Man  is  but  vanity  and  duft    In  all  his  flow'r  and  prime. 
See  the  vain  race  of  mortals  move    Like  fhadow's  o'er  the  plain, 
They  rage  and  ftrive,  defne  and  love,    But  all  the  noife  is  vain. 

6  Now  I  forbid  my  carnal  hope, 
I  give  my  mortal  intereft  up, 


("4  Some  walk  in  honor's  gaudy  {how, 
\     They  toil  for  heirs  they  know  not  who, 


Some  dig  for  golden  ore, 


And  itraight  are  feen  no  more. 
5  What  fhould  I  wifh  or  wait  for  then    From  creatures,  earth  and  duft  ? 
They  make  our  expectations  vain,    And  difappoint  our  truft. 
My  fond  defires  recal  ! 
And  make  my  God  my  all, 


AIK.     No.  94.  Detroit. 


Ps.  39.    C.  M.  3d  Part 

\\  Phr  Pi  P^PFTlf^^^iB^fF^5^ 


God     of  my    life,  look    gently  down,     Behold  the  pains  I  feel  ;       But  I  am  dumb  before  thy  throne,  Nor  dare  difpute  thy  will,  Nor  dar 


difpute  thy 


2  Difeafes  are  thy  fervants,  Lord,    They  come  at  thy  command,; 

"  I'll  net  attempt  a  murm'ring  word,    Againft  thy  chaft'ning  hand, 

3  Yet  may  I  plead  with  humble  cries,    Remove  thy  {harp  rebukes  : 
My  ftrength  confumes,  my  fpirit  dies,    Through  thy  repeated  ftrokes. 

4  Crufh'd  as  a  moth  beneath  thy  hand,    We  moulder  to  the  duft  ; 
Our  feeble  pow'rs  can  ne'er  withfland,   -And  all  our  beauty's  loft. 


— 


5  [This  mortal  life  decays  apace,    How  foon  the  bubble's  broke 
Adam  and  all  his  num'ious  race    Are  vanity  and  fraoke.] 

6  I'm  but  a  fojemrner  below,    As  all  my  father's  were  ; 
May  1  be  well  prepar'd  to  go,    When  I  the  fummons  hear. 

7  But  If  my  life  be  fpar'd  awhile,    Before  my  laft  remove, 

Thy  pftufc  ihall  be  my  bufinefs  ft  ill,    And  I'll  declnrs  thy  lc\«v 


5  2 


jfo  95 
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York. 


ifflz— 

AIR 
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*  r-rr.— 


-O- 
A? 


Psalm  40.    C.  M.  lft  Part. 

hear    my    cry  :  He     faw     me        reding      on     his  word,  And  brought  falvation  nigh. 


I 


ii 


waited 


patient      for  the 


Lord,  He  bew'd  to 


I! 


u 
1 

1 


He  rais'd  mc  from  a  horrid  pic,    Where  mourning  long  I  lay, 
And  from  my  bonds  released  my  feet,    Deep  bonds. of  miry  clay. 
Firm  on  a  rock  he  made  me  Hand,    And  taught  my  cheerful  tongue. 
To  praile  the  wonder-s  of  his  baud    In  a  new  thankful  fong. 

~6  When  I'm  afflicted,  poor  and  low, 
My  God  beholds  my  heavy  woe, 


1' 


P 

4  I'll  fprend  his  works  of  grace  abrrad  ;    The  faints  with  joy  (hall  hear, 
And  finners  learn  to  make  my  God    Their  cnl>  hope  and  fear. 

5  How  many  are  thy  thoughts  of  love  !    Thy  mercies,  Lord,  how  great  ! 
We  have  not  words,  nor  hours  enough,    Then  numbers  to  repeat. 

And  light  and  peace  depart, 
And  bears  me  on  his  heart, 


AIR 


9°< 


Wucdstoji. 


Ps.  40.    C.  M.  id  Part  D. 


In       dying     goats  and     bullocks    flain    My  foul  delights        no  more. 


Theo  fpake  the    Saviour^    Id,    I'm     here,    My    God,  to,      dc  *!iy    will  ^      Whate'cr   tr  y 


ztz 
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Q 


facred  books  declare  Thy 

Illicit: 


3 


fervant  fhall 


fulfil. 


I 

si 
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3  Thy  law  is  ever  in  my  fight,    I  keep  it  near  my  heart : 
Mine  e,>rs  are  open'd  with  dclipht    To  what  thy  lips  impart. 

4  And  fee  the  bled  Redeemer  comes,    Th'  eternal  Son  appears, 
And  at  til'  appointed  time  affumes    The  body  God  prepares. 

J  Much  he  reveal'd  his  Father's  grace,  (  And  much  his  truth  he  fliew'J, 
And  preach'd  the  way  of  ri^hteoufnefs  Where  great  ari'emblies  ltood^ 


Pause.- 


6  His  Father's  honor  touch'd  his  heart,    He  pity'd  finner's  cries, 
And  to  fulfil  a  Saviour's  part    Was  made  a  facrifice. 

7  No  blood  of  beads  on  altars  fhed    Could  wafh  the  confcicnce  clean, 
But  the  rich  facrifice  he  paid    Atones  for  all  our  fin. 

S  Then  was  the  great  falvation  fpread,    And  fatan's  kingdom  {hook  ; 
Thus  by  the  woman's  promis'd  feed.    The  ferpent's  head  was  broken 


ATR 


Nc,  97.  Liddington*  Ps.  40*    L.  M.  gg 

The    wonders,  Lord,  thy  love  has  wrought,  Exceed  our  praife,  furmount  our  thought,  Should  I  attempt  the  long  detail,  My  fpeech  would  faint,  my  numbers  fail. 


-1H 

Tin, 

1  1  1 1 

i  1 1 1 

Mil 

f  2  No  blood  of  beafts  on  altars  fpilt,    Can  clenfe  die  fouls  of  men  fiom  guilt 
£     But  thou  haft  fet  before  our  eyes    An  all-fufficient  facrifice. 
J  3  Lo  !  thine  eternal  Son  appears,    To  thy  deiigns  he  bows  his  ears  ; 
/     Affumes  a  body  well  prepar'd,    And  well  performs  a  work  fo  hard, 
f  4  Behold  I  come  (the  Saviour  cries,    With  love  and  duty  in  his  eyes) 
I  come  to  bear  the  heavy  load    Of  fms,  and  do  thy  will,  my  God. 


5  'Tis  written  In  thy  great  decree,    'Tis  in  thy  Look  foretold  of  me, 
I  muft  fulfil  the  Saviour's  part  ;    And  lo  !  thy  law  is  in  my  heart. 

6  I'll  magnify  thy  holy  law,     And  rebels  to  obedience  craw, 
When  on  my  crofs  I'm  lifted  high,    Or  to  my  crown  above  the  fky. 

7  The  fpirit  (hall  defcend  and  {hew    What  thou  haft  done,  and  what  I  do  ; 

The  wond'ring  world  fhall  learn  thy  grace,  Thy  wifdom  and  thy  righteoufnefj, 


AIR.        NO'  98' 


Charity. 


Psalm  4.1.    L.  M.  double. 


!  Counter.    Bleft   is   the    man  whofe  bowels  move,  And  melt  with       pity  to  the    poor,  Whofe  foul  by    fy.mpa  -  thifmg   love  Feels  what  his  feHow  faints  endure. 


ir—\  1  ^    '  ^     o  ITS 


iiiliiiiiillllii 
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His       heart      contrives  for. 


their      relief  More  good  than  his  own  hands  can  do  ;  He  in    a.  time    of       gen'ral  grief   Shall  find  the  Lord  his  mercy  too. 


n .    -  O  e^-  £m     "Pi     a  ^^   /~\         0  ✓ — N     „  /"""S 


3  His  foul  fhall  live  fecure  on  earth  ;    With  fecret  bleffir.gs  on  his  head, 

Wn'en  drought,  and  pcflilence,  and  death,    Around  him  multiply  their  dead. 


4  Or,  if  he  languifh  on  his  couch,    God  will  pronounce  his  fins  forgiv'n, 
Will  fave  him  with  a  healing  touch,    Or  take  his  willing  foul  to  hea.v'n. 


54      No.  99. 


Baltic. 


Psalm  42.    C.  M.  1^  Part.  D. 


ATR. 


Willi  earneft  longings    of   the  mind,    My  God,   to   thee       I    look,    So  pants  the  hunted  hart  to  find  And  tafte  the  cooling  brook.  And  taite  the  cooling  biook. 


-PlP- 


-e- 

Z-L — h] 
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When  fliall  I   fee    thy  courts  of  grace,  And  meet  my  God  again  ?       So  long  an    abfence  from  thy  face    My  heart  endures    with    pain.  My  heart  endures  with  pain. 


3  Temptations  vex  my  weary  foul,    And  tears  are  my  repaft  ; 
The  foe  infults  without  controul,    And  where's  your  God  at  tart.  ? 
I4  'Tis  with  a  mournful  plealure  now    I  think  on  ane'ent  days  ; 
Then  to  thy  houfe  did  numbers  go,    And  all  cur  work  was  praife. 


"5  But  why,  my  foul,  funk  down  fo  far    Beneath  this  heavy  load  ; 

Why  do  my  thoughts  indulge  deipair,    And  fin  againft  my  God  ? 
6  Hopt  in  the  Lord,  whofe  mighty  hand    Can  all  my  woes  remove, 
Fox  I  lhall  yet  before  him  Rand,    And  fing  relloring  love. 


55 


Huge    troubles,  with  tufnult'ous  noife,  Swell  like  a  fca,  and  round  me  fpread  ;    Thy    water-fpouts  drown  all  my  joys,   And    riling    waves  roll   o'er    my  head. 


Yet  will  the    Lord  command  his    love,  When  I   addrefs     his  throne    by  day,       Nor  in  the  night  his  grace  remove  ;  The  night  fhall  hear  me  fmg  and  pray. 


-e- 


4  I'll  call  myfelf  before  his  feet, 

And  fay,  '  My  God,  my  heav'nly  Rock, 

'  Why  doth  thy  love  fo  long  forget 

*  The  foul  that  groans  beneath  thy  ftroke  J* 


5  I'll  chide  my  heart  that  finks  fo  low, 
Why  fhould  my  foul  indulge  her  grief, 
Hope  in  the  Lord,  and  praife  him  too  j 
He  is  my  reft,  my  fure  relief. 


6  Thy  light  and  truth  fhall  guide  me  ftill, 
Thy  word  fhall  my  be  ft  thoughts  employ, 
And  lead  me  to  thine  holy  hill, 
My  God,  my  molt  exceeding  joy. 


No.  101. 


Dartmouth. 
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Psalm  43.    C.  M- 


AIR.    Judge    me,    O  God,  and  plead  my  caufe,  Againft      a  finful 


cr^  


Z±3p 


From  vile    oppreflion    and       deceit       Secure       me       by    thy  grace. 

Islliliiilll 
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2  On  thee  my  ftedfaft  hope  depends,    And  am  I  left  to  mourn  ? 
To  fink  in  forrows,  and  in  vain    Implore  thy  kind  return  ? 

3  O  fend  thy  light  to  guide  my  feet,    And  bid  thy  truth  appear, 
Condutt  me  to  thy  holy  hill,    And  talk  thy  mercies  there. 


4  Then  to  thy  alter,  oh  my  God,    My  joyful  feet  {hall  riftr. 

And  my  triumphant  fongs  fhall  praife,    The  God  that  rules  the  flttes. 

5  Sink  not,  my  foul,  beneath  thy  fear,    Nor  yield  to  weak  defpair  ; 
For  I  fliall  live  to  praife  the  Lord,    And  b'lefs  his  guardian  care. 


56    Na.  1Q2.  Caledonia.  Psalm  44.    CM.,  double.  ' 

Lord,  we.  have  heard  thy  works    cf       old,  Thy  works   of  pow'r  and  grace,    When  to  our  ears  our  fathers      told  The    wonders  of  their  days.  Kcw  thou  didft 


build  thy    chuiches    here,  And  make  thy  gofpel  known  ;  Among  them  did  thine  arm    appear,    Thy      light  and  glory    fhonc.  Thy  light  and        glory  (hone. 


3  In  God  they  boaflcd  all  the  day,    And  in  a  cheerful  throng, 

Did  thoufands  meet  to  p>raife  and  pray,    And  grace  was  all  their  fong. 

4  Bat  now  our  fouls  are  feiz'd  with  fhamc,    Confufion  fills  our  face,. 
'To  hear  the  enemy  blafpheme,    And  fools  reproach  thy  grace. 


i 


5  Yet  have  we  net  forget  our  Gcd,    Nor  falfely  dealt  with  heav'n, 
Nor  have  our  fteps  declin'd  the  road    Of  duty  thou  haft  giv'n. 

6  Though  dragons  all  around  us  roar    With  their  deftruclive  brcnth, 
And  thine  own  hand  has  bruii'd  us  fore    Haid  by  the  gates  of  death. 


AIR. 


p=5=3 
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^         ^       ^      Carolina.^  ^      Verse  7th.  Pause.  ^  C  M. 

We       ara.  expos'd  all    day   to    die,   As    martyrs    for  thy  caufe,  As    fheep   for      Caughter     bound       we       lie   By  fharp  and  bloody 


law 


8  Awake,  arife,  almighty  Lord,    Why  fleeps  thy  wonted  grace  ! 

(    Why  fhould  we  look  like  men  abhorr'd,    Or  banifh'd  from  thy  face  ; 

9  Wilt  thou  foiever  caft  us  ofF,    And  ftiil  neglect  our  cries  ? 

_    For  ever,  hidj  thine  hcav'nly  love    From  our  afflicted  eyes  ? 


10  Down  to  the  duft  our  foul  is  bow'd,    And  dies  upon  the  ground  ; 
Pale  for  our  help,  rebuke  the  proud,    And  all  their  pow'rs  confound.. 

1 1  Redeem  us  from  perpetual  fhame,    Our  Saviour  and  our  God  ;. 
We  plead  the  honors  of  thy  name,    The  merit*  of  thj  Wood. 


AIR. 


No.  104. 


Chester. 


Soft. 


Psalm  45.    S.  M.  double. 


Loud. 


:zg: 
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Thy    lips  with  bleffings 


over  -  flow,    And    ev'ry     grace  is      thine.  Thy 


ozizz: 


My    Saviour     and  my   King,        Thy    beauties    are    divine  ; 


Soft.  _^ 


lips  with  bleffings 


-e— a-T 


over    -    flow,    And         ev'ry   grace  is  thine. 


Now  make  thy    glory  known,  Gird  cn  thy  dreadful  fwcrd,  And     ride    in  majef- 


 1 — J 
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ty,         to    fpread      the     conciuefts     of  thy 
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word.    And  ride 
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in 


majef     •  ty, 
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to     fpread  the  conquefts 
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of       thy  word. 
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3  Strike  through  thy  ftubborn  foes,    Or  melt  their  hearts  t'  obey, 
While  juftice,  meeknefs,  grace,  and  truth,    Attend  thy  glorious  Way* 

4  Thy  laws,  O  God,  are  right ;    Thy  thione  (hall  ever  ftand  ; 
And  thy  victorious  gofpel  proves    A  fceptre  in  thy  hand. 

Fair  bride,  receive  his  love,    Forget  thy  father's  houfe ; 
Forfake  thy  gods,  thy  idol  gods,    And  pay  thy  Lord  thy  vows 
8  O  let  thy  God  and  King    Thy  fweeteft  thoughts  employ  ; 
Thy  children  fiiall  his  honors  ling    In  palaces  of  joy. 

H 


[Thy  Father  and  thy  God,    Hath,  without  meafure,  fhed 
T'  anoint  thy  facrcd  head. 
The  Gentile  church  is  ieen, 

And  princes  guard  the  queen,  j 


attire, 


58    No,  iog, 


AIR. 


Swanwich. 


Ps,  45. 





C.  M. 


<4-  ^  ^ 


IUl   fpeak  th«        honors          of    my    King ;  His  form          divine     -  ly    fair  ;             None      of   the    fons       of  mortal         race  May 

^'cnor.  ^  ^   ^  _  ^  ^   ^   _   ^  _J  ^ 


None  of 


r 

the    fons  ol 


with    the    Lord       compare.        May    with  the 

fete 
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with  the    Lord    compare.    May    with      the    Lord     compare.  May 


Lord 


compare. 
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mortal       race,  None    of       the    fons  of 


mortal 


j—t 

Z2 

race    May       with    the      Lord    compare.  May 


None    of       the     fons     of        mortal       race  May 

5"  2  Sweet  is  thy  fpeech,  and  heav'nly  grace    Upon  thy  lips  is  fhed  ; 
Thy  God  with  bleffings  infinite    Hath  crown'd  thy  (acred  head. 


'Ml 

m 
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3  Gird  on  thy  iword,  victorious  Prince,    Ride  with  m.ujeftic  fway  ; 
Thy  tenor  fhall  {hike  through  thy  foes,    And  make  the  world  obey. 


4  Thy  throne,  O  God,  for  ever  Hands  ;    Thy  word  of  grace  fhall  prove 
A  peaceful  fceptre  in  thy  hands,    To  rule  thy  faints  by  love. 

5  Juftice  and  truth  attend  thee  Mill,    But  mercy  is  thy  choice  ; 
And  God,  thy  God,  thy  foul  fhall  fill   With  moft  peculiar  joys. 


AIR. 


No.  106. 
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Osnaburgh. 


 l- 
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Now    be    my  heart  infpir'd       to  fing  The     glories*  of    my    Saviour  King,  Jefus   the  Lord,  how  heav'nly  fair  His  form  !  how  brightTiis 


Ps.  45.    L.  M.  1JI  Part- 

beauties  are  ! 
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2  O'er,  all  the  fons  of  human  race    He  {nines  with  a  fuperior  grace, 
Love  from- his  lips  divinely  flows,    And  bleffings  all  his  ftate  compofe. 

3  Lrefs  thee  in  arms,  mod  mighty  Lord,    Giid  on  the  terror  of  thy  fwoid, 
In  majefly  and  glory  ride    With  truth  and  meeknefs  at  thy  fide. 


6  God,  thine  own  God,  has  richly  fhed    His  oil  of  gladnefs  on  thy  head, 
And  with  his  facred  fpirit  bleft    His  firft-born  Son  above  the  reft. 


Thine  anger,  like  a  pointed  dart,    Shall  pierce  the  foes  of  ftubborn  heart  ; 
\     Or  words  of  mercy  kind  and  fweet    Shall  melt  the  rebels  at  thy  leec 
f  5  Thy  throne,  O  God,  for  ever  Hands,    Grace  is  the  fceptre  in  thy  hands ; 
\    Thy  laws  and  works  are  juft  and  right,    Judtice  and  grace  are  thy  delight. 
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No.  107,,  Harrisburg.  Ps,  45.    L,  M.  2d  Part.  D. 

AIR.  ' 

j  ^  ^  ^  ^"j^  ^  ^"*^T"Q-^  '""^"^~^"^"p~ff~"^"p-^" j-^"^'*'  ~~~~  \  ?  

The    King  of   faints,  how  fair  his  face,  Adorri'd  with        majefly  and  grace  ;    He  comes  with  bleffings  from    above,    And  wins  the    nations  to     his  love. 


At     his  right    hand,    our    eyes      behold,    The  queen  array'd      in       pureft   gold;  The  world  admires  her.   hcav'n!/  drefs  ;  Her  robe  of  joy  and  righteoufiiefs. 


3  He  forms  her  beauties  like  his  own,    He  calls  and  feats  her  near  his  th/one  ; 
Fair  ftrangcr,  let  th;ne  heart  forget    The  idols  of  thy  native  flate. 

4  So  fhall  the  king  the  more  rejoice    In  thee  the  fav'rite  of  his  choice  ; 
Let  him  be  lov'd,  and  yet  adov'd,    For  he's  thy  Maker  and  thy  Lord, 


{ 


5  O  happy  hour,  when  thou  (halt  rife    To  his  fair  palace  in  the  ikies, 
And  all  thy  fons  (a  num'rous  train)    Each  like  a  prince  in  glory  reign. 

6  Let  endlefs  honors  crown  his  head  ;    Let  ev'ry  age  his  praifes  fpread  ; 
While  we  with  cheerful  fongs  approve    The  condefcenfion  cf  his  love. 


Psalm  46.    L.  M.  \ft  Part. 

Soft  tr  Loud. 


No.  108.  Berlin. 

AIR.         ^  ^  ^  -  ^  I  _  -  .i  ^         ^  ^_  "  x\ 

God    is  the  refuge  of  his  faints,When  ftorms  of  fharp-  diftrefs  invade  ;  Ere  we  can  offer  our  complaints  Behold  him  prefent  with  his  aid.  Behold  him  prefent  with  his  aid. 


w  ^ 


:z£\z: 
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Let  mountains  from  their  feats  be  hurl'd   Down  to  the  deep,  and  bury'd  there  ; 
Convulfions  fhake  the  folid  world,    Our  faith  ihall  never  yield  to  fear. 

Loud  may  the  troubld  ocean  roar,    In  facred  peace  our  fouls  abide,  I' 5  That  facred  Ptream,  thine  holy  word,    That  all  my  raging  fear  controls 

While  ev'ry  nation,  ev'ry  fljore,    Trembles,  and  dreads  the  fwelling  tide.  \     Sweet  peace  thy  promifes  afford,    And  give  new  ftrength  to  fainting  fouls 

6  Sion  enjoys  her  monarch's  love,    Secure  againlt  a  threat'ning  hour  ; 

Nor  can  her  firm  foundations  move,    Built  on  his  truth,,  and  arm'd  with  pow'r. 


f  4  There  is  a  flream  whofe  gentle  flow    Supplies  the  city  cf  our  God  ; 
\    Life,  love,  and  joy  (till  gliding  through,    And  wat'ring  our  divine  abode. 

{ 


60  No. 


Laswell* 


Ps.  46.    L.  M,  2d  Part.  D. 


AIR.  Moderate 


Counter.      Let      Zion        in  her    King   rejoice,  Tho'     tyrants       rage,  and  kingdoms    rife ;  He    utters       his  al    -  mighty  voice,  The  nations  melt,  the  tumult  dies. 


&_„.  


Soft. 

—  


Loud. 


The    Lord    of     old  for     Jacob  fought,  And   Jacob's   God    is       full  our    aid:  Behold    the    works  his  hand  has  wrought,Whac  defolation     he  has  made. 


"f~~jpr^~[~  ~|  e--j-j5  jf-^-j  -  j.  - 
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3  From  fea  to  fea,  through  all  the  faores,    He  makes  the  noife  of  battle  ceafe  ; 
When  from  on  high  his  thunder  roars,  He  awes  the  trembling  world  to  peace. 

4  He  breaks  the  bow,  he  cuts  the  fpear,    Char'ots  he  burns  with  heav'nly  flame  j 
Keep  filence  all  the  earth,  and  hear    The  found  and  glory  of  his  name. 


'5  "  B,e  ftill,  and  learn  that  I  am  God,    I'll  be  exalted  o'er  the  lands, 

"  I  will  be  known  and  fear'd  abroad,    But  ftill  my  throne  in  Zien  flands." 
6  O  Lord  of  hofts,  almighty  King,    While  we  fo  near  thy  prefence  dwell, 
Our  faith  (hall  fit  fecure,  and  ling    Defiance  to  the  gates  of  hell. 


No.  110. 


Treble. 
Courier. 


Oiancy^ 


Psalm  47.    C.  M.  double. 


Let  ev'ry   ^  land  their  tongues    employ,  And  hymns 


O     for    a    fhout       of       facred    joy       To    God  the      fov'jeign    King  1  Let  ev'ry  land  their  tongues  employ,  And  hymns  of       triumph  ling 


Two 


Sa 
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Attend    him       rifing    through  the  iky,  With 


g==zr= 


Jefus    our    God    afcends  0*1  high,  His  heav'nly  guards  around,,         Attend  him  rifing  through  the  iky,  With  trumpets  joyful  found.  With  trumpets  joyful  found. 


:zj:|:|zz:pDrp:|:®:|:a: 
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3  While  angels  fhout  and  praife  their  King,   Let  mortals  learn  their  ftrains 

Let  all  the  earth  his  honors  iing  ;    O'er  all  the  earth  he  reigns. 
4.  Rehearfe  his  praife  with  awe  profound  ;  Let  knowledge  lead  the  foxig  5 
Nor  mock  him  with  a  folemn  found    Upon  a  thoughtlefs  tongug, 


'5  In  Ifra'l  flood  his  ancient  throne,    He  lov'd  that  chofen  race  ; 

But  now  he  calls  the  world  his  own,    And  heathens  tafte  his  grace. 
6  The  Gentile  nations  are  the  Lord's,    There  Abram's  God  is  known, 
While  pow'rs  and  princes,  fhields  and  fwords,    Submit  before  his  throne, 


J  ^      No.  111. 


Durham. 


Psalm  48.    S.M.  ljt  Part. 


EEEff 


Great    is    the    Lord  our    God,       And  let  his    praife    be    great.;  He    makes  his     churches    his     abode,       His  mod   delight   -  ful  feat. 

AIR.  tr  tr 


2  Thefe  temples  of  his  grace,    How  beautiful  they  (land, 
The  honors  of  our  native  place,    The  bulworks  of  our  land. 

3  In  Zion  God  is  known    A  refuge  in  diftiefs  ; 

How  bright  has  his  falvation  (hone    Through  all  her  palaces. 

4  When  kings  againft  her  join'd    And  faw  the  Lord  was  there. 
In  wild  coafufioa  of  the  mind,    They  fled  with  hafty  fear. 


5  Wken  navies  tall  and  proud     Attempt  to  fpoil  our  peace, 

He  fends  his  tempefts  roaring  loud,    And  links  them  in  the  feas. 

6  Oft  have  our  fathers  told,    Our  eyes  have  often  feen 

How  well  our  God  fecures  the  fold  Where  his  own  Ih.eep  have  beer.v 
1  In  ev'ry  new  diftrefs    We'll  to  his  houfe  repair, 

We'll  think  upon  his  wond/rous  grace,    And  feck  deliv'rancc  there* 


1 


62     No.  112 

*(       AIR.  Mastoso 


Kentucky.  Ps.  48.    S.  M.  2d  Part 

Far       as   thy  name       is  known,  The  world  declares     thy  praife,  Thy  faints,  O  Lord,     before       thy  throne,  Their  fong;        of       honor  raifc. 


-3-    •  >  * — >  *  -P-  f  o      "P-  -Q" 


itli  joy  1 

oclaim  the  wonders  of  thy  hand,    And  counfels  of  thy  will. 

Andantino. 


With  joy  let  Jud.ih  (land  On  Sion's  chofen  hill, 
1  Proi 


Let    ffrahgerij         walk    around     The       city.  where  we  -dwell,    Compafs  and  view  thine         holy       ground,  And  mark  the  building  well.  The 


orders  of       thy  houfe,  The       worfliip       of     thy  court,  The        cheerful        fongs,  the         folcmn       vows,  And     make    a        fair  report. 


„_  &„ 


MODERATO.   Mczzi  voce. 


63 


rVv  j-E._a.«._ 

ratzziEzzrzz! 


:  c  


How      decent   and  hcv    wife  !      How    glor'ous    to       behold  ! 


Beyond     the  pomp  that  charms  the  eyes  And  rites    ac'orn'd  with 


jold. 


The  Ged   we       woriliip    now    Will  guide    us       till  we     die,    Will      be  our    God  while  here       below,    And    ours  above 


the 


Iky. 


t: 


bC  rr?Zji_ci_'t_f 

^zzizEzzitzzizE 


zzftzizi 


*e — k— 


-B-  -P 

zfzzzlzzizp^ 


-H- — 


Winfidd.  Psalm  49.    CM.  \ji  Part. 

riches    grow  to       in  -  fo  -  lence  and  pride,       To      fee  his  wealth  and     honors     flow    With     ev'ry  rifing       tide  ? 


Why  doth  the  man  of 


Szlz^bzpzizpz 


zzzzzztiztz: 


[2  Why  doth  he  treat  the  poor  with  fcorn,    Made  of  the  felf  fame  clay, 
And  boaft  as  though  his  flefh  was  born    Of  better  dud  than  they  ?} 
Not  all  his  treafure  can  procure    His  foul  a  lhort  reprieve, 
Redeem  from  death  one  guilty  hour,    Or  make  his  brother  live. 
[Life  is  a  blefling  can't  be  fold,    The  ran  lb m  is  too  high  ; 
Jullice  will  ne'er  be  brib'd  with  gold.    That  man  may  never  die. 3 
He  fees  the  brutiih  and  the  wife,    The  tim'ious  and  the  brave, 
Quit  their  poflefllons,  clofc  their  eyes,    And  haften  to  the  grave. 

f  10  [Laid  in  the  grave  like  filly  fnecp, 


Paus  e 


C6  Yet 'tis  his  .inward  thought  and  pride,  ' 
\     "  And  that  my  name  May  long  abide, 
f  7  Vain  are  his  thoughts,  his  hopes  are  loft, 
\     His  name  is  written  in  the  dull, 

r 


'Till  the  laft  trumpet  breaks  their  llcJp,    In  terror  and  defpair.  J 


My  houfe  (hall  ever  (land  : 
I'll  give  it  to  my  land," 
How  foon  his  mem'ry  dies  ! 
Where  his  own  caicais  lies. 
8  Th  is  is  the  folly  of  their  way  ;    And  yet  their  Ions  as  vain, 
Approve  the  words  their  fathers  fay,    And  aft  their  works  again. 
Jo,  Men  void  of  wifdom  and  of  grace,    If  honor  rail'c  them  high, 
I    Live  like  the  bead,  a  thoughtkfs  race,    And  like  the  beaft,  they  die,; 

Death  feeds  upon  them  there, 


5  m 


AIR. 


64    ATo.  114.  Piermont.  Ps.  49.    CM,  id  Part. 

Ye    fons  of  pride  that    hate       the  juft,    And       trample    on  the  poor,  When  death  has  brought  you     clown    to    duft,    Your  pomp  fliall  rife   no  more. 


2  The  laft  great  day  fhall  change  the  fcene  ;  When  will  that  hour  appear  ?  3  God  will  my  naked  foul  receive,    When  fep'rate  from  the  fkfti  ; 

When  Gaall  the  juft  revive,  and  reign    O'er  all  that  fcorn'd  them  here  ?  And  break  the  prifon  of  the  grave,    To  raife  my  bones  afrtfli. 

4  Heav'n  is  my  everlafting  home,    Th'  inheritance  is  fure  ; 
Let  men  of  pride  their  rage  refume,    But  I'll  repine  no  more. 


AIR. 

fad 


No.  1 


!5- 


Swinford. 


Ps.  49.    L,  M.  double. 


Why    do  the    proud   infult    the  poor,  And  boaft  the    large  eftates    they    have  ?  How  vain  are       richss    to     feeure  The'r  haughty    owners  from  the  grave. 


r-Q- 


-h- 


They  can't   redeem  one    hour  from  death  With  all  the  wealth  in  which  they    truft  ;  Nor  give  a       dying       brother  breath,  When  God  commands  him  down  to  duft. 


{ 


3  There  the  dark  earth  and  difmal  ftmde    Shall  clafp  their  naked  bodies  round  : 
That  flefli  lb  delicately  fed,    Lies  cold,  and  moulders  in  the  ground. 

4  Like  thoughtlefs  ftieep  the  finner  dies,    Laid  in  the  grave  for  worms  to  eat ; 
The  faiatj  ihall  in  the  morning  rife,    And  find  th.'  oppreffor  at  their  feet. 


{ 


5  His  honors  per  ifh  in  the  duft;    And  pomp  and  beauty,  birth  and  blood; 
That  glorious  day  exalts  the  juft    To  full  dominion  o'er  the  proud. 

6  My  Saviour  fhall  my  life  rellore,    And  raife  me  from  my  dark  abode  ; 
My  flefli  and  foul  lliall  part  no  more  ;    But  dwell  forever  near  my  God. 


No.  116, 


Poplin. 


EEEEEIE 


iPsalm  50.    C.M.  ift  Part. 

The    nations  near  the 


rif 


The  Lord,  the  Judge,   before     his  throne    Bids  the  whole  earth  draw  nigh, 

AIR. 


The  nations  near  the       rifing  fun,  The  nations  near  the  riling 


The    nations  near  the  rifing 


mtt:£g4-tj-l^ 

The  nations  near  the  rifing  fun,  The    nations  near  the  rif 


ing 


5  


And  near  the  wefterri 


fey.  And 


I 


fun,  And  near  the  weftern  fey.  The  nations  near  the  rifing  fun, 


And  near  the  weftern  fey.  And  near      the  weftern  flcy. 


And  near  the  weftern 


fey, 


f  2  No  more  (hall  bold  blafphemcr's  fay,    "Judgment  will  ne'er  begin  ; 

1 


J  4  Heav'n  from  above  his  call  fhall  hear,    Attending  angels  come  ; 
No  more  abul'e  his  long  delay,    To  impudence  and  fin.  1     And  earth  and  hell  fhall  know  and  fear    Hisjuftice  and  their  doom. 

Thron'd  on  a  cloud  our  God  fhall  come,    Bright  flames  prepare  his  way,  f  5  "  But  gather  all  my  faints  (he  cries)    That  made  their  peace  with  God, 

Thunder  and  darknefs,  fire  and  ftorm,    Lead  on  the  dreadful  day.  \    "  By  the  Redeemer's  facrifice,    And  feal'd  it  with  his  blood. 

«.  C  6  "  Their  faith  and  works  brought  forth  to  light,    Shall  make  the  world  confei's 

(_    "  My  fentcnce  of  reward  is  right,    And  heav'n  adore  my  grace," 


66    No.  117. 


Obedience. 


Ps.  50.    C.  M.  2d  Part, 


Thus    faith  the  Lord,  the    fpacious  fields  And  flocks  and  herds  are  mine, 


O'er    all  the       cattle       of    the       hills    I    claim    a     tight  divine. 


z^z|z§z|z®zj|z|zii 


!1 


{2  "  I  afk  no  fheep  for  facrifice,    Nor  bullocks  burnt  with  fire  J 

£    "  To  hope  and  love,  to  pray  and  praife,    Is  all  that  I  require.  \    "  Then  fhall  thy  thankful  lips  declare    The  honor  due  to  me. 

~4  •'  The  man  that  offers  humble  praife,  He  glorifies  me  belt  : 

"  And  thofe  that  tread  my  holy  ways,  Shall  my  falvation  tafte. 


f 


J3  "  Call  upon  me  when  trouble's  near,  My  hand  fhall  fct  thee  free  ; 
{    "Then  " 


AIR. 


No.  118, 


Milesford. 


Ps.  50.    C.  M.  3^  Part. 


When  Chrift  to     judgment  fhall  defcend    And    faints  furround  their  Lord,         He    calls  the  nations 


attend  And  hear  his 


3*3EEf 


— +-e— 


2  "  Not  for  the  want  of  bullocks  flain,    Will  I  the  world  reprove  ; 
"  Altars  and  rites,  and  forms  are  vain,    Without  the  fire  of  love. 

3  "  And  w  hat  have  hypocrites  to  do,    To  bring  their  facrifice  ? 

"  They  call  my  ftatutes  juft  and  true,    But  deal  in  theft  and  lies. 


4  "  Could  you  expect  to  'fcape  my  fight,    And  fin  without  control  ? 
"  But  I  fhall  bring  your  crimes  to  light,    With  anguith  in  your  foul." 

5  Confider  ye  that  flight  the  Lord,    Before  his  wrath  appear  ; 
If  once  you  fall  beneath  his  fword,    There's  no  dtliv'rer  there. 


air.     No.  119. 


Wilbraham. 


— e-f 


{ 

Ps.  50.    L.  M.  . 


The     Lord  the  Judge  his    churches    warns  ;  Let   hypocrites  attend  and  fear,  Who  place  their  hope  in  rites  and  forms  r  But  make  not  faith  nor    love  their  care 

zfczszzzizz  -  zi  =zn^--^-T-tlH  ~i 


Vile  wretches  dare  rehearfe  his  name    With  lips  of  falfehood  and  deceit  ; 
A  friend  or  brother  they  defame,    And  footh  and  flatter  thofe  they  hate. 
They  watch  to  do  their  neighbours  wrong,   Yet  dare  to  feek  their  maker's  face  ; 
They  take  his  cov'nant  on  their  tongue,    But  break  his  laws,  abtife  his  grace. 

6  O  dreadful  hour,  when  God  draws  near, 


— e-s—f-e- 


— e  - 


sizzzzp 


IJZZZ 


J  4  To  heav'n  they  lift  their  hands  unclean,    Defil'd  with  luff,  defil'd  with  blood  ; 
\     By  night  they  praflife  ev'ry  fin,    By  day  their  mouths  draw  near  to  God. 
^5  And  while  his  judgments  long  delay,    They  grow  fecure  and  fin  the  more  j 
\    They  think  he  ileeps  as  well  as  they,    And  put  far  off  the  dreadful  hour. 

And  fets  their  ciimes  before  their  eyes  : 


His  wrath  their  guilty  fouls  fhall  tear,    And  no  deliv'rer  dare  to  rife. 


No.  121. 


Torrington. 


Ps.  50.    P.  M.  IO's.  1  fl  Part* 


67 


AIR.       The  Lord,  the  fov'reign  fends  his  fummons  forth,  Calls  the  fonth  nations  and  awakes  the  north  ;  From  eaft  to  weft  the     founding       orders       fpread  Thro'  diftant 


» _j — 

SF~  


Zcwi/  when  repeated; 


:z=±= 


L  g  ft. 


E 


Mill 

Nil! 
Will 

n  1  li 

Hill 

=^E= 

worlds  and      regions  of  the    dead  ;  No    more  fhall.     Atheifts   mock   his  long     delay ;       His  vengeance  fleeps      no   more     behold     the      day ! 


— t-e-4— f — 


2  Behold  the  Judge  defcends ;  his  guards  are  nigh, 
Temped  and  fire  attend  him  down  the  Iky  ; 
Heav'n,  earth,  and  hell  draw  near  ;  let  all  things  come 
To  hear  his  juftice,  and  the  finners  doom  ; 

But  gather  fiift,  my  faints  (the  Judge  commands) 
Bring  them,  ye  ang<;ls,  from  their  diftant  lands. 

3  Behold  my  cov'nant  ftands  forever  good, 
Scal'd  by  th*  eternal  facrificc  in  bloed, 

And  fign'd  with  all  their  names  ; — the' Greek,  the  Jew, 
That  paid  the  ancient  worfhip,  or  the  new  ; 
There's  no  diftinction  here  ;  come,  fpread  their  thrones, 
And  near  me  feat  my  fav'iites  and  my  fons. 

4  I  their  almighty  Saviour  and  their  God, 

I  am  their  Judge  :  Ye  heav'ns  proclaim  abroad 

My  juft  eternal  fentence,  and  declare 

Thofe  awful  truths  that  finners  dread  to  hear  3 

Sinners  in  Sion,  tremble  and  retire  ; 

I  doom  the  painted  hypocrite  to  fire. 


5  Not  for  the  want  of  goats  or  bullocks  flain 
Do  I  condemn  thee  ;  bulls  and  goats  are  vain> 
Without  the  flames  of  love  :  In  vain  the  (tore 
Of  brutal  ofPrings  that  were  mine  before  ; 
Mine  are  the  tamer  bcafts  and  lavage  breed, 
Flocks,  herds,  and  fields,  and  forefts  where  they  feed, 

6  If  I  were  hungry,  would  I  alk  thee  food  ? 
When  did  I  thirft,  or  drink  thy  bullock's  blood  ? 
Can  I  be  flatter'd  with  thy  cringing  bows, 

Thy  folemn  chatt'rings,  and  fantaltic  vows  ? 
Are  my  eyes  charm'd  thy  veftments  to  behold, 
Glaring  in  gems,  and  gay  in  woven  gold  ? 

7  Unthinking  wretch  !  how  could'ft  thou  hope  to  pleafe 
A  God,  a  Spirit,  with  fuch  toys  as  thefe  ? 

While,  with  my  grace  and  ftatutes  on  thy  tongue, 
Thou  lov'ft  deceit,  and  doft  thy  brother  wrong  ; 
In  vain  to  pious  forms  thy  zeal  pretends, 
Thieves  and  adult'rers  are  thy  chofen  friends. 


8  Silent  I  waited  with  long-fuffering  love, 

But  didft  thou  hope  that  I  fliould  ne'er  reprove  ? 
And  cherifh  fuch  an  impious  thought  within, 
That  God  the  righteous,  would  indulge  thy  fin  ? 
Behold  my  terrors  now  ;  my  thunders  roll, 
And  thy  own  crimes  affright  thy  guilty  foul, 

9  Sinners  awake  betimes  ;  ye  fools  be  wife  ; 
Awake  before  this  dreadful  morning  rife  ; 

Change  your  vain  thoughts,  your  crooked  woiks  amend  \ 
Fly  to  the  Saviour,  make  the  Judge  your  friend  : 
Left  like  a  lion  his  laft  vengeance  tear 
Your  trembling  fouls,  and  no  deliv'rer  near. 


68    No.  121,  Carthagena.  Ps.  50.    P.M.  rc.gkjl^ 


The    God    of     glory  fends  his  fummons  forth,  Calls  the  fouth  nations  and  awakes  the  north  ;  From  eafl  to  weft  the  fov'reign  orders  fprcadThro' diftant  worlds  and 


Pause  ift. 

2  No  more  Hall  Atheifts  mock  his  long  delay  ; 
-His  vengeance  fleeps  no  more  ;  behold  the  day  : 
liehold  the  Judge  deicend  ;  his  guards  are  nigh  ; 
Tempefts  and  fire  attend  him  down  the  ficy. 

When  Cod  appears,  all  nature  Jhall  adore  him  : 
While  /tuners  tremble,  faints  rejoice  before  him. 

3  "Hcav'njearth.and  hell, draw  near:  let  all  things  Come. 
f~  To  hear  my  juftice,  and  the  finner's  doom  ; 
"  But  gather  firft  my  faints  ;  (the  judge  commands) 
"  Bring  them,  ye  angels  from  their  diitant  lands." 

When  Chrijl  returns,  <wake  ev'ry  cheerful  paffion  : 
Andfloout,ys  faints,  he  comes  for  your  filvation. 


4  "  Behold  my  cov'nant  ftands  forever  good, 
"  Seal'd  by  the  eternal  facrifice  in  blood, 

"  And  fign'd  with  all  their  names ; — the  Greek,  the  Jew, 
"That  paid  the  ancient  Wdrfhip  or  the  new." 
There's  no  diftinfiion  here,  join  all  your  voices, 
And  raife  your  heads,  ye  faints,  for  heaven  rejoices. 

5  "  Here  (faith  the  Lord)  ye  angels,  fpread  their  thrones, 
"  And  near  me  feat  my  fav'rites  and  rriy  fons, 

"  Come,  my  redeem'd,  podefs  the  joys  prepar'd 
"  Ere  time  began,  'tis  your  divine  reward." 

When  Chrif}  returns,  wake  ev'ry  cheerful  pajjion  ; 

And flout,  ye  faints,  he  comes  for  your  falvatio:. 


6  "I  am  the  Saviour,  I  th'  almighty  God, 
"  I  am  the  Judge  :  ye  heav'ns  proclaim  abroad 
"  My  juft  eternal  fentence,  and  declare 
«'  Thofe  awful  truths,  that  finners  dread  to  hear." 

When  God  appears,  all  nature  Jhall  adore  him  : 
While  finners  tremble,  faints  rejoice  hejore  him. 

7  "  Stand  forth,  thou  bold  blafphemer  and  profane, 
"  Now  feel  my  wrath,  nor  call  my  threat'nings  vain  j 
"  Thou  hypocrite,  once  dreft  in  faints  attire, 
"  I  doom  the  painted  hypocrite  to  fire." 

fudginent  proceeds  ;  hell  trembles  ;  hcav'n  rejoices  i 
Liffup  your  heads,  ye  faints,  with  cheerful  voices. 


S  "  Not  for  the  want  of  goats  or  bullocks  flain 
*'  Do  I  condemn  thee,  bulls  and  goats  are  vain 
*'  Without  the  flames  of  love  :  In  vain  the  ftore 
*  Of  brutal  ofF'i  ings  that  were  mine  before." 

Earth  is  the  Lord's  :  All  nature  Jliall  adore  him  ; 

While  Jinners  tremble.,  faints  rejoice  before  him. 

9  "  If  I  were  hungry,  would  I  aflc  thee  food  ? 

*"  When  did  I  thirft,  or  drink  thy  bullock's  blood  I 

••Mine  are  the  tamer  beafts,  and  favage  breed, 

•'  Flocks,  herds,  and  fields,  and  forefts  where  they  feed." 

All  is  the  Lord's  hr  rules  the  ivide  creation, 
Gives Jinners  vengeance,  and  the  flints  falvation. 

10  "  Can  I  be  flatter'd  with  thy  cringing  bows, 
"  Thy  folemn  chatt'rings  and  fantaftic  vows  ? 

"  Are  my  eyes  charm'd  thy  veftments  to  behold^ 
*'  Glaring  in  gems,  and  gay  in  woven  gold  ? 
God  is  the  Judge  of  heart!,  no  fair  difguifes 
Can  fcreen  the  guilty  'when  his  vengeance  rife:. 


PAUSE  2d. 

n  "  Unthinking  wretch  !  how  couldft  thou  hope  to  pleafe 

•'  A  God,  a  Spirit,  with  fuch  toys  as  thefe  ? 

"  While  wich  my  grace  and  flatutes  on  thy  tongue, 

"  Thou  lov'ft  deceit,  and  doft  thy  brother  wrong. 

Judgment  proceeds  ;  hell  trembles  ;  heav'n  rejoices  ; 

Lilt  up  ycur  heads,  ye  faints,  with  cheerful  voices. 

12  <;  In  vain  to  pious  forms  thy  zeal  pretends ; 

"  Thieves  and  adult'rers  are  thy  chofen  friends  : 
"  While  the  falfe  flatt'rer  at  my  altar  waits, 
"  His  harder.'d  foul  divine  inftruction  hates." 

God  is  the  Judge  of  hearts  :  No  fair  difguifes 
Can  fcreen  the  guilty  'when  his  vengeance  rifts. 

13  "  Silent  I  waited  with  long-fufF'ring  love  ; 

•'  But  didft  thou  hope  that  I  fhould  ne'er  reprove  ? 
"  And  cherifh  fuch  an  impious  thought  within, 
"  That  the  All-Holy  would  indulge  thy  fin  ? 
See,  God  appears  ;  all  nature  joins  t'  adore  him  1 
Judgments  proceeds,  and ftnners  fall  before  him. 


14  "  Behold  my  terrors  now  ;  my  thunders  roll, 
"  And  thy  own  crimes  affright  thy  guilty  foul ; 
"  Now,  like  a  lion,  (hall  thy  vengeance  tear 
"  Thy  bleeding  heart,  and  no  deliv'rer  near." 
Judg?>ient  concludes  ;  hell  trembles  ;  heav'n  rejoices 
Lift  up  your  heads,  ye  faints,  'with  cheerful  -,tices. 


EPIFHONrMA. 

15  Sinners,  awake  betimes  5  ye  fools  he  wife  \ 

Awake  before  this  dreadful  morning  life  ; 

Change  your  vain  thoughts,  your  crooked  works  amend. 

Fly  to  the  Saviour,  make  the  Judge  your  friend  ; 
Then  join,  ye  faints,  <wake  ev'ry  cheer fd  paf.on, 
When  Chrijl  returns,  he  comes  for  your  falvation- 


No-  122. 


Brozvnford* 


Psalm  51.    L.  M.  i ft  Part. 


Shew    pity,  Lord  ;  O    Lord,  forgive,       Let     a  repenting       rebel    live  5       Are  not  thy       mercies  large  and  free  ?       May  not  a    finnev  trufl  in  thee  ? 


ATR. 


-A-  -e-f 


f  4  Mv  lips  with  fname  my  fins  confefs    Againft  thy  law,  againft  thy  grace 
l    Lord,  fliould  thy  judgment  grow  fevere,    I  am  condemn'.!,  but  thou  art  clear. 


2  My  crimes  are  great,  but  can't  furpafs    The  pow'r  and  glory  of  thy  grace  : 
Great  God,  thy  nature  hath  no  bound,    So  let  thy  pard'ning  love  be  found, 

O  wafh  my  foul  from  ev'ry  fin,    And  make  my  guilty  confeience  clean  :  J  5  Should  fudden  vengeance  feize  my  breath,  I  mult  pronounce  thee  juft  in  death 

Here  on  my  heart  the  burdenjies,    And  paft  offences  pain  mine  eyes.  \    And  if  my  foul  were  fent  to  hell,    Thy  righteous  law  approves  it  vrcl.. 

6  Yet  fave  a  trembling  finner,  Lord,    Whofe  hope  dill  hov'ring  round  thy  word, 
Would  light  on  feme  fivcet  promife  there,    Some  fure  fupport  againft  defpair. 


Confession. 


Ps.  k\.    L.  M,  2cL  Part. 


Soft. 
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Lord,       I    am     vile,     conceiv'd    in       fin  ;    And     born  un    -    holy       and      i:nclcan  ;     Sprung  from  the    man  whofe     guilty  ^or- 


~b — rre- 
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rupts  the      race,       and       taints  us         all.    Sprung  from  the    man  whofe 


guilty       fall       Corrupts     the       race,      and       taints    us  all. 


'2  Soon  as  we  draw  our  infant  breath,    The  feeds  of  fin  grow  up  for  death  ; 
Thy  law  demands  a  perfect  heart  ;    Bat  we're  defil'd  in  ev'ry  part. 

3  [Great  God,  create  my  heart  a-new,    And  form  my  fpirit  pure  and  true 
O  make  me  wife  betimes  to  fpy    My  danger  and  my  remedy.] 

4  Behold,  I  fall  before  thy  face  ;    My  only  refuge  is  thy  grace  ; 

No  outward  forms  can  make  me  clean  ;    The  leprofy  lies  deep  within. 


No  bleeding  bird.,  nor  bleeding  bead,    Nor  hyiTop  branch,  nor  fprinkling  prieft, 
Nor  running  brook,  nor  flood,  nor  fea,    Can  wafh  the  difmal  (lain  away. 
Jefus,  my  God,  thy  blood  alone    Hath  pow'r  fufficient  to  atone  : 
Thy  blood  can  make  me  white  as  fnow,    No  Jewifli  tipes  could  cleanfe  me  fo. 
7  While  guilt  difturbs  and  breaks  my  peace,    Nor  flefh,  nor  foul  hath  reft  or  eafe  ; 
Lord,  let  me  hear  thy  pard'ning  voice,    And  make  my  broken  bones  rejoice. 


fj        No-  124.  -         Cardigan.  Ps.  51.    L.  M.  3^  Part. 
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cry,  Tho'  all  my  crimes  before  thee  lie,  Behold  them  not    with    angry  look,  But  blot  their  mem'ry  from    thy  book. 
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2  Create  my  nature  pure  v.-ithin,    And  form  my  foul  averfe  to  fin  ; 

Let  thy  good  Spirit  ne'er  depart,    Nor  hide  thy  prefence  from  my  heait. 

3  I  cannot  live  without  thy  light,    Call:  out  and  b»uufh'd  from  thy  fight  ;  ■ 
Thine  holy  joys,  my  God,  reftore,    And  guard  me  that  I  fall  no  more. 

\  Though  I  have  griev'd  thy  Spirit,  Loid,    Thy  help  and  comfort  (till  afford 
And  let  a  wretch  corns  near  thy  throne     To  plead  the  merits  of  thy  Son. 

8  O  may  thy  love  infpire  my  tong 
And  all  my  pow'rs  fiiall  join  to 
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ue  ! 
bids 


f  j  A  broken  heart,  my  God,  my  King,    Is  all  the  facrifice  I  bring  ; 
\    The  God  of  grace  will  ne'er  defpile    A  broken  heart  for  facrifice. 
f6  My  foul  lies  humbled  in  the  duft,  '  And  owns  thy  dreadful  fentence  juft  ; 
\     Look  down,  O  Lord,  with  pitying  eye,    And  fave  the  foul  condemn'd  to  die. 
\  7  Then  will  I  teach  the  world  thy  ways  ;   Sinners  fhall  learn  thy  fov'reign  grace  ; 
\    I'll  lead  them  to  my  Saviour's  blood,    And  they  (hall  praife  a  pard'ning  God. 
Salvation  fhall  be  all  my  fong  : 
The  Lordj  my  ftrength  and  r>ghteoufnefs« 


AIR. 


No.  125,  Hertford.  Ps.  51.    C.  M.  ift  Part.  71 

Lord       I    would  fpread  my       fore  diftrefs  And   guilt     before  th'inc  eyes  :  Againft  thy^  laws,      againlt       thy  grace,  How  high  my    crimes    ^    arife  ! 


~t>~2-l 


2  Should  thou  condemn  my  foul  to  hell,    And  crufh  my  flefh  to  duft, 
Heav'n  would  approve  thy  vengeance  well,    And  earth  mult  own  it  jufl, 

3  I  from  the  Hock  of  Adam  cams,    Unholy  and  unclean  ; 
All  my  original  is  fhame,    And  all  my  nature  fin. 

4  Born  in  a  world  of  guilt,  I  drew  Contagion  with  my  breath  ; 
And  as  my  days  advanc'd,  I  grew    A  jufter  prey  for  death. 


Finland. 


5  Cleanfe  Hie,  O  Lord,  and  cheer  my  foul    With  thy  forgiving  love  ; 
O  make  my  broken  l'pirit  whole,    And  bid  my  pains  remove. 

6  Let  not  thy  fptrit  quite  depart,    Nor  drive  me  from  thy  face  ; 
Create  a-ncw  my  vicious  heart*    And  fill  it  with  thy  grace. 

7  Then  will  I  make  thy  mercy  known    Before  the  fons  of  men  ; 
Backlliders  lhall  addrefs  thy  throne,    And  turn  to  God  again. 

Ps.  51.    C,  M.  2d  Part. 


O    God  of     mercy,  hear    my  call, 


My  loads  of  guilt  remove  ;    Break  down  this  feparat   -  ing  wall  That  bars  me  from  thy  love,  That  bars  me  from 
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love. 
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AIR. 


2  Give  me  the  prefence  of  thy  grace, 
Then  my  rejoicing  tongue 

Shall  fpeak  aloud  thy  righteoufnefs, 
And  make  thy  praife  my  fong. 

No.  127. 
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3  No  blood  of  goats,  nor  heifer  flain, 

For  fin  could  e'er  atone. 
The  death  of  Chrift  (hall  (till  remain 

Sufficient  and  alone. 


4  Afoul  oppreft  with  fin's  defert, 
My  God  will  ne'er  defpife  : 

A  humble  groan,  a  broken  heart, 
Is  our  belt  facrifice. 


Why  fliould  the     mighty  make  their  boaft,  And 


Pokhill. 
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Psalm  52.    CM.  a?PEndIX. 
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heav'nly  grace  defpife  ?  In  their  own  arm  they  put  their  trufl,  And  fill  their  mouth  with  lies.  And  fill  their  mouth 


.  
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with  lies. 
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2  But  God  in  ^/engeance  fhall  deflroy, 
And  drive  them  from  his  face, 

No  more  fhall  they  his  church  annoy, 
Nor  find  on  earth  a  place. 


jzdzsz*  jprjE  ipzd^izzQj 

3  But  like  a  cultur'd  olive  grove, 
Drefs'd  in  immortal  green, 

Thy  Children  blooming  in  thy  love, 
Amid  thv  courts  are  feen. 


4  On  thine-  eternal  grace,  O  Lord, 
Thy  faints  fhall  reft  fecure, 

And  all,  who  truft  thy  holy  word, 
Shall  find  falvation  fure. 


2    No.  128. 


Tyrol. 


Ps,  52,    L.  M.  double* 


Why  fhould  the  haughty       hero     boaft,  His  vengeful  arm,  his    warlike    hoft  ?  While    blood  defiles    his       cruel    hand,  And     defolation       waftcs  the  land. 


zitzzzi: 


He     joys  to  hear  the       captive's  cry,  The  widow's  groan,  the  orphan's    figh  5     And  when  the     wearied    fword  would  fpare,  His  falfehood  fpreads  the  fatal  fnare. 
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3  He  triumphs  in  the  deeds  of  wrong,    And  arms  with  rage  his  impious  tongue 
With  pride  proclaims  his  dreadful  pow'r    And  bids  the  trembling  world  adore. 

3  But  God  beholds,  and  with  a  frown,    Cafts  to  the  duft  his  honors  down  ; 
The  righteous  freed  their  hopes  recal,    And  hail  the  proud  oppreffors  fall. 


{ 


4  How  low  the  infultrrtg  tyrant  lies,    Who  dar'd  th'  eternal  pow'r  defpife  ; 

And  vainly  deem'd  with  envious  joy,    His  arm  almighty  to  deftroy. 
6  We  praife  the  Lord  who  heard  our  cries,    And  fent  falvation  from  the  ikies  ; 
Tbe  faints,  who  law  our  mournful  days,    Shall  join  our  grateful  fongs  of  praifr. 


AIR. 


No. 


129. 
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Heybridge. 
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Psalm  53.  CM. 


Are      all  the    foes     of       Sion    fools,    Who  thus  devour     her    faints  ?  Do  they  not     know  her      Saviour     rules,  And       pities     her  complaints 


zrzzi: 
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f  2  They  (hall  be  feiz'd  with  fad  furprife  ;  For  God's  revenging  arm 
1  Sea 


Scatters  the  bones  of  them  that  rife    To  do  his  children  harm 

4  O  for  a  word  from  Sion's  King,    Her  captives  to  reftore  ! 
Jacob  with  all  the  tribes  (hall  ling,    And  Judah  weep  no  more 


I* 


C  3  Tn  vain  the  fons  of  Satan  boafl    Of  armies  in  array  ; 
\    When  God  has  firft  defpis'd  their  hoft,    They  fall  an  eafy  prey. 


No*  130 


Psalm  54,    C.  Ma  appendix, 
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£2  For  flaughtering  foes  infult  us  round,    Oppreflive,  proud  and  vain, 


^3  Yet  thy  forgiving  grace  wo  truft,    And  1  in  thy  pow'r  rejoice 


They  caft  thy  temples  to  the  ground,    And  all  our  rites  profane.  \    Thine  arm  (hall  crufh  our  foes  to  daft,   Thy  praile  infpire  our  voice. 

J4  Be  thou  with  thofe  whofe  friendly  hand    Upheld  us  in  diftrefs, 
\    Extend  thy  truth  through  ev'ry  land,    And  ftill  thy  people  blefs. 


AIR.        NO.  131, 


Alderney. 


Psalm  55,    C.  M.  double. 


-- 1- 


O    God  !  my     refuge,     hear    my    cries,    Behold     my       flowing    tears,  For  earth  and     hell    my  hurt     devife       And    triumph       in    my  fears. 
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Their  rage    is       level'd       at    my     life,    My    foul  with    guilt  they  load,   And    fill    my  thoughts  with  inward    ftrife,  To     fhake  my    hope    in  God. 


izizQz: 


ill 
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With  inward  pain  my  heart-ftrings  found,    I  groan  with  ev'ry  breat 
Horror  and  fear  befet  me  round    Amongft  the  (hades  of  death. 
O  were  I  like  a  feather'd  dove,     And  innocence  had  wings ; 
I'd  fly,  and  make  along  remove    From  all  thefe  reftlefs  things. 
Let  me  to  fome  wild  defert  go,    And  find  'a  peaceful  home, 
Where  ftorms  of  malice  never  blow,    Temptations  never  come. 
Vain  hopes,  and  vain  inventions  all,     To  'icape  the  rage  of  hell  ! 
The  mighty  God  on  whom  I  call,    Can  lave  me  here  as  well. 


Pause.  Cl  By  morning  light  I'll  feek  his  face,    At  noon  repeat  my  cry, 

The  night  (hall  hear  me  afic  his  grace,    Nor  will  he  long  deny.  _ 
8  God  (hall  preferve  my  foul  from  fear,    Or  (hield  me  wh«n  afraid  5 
Ten  thoufand  angels  mult  appear    If  he  command  their  aid. 
Cg  I  caft  my  burdens  on  the  Lord,    The  Lord  fuftains  them  all  ; 
J     My  courage  refts  upon  his  word,    That  faints  (hall  never  fall, 
"l  10  My  highefl:  hopes  (hall  not  be  vain,    My  lips  (hall  fpread  his  praife  ; 
While  cruel  and  deceitful  men,    Scarce  live  out  half  their  days. 
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His  arm  lhall  well  fuftain 


f  4  Becaufe  they  dwell-at  eafc, 
7     They  neither  fear  nor  trull 
f  5  But  I  with  all  my  cares  \ 
,  .\    -I'll  caff  my  burdens  on  bis 
The  children  of  his-  iove  ; 
fafety  (lands,    Nn  earthly  pow'r  ca 

Irir  zb*  C 


And  no 


Lord, 


M. 


AIR. 
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opnreflbr  ceafe,  Behold  how  envious  fmner  try  To  rex  and  break  rr.y  peace.  Behold  how  envious  finners  try  To,  &c. 
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The  fcSs'of.^totenc'e  after  h'ev '  Jorrrto  devour-me,-Lord, 
But  as  my  hourly  dargers  rife,    My  refuge  is -thy  word.  • 
In  God,-moft-holyr-jn4t,-and  t-rne  ;    I  have  repos'd  mytruft; 
Nor  will  I  fear  what  fleih  can' do,    The  ofFspring  of  the  duft. 
They  wreft  my  words  ,to  mifchief  Mill    Charge  me  with  unknown  faults  j 
Mifchief  doth  all  their  confels  fill,    And  malice  all  their  thoughts. 
Shall  they -efcape  withouc  thy  frown;  .  Mutt  their  jde.vicss_ft.and  ^....p, 
O  call  the  haughty  fiiirier  down,    And  let  him  know  thy  hand. 


-51 

■p-  i — 


25- — |  


[o  Thou  haft  fee ur'd  my  foul  from  death, 
That  heart  and  hand,  and  life  and  brea 
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-6  God  count?  the  forrows  of  his  faints,    Their  groans  aSe&  his  ears  ; 
Thou  haft  a  book  for  my  complaints,  I  A  bottle  Cox  my  tears.  „'*jKj 

7  When  to  thy  throne  I  raifc  my  cry,    The  wicked  fear  and  flee  ; 

So  fwift  is  prayer  to  reach  the  ffey,    So  near  is  God  to  me. 

8  In  thee,  moft  holy,  juft  and  true,    I  have  repos'd  my  truft  ; 
Nor  will  I  fear  what  man  can  do,    The  offspring  of  the  duft. 

9  Thy  fplenm  vows  are  on  me,  Lord,    Thou  malt  receive  mypratfe  : 
I'M.  %S»  "  ,How  faithful  is  thy  word  ;    How  righteous  all  thy  way 

G  fet  a  pris'ner  free*i^i~r~*«i 
y  be  employ'd  f"or  thee, 

Psalm  tfi  ■  E.  M, 
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it  dark  cloud 


is  overblown. 
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ITp  to  the  hcav'ns  I  fend  my  cry,    The  Lord  will  my  defires  perform  ;  •    "    4.  My  heart  is  flx'd  ;  my  fcjng  frfall  raife    Immortal  honors  to  thy  name  ; 

He  fends  his  angels  from  the  fky,    And  faves  me  from  the  thrcat'nlng  ftorm.  Awake,  my  tongue,  to  found  his  praile,    My  tongue,  the  glory  of  my  frame. 

Be  thou  exalted^  O  my  God,    Above  the  heav'ns  where  angels  dwell ;  * «.  '  '  $  High  o'er  the  earth  his  mercy  reigns,    Arid  reaches  to  the  btinoft  fey  t 

Thy  pow'r  on  earth  be  known  abi  cad,    And  land  to  land  thy  wonders  tell.  Kis  truth  to  endlefs  yeah  remain?,    When  lower  -world?  diifolve  and  die . 

6  Be  thou  exalted,  O  my  God,    Above  the  heav'n*  where  angels  dwell j 
Thy  pow'r  on  earth  be  known  abroad,    And  land  to  land  thy  wende:  s 
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Judges,  Whc 


wo  rid.  by 
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is  poor., And    let  rich 

Sac 


fecure»-  Whik  gold  and 


THE 


atnefs    bribe  your  hands  ?  While  gold  and 
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ve  forgot,  or  never  knew,    That  Cod  will  judge  the  judges  too  * 

rights  of  God,    And  fend  vour  bold  decrees  abroad. 
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High  in  ih 
Yet  vou  ' 


And  cru 
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.•ounds  : 

rs  So" 


eeth,  -eternal  God,    Thofe  teeth  of  iions 
e  ferpents  in  the  duft  } 
As  empty  chaff,' whea  whirlwinds  'rife, .  Before  thefweepi 
So  let  their  hopes  and  names  be  loft-  j^jffllpj^ 
("5  Th'  Almighty  thunders  from  the  fky,    Their  grandeur  rri 
J  As  hills  of  fnow  diilolve  and  run, 

1     Or  fnails  that' peri fh  m  their  fllme,    Or  births  that  coftie  - 
Vain  births  that  never  fccjjie  .fun.'  . 
Safety  and  joy  to  faints  afford  ; 


\0.  1 
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And  all  that  hear  fliall  join  and  fay,«i  u       '.!•**'.  f 

«  Sure  there's"  a  G<ni  that  rules  on  high,  A  God  that  hears  h:s 
_*r."A    "And  will  their  fulf 'rings  well  repay."*.*  . 

Danvers,  Psalm  59; 

3od  of  heav'n  defend,       Who  brave  the  vengeance  of  the  fkicc. 


ith  the  fll 


s,    And  defart  wilds' they  come, 
ji-b'rous  force,    And  through  th) 
Their  i^iet  plots  they  lay. 


in.vsm  their  fecre^guiie,  ur  open  wjre 
His  eye  can  pierce  the  deepeft  Veil,  .h> 
..Vet  fave  them,  Lord,  from  death,  Left 
But  drive  them  with  thine  angry  bteulij-, 


Vrc- churn,  our  gujttJdiMti^fe*  ; 

roice*   Andfound'the  praae  aJbroa< 


j6    Aro.  137, 


Treble. 
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Millham. 

Counter. 
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Psalm  60.    C,  M. 


air.   Lord,    haft    thou      caft  the 


nation     off,      { Bas;.  Muft  we  for 


Treble. 


Counter, 

Mi 


Tenor.  Wilt   thou  indulge 

w- 


immor    -  tal  wrath  ?       f  Bass.  Shall    mercy  ne'er    return  ? 


3 


Wilt  thou  indulge    immortal  wrath  J  Shall  mercy  ne'er  return  J 
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^"2  The  terror  of  one  frown  of  thine,    Melts  all  our  Pirength  away  ; 
£     Like  men  that  totter,  drunk  with  wine    We  tremble  in  difmay. '• 
f  3  "  Our  Sion  trembles  at  thy  ftroke,    And  dreads  thy  lifted  hand  ! 
"  Oh,  heal  the  people  thou  haft  broke,  An 


("4  Lift  up  a  banner  in  the  f.cld,    For  thofe  that  fear  thy  name  ; 

\  Save  thy  beloved  with  thy  wield,    And  put  our  foes  to  ihame. 

Kj  Go  with  our  armies  to  the  fight,    Like  a  confed'rate  God  ; 

£  In  vain 


d  fave  the  finking  land."  \     In  vain  confed'rate  pow'rs  unite    Againft  thy  lifted  rod 

6  Our  troops  fhall  gain  a  vtfide  renown    By  thine  afTifting  hand  ; 

'Tis  God  that  treads  the  mighty  down,    And  makes  the  feeble  ftand. 


Middlezon. 


Psalm  61.    S.  M.  double. 


When  overwhelrn'd  with  grief,  My  heart  within  me  dies ;  Helplefs  and  far  from  all  relief,  To  heav'n  I  lift  mine    eyes.    O  lead  me  to  the  rock  That's  high  above  my  t 
____  __  ^_   — -—   -     g  —  ~  __j ^ ^  '"'^j 


head,    And    make    the  covert 


of   thy  wings       My       fhelter       and     my  fhade. 

SS 


My  fliel 


ter     and       my  (hade. 
s~~s     r~\  1 


^  ^— 1-^  j  ■      ~~~~  ~L  II  --^-j 


r_"S 


3  Within  thy  prefence,  Lord,    For  ever  I'll  abide  ; 
Thou  art  the  tow'r  of  my  defence,   The  refuge  where  I  hide. 


4  Thou  gifeft  me  th^pt    Of  thofc  that  fear  thy  name  ; 
If  endlefs  He 'be  tHeir  reward,    I  flrall  poffefs  the  fam<* 


No,  139, 


Brqmingion, 


Psalm  62,    L.  M. 


7 


AIR. 


My     fpirit  looks  to    God  "alone;     My  rock  and         refuge  is    ^  his  throne;  In  all   my        fears,    in  all  my  ftraits,  My  foul  on  his  falvation  waits. 


_B_j_ — ._j 


Truft  him,  ye  faints,  in  all  your  ways,    Pour  out  your  hearts  before  his  face  3 
When  helpers  fail,  and  foes  invade,    God  is  our  all-fufficient  aid. 
Faife  are  the  men  of  high  degree,    The  bafer  fort  are  vanity  ; 
Laid  in  the  balance  both  appear    Light  as  a  puff  of  empty  air. 

V  6  For  fov'reign  pow'r  reigns  not  alone, 
Thy  grace  and  juftice,  mighty  Lord, 


J"  4  Make  not  increafing  gold  your  truft,    Nor  fet  ypur  hearts  on  glitt'ring  dutt  ; 

\    Why  will  you  gr'afp  the  fleeting  fmoke,    And  not  believe  what  God  has  fpoke  ? 

§5  Once  has  his  awful  voice  declar'd,    Once  and  again  my  ears  have  heard, 

\    "  All  power  is  his  eternal  due  ;    He  rnuft  be  fear'd  and  trufted  too.1' 
Grace  is  a  partner  of  the  throne  ; 
Shall  well  divide  our  lalt  reward. 


So  pilgrims,     on       the    fcorching  fand,    Beneath     a       burning    fky,    Long  for  a         cooling  ftream    at    hand,.  And  they    nralV      drink    or.  die. 


{ 


3  I've  feen  thy  glory  and  thy  pow'r    Through  all  thy  temple  mine  ; 
My  God,  repeat  that  heav'nly  hour,    That  vifion  fo  divine. 

4  Not  all  the  bleflings  of  a  fealt    Can  pleafe  my  foul  fo  well, 
As  whea  thy  richer  grace  I  tifte   And  in  thy  prefence  dwell. 


"5  Not  life  itfelf  with  all  its  joys,    Can  my  belt  pallions  move  ; 

Or  raife  fo  high  my  cheerful  voice,    As  thy  forgiving  love. 
6  Thus  'till  my  laft  expiring  day,    I'll  blefs  my  God  and  King 
Thus  will  I  lift  my  hands  to  pray,    And  tune  my  lips  to  fing. 


.  2d  I 


zzi~i: 

 J  


E^zHzi 

eitir^  on  my  bed,  Mv 
f  hie,  mj<  hope.  I  faid,  ' 
u:s  up  thine-hi-U,'  And 


Thy  fwon 


iv'nly  road  ; 


4  1  hy  mercy  itretches  o'er  my  hend    The  fhadow  of  thy  win? 
My  heart  rejoices  in  thine  aid,    My  tongue  awakes  and  jings 

5  But. the  rielhoyersof  my  peace    ohall  tret  and  rage  in  vain 
The  tempter  fhall  forever  ceafe,    And  all  my  f*Os'be  ttain. 

id  fend  them  down  to  dwell 
depths  of  hell.  n% 


AT: 


Ac,  14 


Biidtt 


double. 


Ireat  God,  hidmge  my    humble  claim,  Thou  art  my  hope!  rny'joy/niy  reft ;  The  glories  that  compofc'  thy  name  Stand  i 


4?  


engag'd      to    make  me 


M 

1 

rz^EtzpzzrEtzzIzazi 

:z;z±_zr;±;dz|zzL: 


^zzrzgz:t-jz|z^zjzzJzzzT3zf]z^zr:^tzgxzpzz.  ©zi^mc^ 
ztz§ZTzcz^:*-xg~-^~»~t«Td-ft~r-t^-F~r-  f~F~F-TriP-,rTr-^--2 


u  juit  and  wife,  Thou 


my  God ;  And 

:red  ties  :  Thy 

Hon,  t 

hy  fervanf,  bought  with 

f-e-~« — 1-1— 
f~r~tr  s  f  f 

izziZj" gi£?x: 


For  thee  I  3on£, 


loc 


heart  and.  eyes,  and  lifted. hand:,, 
ravcllers.  in  thii fty  lands  1 
~  early,  feet  I  love  t'  appear 

lave  I  feen  thy  glory  there,    And  felt  the  povv'r  of  fov'reign  gra 


to  thee 

at  for  the  cooling  water-brook. 
Among  thy  faints,  and  feek  thy  face 


'     —  i —  •  —  '^-ft" 

Not  iruits,  nor  wines  that  tempt  our  tafre,  Nor  all  the  joys  our  k 
Could  n~kc  me  fo  divinely  bM, '  Or  raifc  my  cheerful  pafiioa  fo. 


6  My  life  itfelf,  without  .thy  love    No  tafie  or  pk-afure'could  afford  ; 

'TVould  but  a  lirefome  burden  prove,  vIf,  I  were  banifn'fl  from  the 
•j,  Amidft  the  wakeful  hours  of  night,  "  When  bufy  cares  afilict  my  he; 

One  thought  of  thee  gives  new  delight  ;  And  adds  refrehWnt  to  i 
8  I'll  lift  my  har.ds,  I'll  raife  jny  voice,    While  I  have  breath  to  pray  ! 

'.'  his  work  fiialJ  make  my  heart  rejoice,   And  fpead  the  reim:'u;t  ol  I 


Ossett, 


S. 


'7A 


)od,  permit 


my  tongue  This 


ZIZ_-Z_ 
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2  My  thirty,  fainting  foul    Thy  mercy  does  implere 

Not  travellers  in  defert  lands    Caa  pant  for  water  more.. 

Wilhirt  thy  churches,  Lord,    I  long  to  lind  my  place, ; 

Thy  now'r  and  glory  to  behold,  And  feel  thy  quick'ning 
,4  For  iife  without  thy  love  (  No  relish  can  afford  !  '■. 

No  joy  can  be  compar'd  with  this,    To  ferve  arjd  pleafe  ti 

S  The  fhadow  of  thy 


5  .To  tliee  I'll  lift  my  hands,    And  prajfe  thee  while  T  live 
.Not the  rich  dainties  of  a  feait    Such  food  or  plcafure  give.. 

6  In  wakeful  hours  of  night,    i  call  my  God  to  mindj 
irace.                |  think  how  wife  thy  counfels  are,    And  all  thy  dealings  kind, 

9wjtf  '*  7  Since  thou  haft  been  my  help,    To  thee  my  fpirit  flies*,,,. :„  . 
!  Lord.  And  on  thy  watchful  providence    My  'cheerful  hope  relies-  -' 

fafety  keeps 


-  I  follow  where  my  father  leeds,    And  he  fupports  my  Reps, 

'entonvilte. 


1  OClJ 


X.  n  h 

. -j.  aci_ _.  — _.— a 


E3zzB_*E~=Iz&^  §*g5| 
zlz  E±t|^  g«B-SS£  to 

or  let    my   .     drooping  fpirit         faint;    When  foes  in.  fee  ret       fpiead   the  fnare,. 


Great  God  attend  to 


my       complaint,  Nor 


:z3z£z£zci:t_ 


:*<x: 


izxzrzrxz^zzjzi: 
:ziz^.c:z?:ziz^: 
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lxesz: 


:zvz^zgzffzzpz:zz: 


■  "  .  SE  i  

_  w  

e'zzi^zjzz: 
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$  H 


S-ZZ-I 


my    ..    falvation  _       be    thy    care.  When  foes  in    "   "  fecr 


Shield  me  without,  and  guard  within,    From  treacherous  foes  and  deadly  fin  5 
May  envyj  lull,  and  pride  depart,    And  heav'nl'y  grace  expand  my.hcart. 

t  4  Then  fhall  thy  church  exalt  her  voice, 


fpread    the  '  fnare,  Let      my       fal       -       vatioa  ■  be 


thy 
Z}Z 

siE 


:czziz:3-|i 
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•  faith  approach  thine  awful  throne, 


„>.Thy  juflice  and  tliy  pow'r  difplay,    And  fc£tt?r  far  thy  foes  away  ; 
While  lift'ning  nations  learn  thy  word,    Afld,  faints  tn-JU)pha_t  bleiEs 
And  ail  that  love  thy  name  rejoice  j  < 
Arid  plead  the  merits  of  thy-  Son, 


1  fTP 

izzz;^!' 
izgziEli.: 


the  Lord. 


80    No.  145. 


Hatfield. 


Psalrn  65.    L.M.  ijl  Part. 


AIR. 


The  praife  of      Sion    waits       for  thee,  My  God  }  and  praife  becomes^  thy  houfe,  There  fliall  thy  faints  thy  glory  fee,  And  there  perform    their  public  vows 


R:*::=R 


O  thou,  whofe  mercy  bends  the  fkies,    To  fave  when  humble  finners  pray, 
All  lands  to  thee  fhall  lift  their  eyes,    And  iflands  of  the  Northern  fea. 
Againft  thy  will  my  fins  prevail,    But  grace  fhall  purge  away  their  ftain  ; 
The  blood  of  Chrift  will  never  fail    To  wafh  my  garments  white  again. 
Bleft  is  the  man  whom  thou  fhalt  choofe,    And  give  him  kind  accefs  to  thee  ; 
Give  him  a  place  within  thy  houfe,    To  taile  thy  love  divinely  free; 


Let  Babel  fear  when  Siori  prays 


-St- 


7 


Babel  prepare  for  long  diflrcfs, 
When  Sion's  God  himfeif  arrays    In  terror  and  in  righteoufnefs. 
With  dreadful  glory  God  fulfils    What  his  afnitfed  faints  requeft  ; 
And  with  almighty  wrath  reveals    His  love  to  give  his  churches  reft. 
Then  ftiall  the  flocking  nations  run    To  Sion's  hill,  and  own  their  Lord  j 
The  rifing  and  the  fetting  fun,    Shall  fee  the  Saviour's  name  ador'd. 


AIR. 


I46. 


Providence. 
  ^ 


Ps.  6$.    L.  M.  2d  Part.  D. 


...  -g-^-'   


The  God  of      my  falvation       hears  The  groan's  of      Sion    rnix'd  with  tears,     Yet  when  he  comes  with  kind  defigns,  Through  all  the  way  his  terror  fhines. 


On  him  the      race  of  man  depends,  Far     as  the  earth's  remoteft 


Where  the     Creator's     name  is  known,  By  nature's  feeble   light  alone. 


zrzzJzizzizzJz 

3  Sailors  that  travel  o'er  the  flood,    Addrefs  their  'frighted  fouls  to  God  : 
When  tempefts  rage,  and  billows  roar,    At  dreadful  diftance  from  the  fhore. 

4  He  bids  the  noify  tempefl  ceafe,    He  calms  the  raging  croud  to  peace  ; 
When  a  tumultuous  nation  raves,    Wild  as  the  winds,  and  loud  as  waves. 

5  Whole  kingdoms  fhaken  by  the  dorm,    He  fettles  in  a  peaceful  form  ; 
Mountains  cflablifli'd  by  his  hand,    Firm  on  their  old  foundation  ftand. 

6  Behold  his  enfigns  fweep  the  fky,    New  comets  blaze,  and  lightnings  fly  ; 

The  heathen  lands  with  fwift  furprize,    From  the  bright  horrors  turn  their  eyes, 

7  At  his  command  the  morning  ray    Smiles  in  the  eaft,  and  leads  the  day  ; 
He  guides  the  fun's  declining  wheels,    Over  the  tops  of  weffern  hills. 


8  Seafons  and  times  obey  his  voice,    The  ev'ning  and  the  morn  rejoice. 

To  fee  the  earth  made  foft  with  fhow'rs,    Laden  with  fruit,  and  drefs'd  in  flow'rs. 

9  'Tis  from  his  wat'ry  flores  on  high,    He  gives  the  thirfty  ground  fupply  ; 
He  walks  upon  the  clouds,  and  thence    Doth  his  enriching  drops  difpenfe. 
The  defart  grows  a  fruitful  field,    Abundant  food  the  values  yield  ; 
The  vallies  fhout  with  cheerful  voice,    And  neighb'Ting  hills  repeat  their  joys. 
The  pafturcs  fmile  in  green  array  ;    There  lambs  and  larger  cattle  play  ; 
The  larger  cattle  and  the  lamb,    Each  in  his  language,  fpeaks  thy  name. 

iz  Thy  works  pronounce  thy  pow'r  divine  ;  O'er  ev'ry  field  thy  glories  Ihine  ; 

Through  ev'ry  month  thy  gifts  appear ;  Great  God  !  thy  goodnefs  crowns  theye«r. 


10 
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No.  147, 


Hilling  ton. 


Ps,  65.   C.  M.  iJiparL 


8 


AIR. 


Praife  waits  in  Zion,  Lord,  for  thee,  There  mall  our  vows  be  paid  •      Thou  haft  an  ear  when  finners  pray,  All  flefli  (hall  fee!:  thine  aid.   All  flefb.  fhall  feek  thine  aid. 


2  Lord,  bur  iniquities  prevail,    But  pard'ning  grace  is  thine,  4  In  anfw'ring  what  thy  church  recjuelfsj    Thy  truth  and  terror  Stone, 
And  thou  wilt  grant  us  pow'r  and  Hull    To  conquer  ev'ry  fin.  And  works  of  dreadful  righteoufnefs    Fulfil  thy  kind  defign. 

3  Bleft  are  the  men  whom  thou  wilt  choofe,    To  bring  them  near  thy  face.  5  Thus  (hall  the  wond'ring  nations  fee    The  Lord  is  good  and  juft  ; 
Give  them  a  dwelling  in  thine  houfe,    To  feaft  upon  thy  grace.  And  diftant  lflands  fly  to  thee,    And  make  thy  name  their  truit. 

6  They  dread  thy  glitt'ring  tokens,  Lord,    When  iigns  in  heav'n  appear  ; 
But  they  (hall  learn  thy  holy  word,    And  love  as  well  as  fear. 


No.  148. 


Counter. 


Ter.or  or  Trshlcs 


Verden. 


Ps.  65.    C.  M,  2d  Part. 


'Tis  by  thy    ftrength    the    mountains       fland,  God 


of 


eternal 


pow  r 


The   fea  grows    calm     at      thy  command,  The 


.1 

BE 
Ez±= 

□  -r— 
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by 


thy  ftrength  the        mountains  ftand,  God  of 


eternal ' 


pow'r  ! 


'Tis    by  thy    ftrength         "the  mountains  ftand,    God       of  eternal  pow'r!  ^ 


2  The  morntng  light  and  ev'ning  fhade    Succeffive  comforts  bring  ;  4  Thofe  wand'ring  citterns  in  the  fky,    Borne  by  the  winds  around, 
Thy  plenteous  fruits  make  harveft  glad,    Thy  flow'rs  adorn  the  fpring.  With  wat'ry  treafures  well  fupply    The  furrows  of  the  ground, 

3  Seafons  and  times,  and  moons  and  hours,    Heav'n,  earth  and  air  are  thine,  5  The  thirlty  ridges  drink  their  fill,    And  ranks  of  corn  appear  ; 
When  douds  diflil  in  fruitful  Ihow'rs,    The  author  is  divine.  Thy  ways  abound  with  bleffings  ftill,    Thy  gocdnds  crowns  the  year. 


82    No.  149. 

Treile.  ' 


Sparta.  IPs.  65.    C.  M.  3d  i^zr/. 


ill* 


II 


Good  is  the  Lord,  the  heav'nly  King, Who  makes  the  earth  his  care, Who  makes  the  earth  his  care,Vifits  the  paftures  ev'ry  fprir.g,  And  bids  the  graf:  appear,  And  bids  the  grafs  appear 

Tenor. 


iI3* 


Vifits  the  paftures 


And 


zrrp: 


— i—i— 
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-it  1 
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The  clouds 
Their  wat'ry 
The  foften'd 
The  vallies  r 


like  rivers  rais'd  on  high,    Pour  out,  at  his  command, 
bleffings  from  the  iky,    To  cheer  the  thirfty  land, 
ridges  of  the  field    Permit  the  corn  to  fpring  ; 
ich  provifion  yield,  And  the  poor  lab'rers  fing. 

6  The  various  months  thy  goodnefs  crowns, 
The  bleating  flocks  fpread  o'er  the  downs 


ViJits  die  paftures  ev'ry  fpring,  And 

\  The  little  hills  on  ev'ry  fide,    Rejoice  at  falling  fhow'rs, 
The  meadows  drefs'd  in  all  their  pride,    Perfume  the  air  with  flovr'rs. 

;  The  barren  clods  refrefh'd  with  rain,    Promife  a  joyful  crop  ; 
The  parched  grounds  look  green  again,    And  raile  the  reaper's  hope. 
How  bounteous  are  thy  ways  ! 

And  fhepherds  fhout  thy  praife. 


No.  150. 


Wickham. 


Psalm  66.    CM.  iji  Part. 


Sing  all  ye 


AIR. 


nations       to  the  Lord,  Sing  with  a 


joyful  noife  ;  With  melody  of  found  record  His    honors,  and  your     joys.     His  honors,  and  your  joys. 




Treble.  Duett. 


mm 


sziz: 


III 


Sa 


Say  to    the     pow'r  that        /Lakes  the    fky,    "  How  terrible     art    thou  ?    Sinners    before     thy       prefence     fly,    Or      at    thy     feet  they  bow 


8 
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Come,  fee  the         wonders  of     our    God,    How  glor'ous      are       his       ways  !      In        Mofes'  hand       he  puts       his  rod, 


i.  _. — 



r — 
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And  cleaves  the    frighted,  cleaves  the  lrighted         feas.    And  cleaves  the    frighted    feas.  In  Mofes'  hand  he  puts  his  rod,  And  cleaves  the  frighted  feas.  And 


And  cleaves  the  frighted,  cleaves  the  frighted   feas.    In  Mofes' hand  he  puts  his  rod,  In  Mofes' hand  he  puts  his  rod,  And 


And    cleaves  the  frighted--        feas.    And  cleaves  the   frighted  feas. 


—  •--4—  >l_c- 


In     Mofes'  hand  he  puts  his  rod,  And 


cleaves  the  frighted    feas.    In        Mofes'  hand    he    puts  his  rod, 

 , — 


And  cleaves  the  frighted  feas.        And    cleaves    the       frighted  feas. 


And  cleaves  the  frighted     feas.  And 


And  cleaves  the  frighted  feas.    And    cleaves  the  frighted    feas.  And  ^~  '    r~  ^ 


Tenor. 

— ■*- 


Bass. 


He   made  the       ebbing       channel     dry,    While    Ih'el     pafs'd    the    flood  ;  There  did  the  church  begin    their    joy,  And  triumph       in    their  God. 


84 


^     Moderate,  _^  ^  ____  _    _=____  _   


He    rules    \>j      his       refiftlefs       might ;  Will  rebel     mortals    dare  Trovoke     th'  Eeternal      to  the  fight,  And  tempt  that     dreadful  war 

_± 


O  blefs  our    God,  and      never     ceafe,    Ye  faints,       fulfil      his    praife  :  He  keeps  our     life,   maintains    our  peace,  And  guides  our       doubtful  ways. 


-J-- 
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7  Lord,  thou  haft  prov'd  our  fuff'ring  fouls,    To  make  our  graces  (hine  ; 
So  filver  bears,  the  burnin?  coals.    The  metal  to  refine. 


Through  wat'ry  deeps  and  fiery  ways,  We  march  at  thy  command, 
Led  to  poffefs  the  promis'd  place,    By  thine  unerring  hand. 


C.  M.  2d  Part 


St.  Johns  Ps.  G6  fj>fZj 


Now    fhall  my       folemn     vows    be    paid     to     that      almighty  pow'r, 


That  heard  the  long  requefts       I  made    In    my  diftrefsful 


hour, 
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2  My  lips  and  cheerful  heart  prepare    To  make  his  mercies  known  ; 
Come  ye  that  fear  my  God,  and  hear    The  wonders  he  has  done. 

3  When  on  my  head  huge  forrovvs  fell,    I  fought  his  heav'nlyaid  ; 
He  fuv'd  my  finking  foul  from  hell,    And  death's  eternal  lhade. 


4  If  fin  lay  cover'd  in  my  heart,    While  pray'r  empioy'd  my  tongue, 
The  Lord  had  fhown  me  no  regard,    Nor  I  his  praifes  fung.  ' 

j  [But  God,  his  name  be  ever  bleit,    Has  fet  my  fpirit  free  : 

Nor  turn'd  from  him  my  poor  requeft,    Nor  turn'd  his  heart  from  me.] 


No.  152, 


Siont 


AIR, 


Psalm  67,    C.  M. 


85 
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Shine,  mighty    God,  on      Sion  fuine, 

-zfcrzznzzzi— z— t-"----t-----t---: 
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on    /Sicn     fhine,    With  beams  of  heav'nly     grace  ;    Reveal  thy  pow'r  through  all  our  coafts, 


on 


Shine,  mighty  God,  on 


zfzrzz: 
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Reveal  thy 
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And    fhew  thy 

izfcizzzzrzzziz: 
bz*zzzz:zzzziz:  ^ 

And  fhow  thy 


■-Q— 
face. 


fmiling 


Reveal    thy    pow'r  through  all     our  coafts, 


Revea!  thy 


w_±  e- 

fmiling  face 

fz^EEz 


Reveal  thy   pow'r  thro'     all  our 


pow'r  thro'  all  ou 


coafts, 


Reveal  thy  pow'r  thro'  all  our  coafts,  Reveal  thy  pow'r   thro'    all       our  coafh, 


pow'r  thro' 


ill 


our    coafts,  Reveal   thy        pow'r  thro'  all  our  coafts 


G- 

And     fhow        thy  fmiling  face. 

5ZZIZZO: 
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coafts,      Reveal    thy  pow'r  thro'  all  our  coafts,  Reveal 


ReAeal  thy 


•0- 


-e- 


pow'r  thro' 


all  our 


coaft: 


And  fliew  thy 


fmiling  .  face. 


2  [Amid  our  "  realm"  exalted  high,      Do  thou  our  glory  ftand, 
Andlike  a  wall  of  guardian  fire,    Surround  the  fav'rite  land.] 

3  When  fhall  thy  name  from  fhorctofhore    Sound  all  the  earth  abroad, 
And  dittant  nations  know  and  love    Their  Savionr  and  their  God  i 

4  Sing  to  the  Lord,  ye  diftant  lands,    Sing  loud  with  folemn  voice  ; 
"  Let  ev'ry"  tongue  exalt  his  praife,    And  ev'ry  heart  rejoice. 


5  He  the  great  Lord,  the  Sov'reign  Judge,    That  fits  enthron'd  above, 
Wifely  commands  the  worlds  he  made,    In  juftice  and  in  love. 

6  Earth  ftiall  obey  her  maker's  will,    And  yield  a  full  incieafe  ; 

Our  God  will  crown  his  chofen  "  land"    with  fruitfulnefs  and  peace^ 

7  God  the  Redeemer  fcatters  round    His  choicrft  favours  here, 
While  the  creation's  utmoft  bound    Shall  fee,  adore  and  fear, 


fix; 


86    No.  153, 


Mah 


on. 


Psalm  68.    L.  M.  17?  Part. 

Soft.  Loud. 


w 


Loud. 
1  l-r-  


Let  God  srife  in  all  his  might,  And  put  the  troops  of  hell  to  flight  ;  As  fmoke  that  fought  to  cloud  the  flries,  Before  the  nfing  tempft  flies.  Btfose  the  rifing  temped  flics.  " 


oil 


11= 


t>-' 
2 

3 
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PPIe  comes  array'd  in  burning  flames,    jultice  and  vengeance  are  his  names  ;.  5  He  breaks  the  captive's  heavy  chain,    And  pris'ners  fee  the  light  again  ; 

Behold  his  fainting  foes  expire    Like  melting  wax  before  the  fire.]  But  rebels  that  difpute  his  will,    Shall  dwell  in  chains  and  darknefs  Rill. 

He  rides  and  thunders  through  the  Iky,  His  name  Jehovah  founds  on  high  ;  pausf.  6  Kingdoms  and  thrones  to  God  belong  ;  Crown  him  ye  nations  in  your  fong 
Sing  to  his  name,  ye  fons  of  grace,    Ye  faints  rejoice  before  his  face.  His  wond'rous  names  and  pow'rs  rehcarfe  ;    His  honors  fhall  enrich  your  veri 

The  widow  and  the  fatherlefs    Fly  to  his  aid  in  fh  irp  dilhefs  ;  7  He  (hakes  the  heav'ns  with  loud  alarms  ;    How  terrible  is  God  in  arms  ? 

In  him  the  poor  and  helplels  find    A  judge  that's  juil,  a  father  kind.  In  Tfrael  are  his  mercies  known,    Iirael  is  his  peculiar  throne. 

8  Proclaim  him  king,  pronounce  him  bled,    He's  your  defence,  your  joy,  your  reft  ; 
When  teirors  rile  and  nations  faint,    God  is  the  Ilrength  of  ev'ry  faint. 


AIR.     NO.  I54. 


Blench 


on. 


Ps.  68.    L.  M.  2d  Part. 


Lord,  when  thou  didfl  afcend 

-sir- 


on     high  Ten  thoufand    angels       fill'd  the  fky  ;  Thofe  heav'nly  guards  around  thee  wait,  Like  chariots  that  attend 


thy  flate. 


i—  --O 
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2  Not  Sinai's  mountain  could  appear    More  glorious  when  the  Lord  was  there  ;  3  How  bright  the  triumph  none  can  tell,    When  the  rebellious  pow'rs  of  hell, 

While  he  pronoune'd  his  dreadful  law,    And  fliuck  the  chofen  tribes  with  awe.  That  thoufand  fouls  had  captive  made,    Were  all  in  chains  like  captives  led. 

4  Rais'd  by  his  Father  to  the  throne,  He  fent  the  promis'd  Spirit  down, 

With  gifts  and  grace  for  rebel  men,  That  God  might  dwell  on  earth  again. 


ATR.     NO.  I55. 


Stanwix. 


Ps.  68. 


L.  M.  3d  Part.  D. 


We  blefs  the    Lord,      thejufi:  and    good,    Who  fills  our  hearts  with  joy  and  food,  Who  pours  his  blefiings  from  the    fl<ies,  And  loads  our  days  with  rich  fupplies. 


v> 


I 


JiR  ^  


Ke  fends  the 


fun  his 


circuit  round,  To  cheer  the  fruits,  to  warm  die  ground  ;  He  bids  the  clouds  with  plenteous  rain  Refrcfh  the  thirfty    earth  again. 


07 
■I  rf 


112  Z 
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'Tis  to  his  care  we  owe  our  breath,    And  all  our  near  efcapesfrom  death  ; 
Safety  and  health  to  God  belong  ;    He  helps  the  weak  and  guards  the  ftrong, 
He  makes  the  faint  and  (inner  prove    The  common  blefTings  of  his  love  ; 
But  the  wide  difference  that  remains,    Is  endlefsjoys,  or  endlefs  pains. 


~tt~. 


5  The  Lord,  that  bruis'd  the  ferpent's  head,    On  all  the  ferpent's  feed  (hall  trea 
The  ftuhborn  finner's  hope  confound,    And  fmite  him  with  a  lading  v/ound. 

6  But  his  right  hand  his  faints  (ball  raife    From  the  deep  earth,  or  deeper  feas  ; 
And  bring  them  to  his  couits  above,    There  (hall  they  taite  his  fpecial  love. 


lIR.  No.  156. 


Heshbon. 


Psalm  69.    C.  M.  \Jl  Part.  D. 


"  Save    me,    O    Lord,  the     fwelling    floods  Break   in      upon       my    foul  :  I     fink  ;  and      forrows     o'er    my    bead,  Like  mighty     waters  roll." 


"  I     cry  'till     all  my    voice  be    gone,  In   tears  I    wade  the    day  :    My  God,  behold  my    longing    eyes,  And  (hoi ten    thy  delay.  And  fhorten  thy  ueiay." 


411 


3  "  They  hate  my  foul  without  a  caufe,    And  (till  their  number  grows  8 
"  More  than  the  hairs  around  my  head,    And  mighty  are  my  foes. 

4  "  'Twas  then  I  paid  that  dreadful  debt    That  men  could  never  pay,  9 
"  And  gave  thofc  honors  to  thy  law    Which  finners  took  away." 

5  Thus,  in  the  great  Median's  name,    The  royal  prophet  mourns  ;  10 
Thus  he  awakes  our  hearts  to  grief,    And  gives  us  joy  by  turns. 

6  "  Now  fhall  the  faints  rejoice  and  find    Salvation  in  thy  name  ;  1 1 
"  For  I  have  borne  their  heavy  load,    Of  forrow,  pain  and  (hame. 

7  "  Grief,  like  a  garment  cloth'd  me  round,    And  lakcloth  was  my  drefs,  12 
"  While  I  procur'd  for  naked  fouls    A  robe  of  righteoufnefs. 


'  Among  my  brethren  and  the  Jews,    I  like  a  ftranger  flood, 
And  bore  their  vile  reproach,  to  bring    The  Gentiles  near  ten,  God. 
I  came,  in  finful  mortals  Head,    To  do  my  Father's  will  ; 
Yet  when  I  cleans'd  my  Father's  houfe,    They  fcandaliz*'d  my  zeaV 
My  falling  and  my  holy  groans    Were  made  the  drunkard's  fon^  ; 
But  God,  from  hlsceleftial  throne,    Heard  my  C'.-u'";;Unii.)g  iV:igue. 
Hefav'd  me  from  the  dieadful  deep.    Nor  let  m*  ioui  be,  drown'd  ; 
He  raib'd  and  fix'd  ir.y  finking  feet    On  well  «d-'jblifh'd  ground. 
'Twas  in  a  molt  accepted  hour    My  prayer  «*',ofe  o£i  bigh  ; 
And  for  my  fake  my  God  (hall  hear    TJ.-.  •dying  ftaner's  cry," 


No.  157. 
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Ps.  69.    C.  M.  2d  Part.  D* 


Now  let  our  lips  with  I10I7  fear  And  mournful  pleafure  fing  The  fuff'rings  of  our  great  High  Prieft,The  forrows  of  our  King.  He  finks  in  floods  of  deep  diftrefs  ; 

iiilllillliffil 


Loud. 


tr 


high  the    waters     rife  !  While  to  his  heav'hly     Father's  ear  He  fends  perpetual 


cries.  While  to  his  heav'nly    Father's  ear  He  fends   perpetual  cries. 


iliiiiiii 
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3  "  Hear  me,  O  Lord,  and  fave  thy  Son,    Nor  hide  thy  ftining  face  ; 
"  Why  fitould  thy  fav'rite  look  like  one    Forfaken  of  thy  grace  ? 

4  "  With  rage  they  periecute  the  man,    That  groans  beneath  thy  wound, 
"  While,  for  a  facrifice,  I  pour    My  life  upon  the  ground. 

5  "  They  tread  my  honor  to  the  duft,  And  laugh  when  I  complain  ; 
"  Their  fliarp  infulting  {landers  add    Frefh  anguifli  to  my  pain. 

6  "  All  my  reproach  is  known  to  thee,    The  fcandal  and  the  fhame  ; 
"  Reproach  has  broke  my  bleeding  hearty   And  lies  defil'd  my  name,. 


7  "  I  look'd  for  pity,  hut  in  vain  ;    My  kindred  are  my  grief, 

"  I  afk  my  friends  for  comfort  round,    Bui'meet  with  no  relief. 

8  "  With  vinegar  they  mock  my  thirft,    They  give  me  gall  for  food  f 
"  And  {porting  with  my  dying  groans,    They  triumph  in  my  blood. 

§  "  Shine  into  my  diftrefled  foul,    Let  thy  companion  fave  ; 

"  And  though  my  flefli  fink  down  to  death,  Redeem  it  from  the  grave- 
lo"  I  fliall  arile  to  praife  thy  name,    Shall  reign  in  worlds  unknown, 

^  And  tBy  falvation,:  0  my  Qod,  '  Shall  feat  me.  on 'thy,  throne.'* 


I    No.  158.  Boyhton*  5Ps.  69.    CM.  Fart. 
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AIR.    Father,    1     fing  thy     wond'rous   grace,  I      Wefs  my    Saviour's  name  ;  He  bought  falva    -    tion     for   tHe  poor.    And  bore    rhe     finntr's  Ihame. 


His  deep  diftrefs  has  rais'd  us  high  ;    His  duty  and  his  seal, 
Fulfil'd  the  law  which  mortals  broke,    And  fmiih'd  all  thy  will. 
His  dying  groans,  his  living  longs,    Shall  better  pleafe  my  God, 

Than  harp  or  trumpet's  folemn  found,    Than  goat's  or  bullock's  blood,  "  While  lands  and  feas  aflMt  the  Iky,    And  join  t'advance  his  praiff 

6  Zion  is  thine,  moft  holy  God  ;    Thy  Son  (hall  blefs  her  gates 
And  glory  purchas'd  by  his  blood    For  thine  own  Ifrael  waits 


4  This  fhall  his  humble  foll'wers  fee;    And  fet  their  hearts  at  reft  ; 
They  by  his  death  draw  near  to  thee,    And  live  forever  bled. 

5  Let  heav'n,  and  all  that  dwell  on  high,    To  God  their  voices  raJfe, 


No.  i5g. 


AIR. 


Calvary. 


Ps.  69.    L.  M.  \fi  Part. 


Sofa 


Deep       in    our    hearts     let        us  record 


The 


deeper       foriows         of       our    Lord  ;  Benold     the       riling  billows 


roll,  To       overwhelm  his 


holy  foul. 


Behold     die       rifing  billows         roll.  To  overwhelm       his         holy  foul. 


llllllll 


2  In  long  complaints  he  fpends  his  breath,  While  hoftsof  hell  and  pow'rs  of  death, 
And  all  the  fons  of  malice  join    To  execute  their  curft  defign. 

3  ^'et»  gracious  God,  thy  pow'r  and  love    Has  made  the  curfe  a  blefling  prove  } 
Thofe  dreadful  £uff 'rings  of  thy  Son   Aton'd  for  £ns  which  we  have  done. 

M 


4^The  pangs  of  our  expiring  Lord    The  honors  of  thy  law  icflor'd  : 
His  forrows  made  thy  juliice  known    And  paid  for  follies  not  his  own. 

5  O  for  his  fake  our  guilt  forgive,    And  let  the  mourning  finner  live  : 

The  Lord  will  hear  us  hi  his  name,    Nor  lhall  our  hope  be  turn'd  to  fharr.s, 


go    No.  160- 
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^Hebron, 


Ps.  69.    L.  M.  2i  Part.  D. 


'Twas  -for  bur    fake      eter     -   nal    God,  Thy  Son  fuftain'd  that     heavy     load  Of    bafe  reproach  and    fore    difgrace,    And  fliame  denTd  his     facred  face. 

tr 


to 


EE 


The  Jews,  his  brethren    and  his    kin,   Abus'd  the    man  that  check'd  their  fin ;      While    he  fulfill'd    thy       holy    laws,  They  hate  him,  but  without  a  caufe. 


-zzdz 

-Q  


3  ["  My  father's  houfe  (faid  he)  was  made,    A  place  for  worfhip,  not  for  trade 
Then  fcatt'ring  all  their  gold  and  brafs,  He  fcourg'd  the  merchants  from  the  place. 

4  [Zeal  for  the  temple  of  his  God    Confum'd  his  life,  expos'd  his  blood  ; 
Reproaches  at  thy  glory  thrown    He  felt,  and  mourn'd  them  as  his  own.] 

5  His  friends  forfook,  his  followers  fled,    While  foes  and  arms  furround  his  head  ; 
They  curfe  him  with  a  fland'rous  tongue,  And  the  falfe  judge  maintains  the  wrong. J 


AIR. 


No.  161. 


Worksop. 


6  His  life  they  load  with  hateful  "lies,    And  charge  his  lips  with  blafphemies  ; 
They  nail  him  to  the  ihameful  tree  ; —    There  hung  the  man  that  dy'd  for  me  ! 

7  [Wretches,  with  hearts  as  hard  as  (tones    Infult  his  piety  and  groans ; 
Gall  was  the  food  they  gave  him  there,    And  mock'd  his  third  with  vinegar.] 

8  But  God  beheld  ;  and  from  his  throne    Marks  out  the  men  that  hate  his  Son  ; 
The  hand  that  rais'd  him  from  the  dead,    Shall  pour  forth  vengeance  on  their  head. 


Psalm  70.    C.  M.  appendix. 


In    hade,  O    God,     attend       my       call,  Nor    hear  my       cries    in    vain ;  O       let  thy  fpeed  prevent    my       fall,  And    ftill  my     hope  fuflain 


I 
I 


2  When  foes  infidious  wound  my  name,    And  tempt  my  foul.aftray,  3  While  all  that  love  thy  name  rejoice,    And  glory  in  thy  word. 

Then  let  them  fall  with  lading  fliame,    To  their  own  plots  a  prey.  In  thy  falvation  raife  their  voice,    And  magnify  the  Lord. 

4  O  thou  my  help  in  time  of  need,    Behold  my  fore  diimay  j 
In  pity  haften  to  my  aid,   Nor  let  thy  grace  delay. 


No.  162 


Armsgate, 


Psalm  71.    C.  M.  ift  Part.  91 

Soft.  Loud.  tr 


AIR  It  oo/f.  Loud.  tr 

My  God,  my  cverlafling    hope,       I    live       upon  thy  truth  :  Thine  hands  have  held  my  childhood  up,  And  ftrengthen'd  all  my  youth.  And  ftrengthen'd  all  my  youth. 


2  My  fiefh  was  fafhion'd  by  thy  pcw'r,    With  all  thefe  limbs  of*  mine 
And  from  my  mother's  painful  hour    I've  been  entirely  thine. 

3,  Still  has  my  life  new  wonders  feen    Repeated  ev'ry  year  ; 
Behold  my  days  that  yet  remain,    I  tiufl  them  to  thy  care. 


4  Caft  me  not  off  when  ftrength  declines,    When  hoary  hairs  ari-fe  j 
And  round  me  let  thy  glories  fhine,    Whene'er  thy  fervant  dies. 

5  Then  in  the  hift'ry  of  my  age,    When  men  review  my  days, 
They'll  read  thy  love  in  ev'ry  page,    In  ev'ry  line,  thy  praife,. 


AIR. 
— * — 

:zmzi 


Ps.  71.    C.  M.  2d-  Part.  D. 


No.  163.  Hills. 

My      Saviour,    ray  almighty 


 i. 

friend, 


When  I     begin    thy    praife,       Where  will  the    growing    numbers  end, 


The   numbers  of  thy  grace  ? 


ill 


-L.J--W  M 


tr 


Thou    art  my.  everlafling 


— h.± — P_*-±-t 

truft,     Thy    goodnefs        I     adore  ! 


And  fince  I  knew  thy  .    graces  firft, 


tr 

Xipeak   thy     glories  more. 


jl 

ii 


My  feet  fhall  travel  all  the  length    Of  the  celeftial  road  ; 
And  march  with  courage  in  thy  ftrength    To  fee  my  Father  God. 
When  I  am  fill'd  with  fore  diftrefs    For  fome  furpi  iling  fin, 
I'll  plead  thy  perfect  righteoulhefs,    And  mention  none  but  thine. 

7  Awake,  awake,  my  tuneful  pow'rs  ;    With  this  delightful  fong  ; 
I'll  entertain  the  darkeft  hours,    Nor  think  the  fong  ; 


5  How  will  my  lips  rejoice  to  tell    The  vicVries  of  my  King  ! 
My  foul,  redeem'd  from  fin  and  hell,    Shall  thy  falvation  fing. 

6  [My  tongue  fhall  all  the  day  proclaim    My  Saviour  and  my  God, 
His  death  has  brought  my  foes  to  fhame,    Anddrown'd  them  in  his  blood,. 


2      No.  l6 A 


Ashbfc 


AIR. 


Ps,  71.    C.  M.  3d  Pari. 


53 
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God     of   say    childhood*     and   say  youth,  The  guide  cf      all    my    days,    I     have      declar'd    thy   heav'cly   truth  And  told  thy     wpnd'roys  ways 


2 


T~W  1 — 1 — 


ills 


Wilt  thou  forfake  my  hoary  hairs,    And  leave  my  fainting  heart  ? 
Who  (hall  fufrain  my  finking  years,    If  God  my  ttrength  depart  ? 
Let  me  thy  pow'r  and  truth  proclaim    To  the  farviving  age, 
And  leave  the  favour  of  thy  name    When  I  Hull  qui:  the  Mage. 
The  land  of  filence  and  of  death    Attends  my  next  remove  ; 
O  may  thefe  poor  remains  of  breath    Tench  the  wide  world  thy  love  !. 


Pause, — 5  Thy  righteoufnefs  is  deep  and  high,    Unfcarchable  thy  deeds  : 
Thy  glory  fpreads  beyond  the  &jf    And  all  my  praife  exceeds. 

6  Oft  have  I  heard  thy  threat'nings  roar,    And  oft  endur'd  the  grief : 
But  when  thy  hand  lias  prelt  me  lore,    Thy  grace  was  my  relief. 

7  By  Jong  experience  have  I  known    Thy  fov'rtign  pow'r  to  fave  ; 
At  thy  command  I  venture  down    Securely  to  the  grave. 


8  When  I  He  bury'd  deep  in  dufl,    My  f.efii  fhall  be  thy  care  ; 

Thefe  with'ri.ng  limbs  with  thee  I  truft    To  raife  them  ftrong  and  fair, 


J\7g.  165.  Chcltwgham.  Psalm  72.    L.  M.  tfl  Part. 


All 
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Great  God,  whofe  uni 
'■B 


verfal    fway  The  known  and  unknown  worlds   obey,     Now  give  the     kingdom     to     thy  Son,  £xtend  his  pow'r,  exalt     his  throne 


the  poor, 
With  pow'r  he  vindicates  the  juft, 
His  worlhip  and  his  fear  fhall  ialr, 


No.  1G6. 


And  pride  and  rage  prevail  no  more 
And  treads  th'  o'pprelTpr  in  the  dud  '. 
'Till  hours,  and  years,  and  time  be  pad'. 
6.  The  faints  fhall  flourifh  in  his  days, 


like  a  river,  irom  his  throne 

'skam. 

tr 


ifluencc 

His  grace  on  fainting  fouls  diftills    Like  hcav'nly  dew  on  thirfty 
5  The  heathen  lands  that  lie  beneath    The  fliades  of  overfpreading 
Revive  at  his  farft  dawning  light,    And  deferts  bloflbm  at  the  fig] 
Dreft  in  the  robes  of  joy  and  praife  ; 
Shall  flow  to  nations  yet  unknown, 


hills, 
death, 
it. 


Fever' 


Ps.  72.    L.  M.  2d  Part 


Bolt. 


Loud. 
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jefus  fli all  reign  where'er  the  fun,  Does  his  fucccSiye  jourr.lec  run  ;  Kis  kingdom  ftretch  from  fhorc  to  fhore,  'Till  moons  fhall  wax  and  wane  no  more.  Till  moons,  Sec 


-0  p 


2  [Behold  the  ifiands,  with  their  kings,    And  Europe  her  befc  tribute  brings  ; 
From  north  to  fouth  the  princes  meet  to  pay  their  homage  at  his  feet. 


3  There  Perfia,  glorious  to  behold,    There  India  fhiaes  in  eaflern  gold  ; 
And  barb'rous  nations  at  his  wprd    Submit,  aad  bpw,  and  own  their  Lord.] 


For  him  fhall  cndlefs  pray*r  be  made,    And  praifes  throng  to  crown  his  head; 
His  name  like  fweet  perfume  fhall  rife    With  ev'ry  morning  faeiifice. 
People  and  realms  of  ev'ry  tongue    Dwell  on  his  love  with  fweeteft  fong  ; 
And  infant  voices  fhall  proclaim    Their  early  bleffings  on  his  name. 

8  Let  ev'ry  creature  rife  and  bring, 
Angels  defcend  with  fongs  again, 

No.  167. 


6  Bleffings  abound  where'er  he  reigns,    The  pris'ncr  leaps  to  loofe  his  chains  ; 
The  weary  find  eternal  reft,    And  all  the  fons  of  want  are  bleft. 

7  [Where  he  difplays  his  healing  pow'r,    Death  and  the  curfe  are  known  no  more 
In  him  the  tribes  of  Adam  boafl    More  bleflings  than  their  father  loft, 

Peculiar  honors  to  their  king  : 
And  earth  repeat  the  long  amen."] 


AIR.  Moderate 


Now  I'm  convinc'd  the  Lord  is  kind    to  men  of  heart 


Littleton. 
C=E: 


Psalm  73.    C.  M.  \fi  Part.  D. 

foolifh  thoughts  repin'd,  and  border'd  on  defpair.  I  griev'd  to  fee  the  wicked 


thrive,  And  fpeke  with  angry  brealh,  "  How  pleafant,  how  profane  they  live  !  How  peaceful  is  their  death  !  How  pleafant,  how  profane  they  live  I  Flow  peaceful  is  their  de: 


3  M  With  well-fed  flefh  and  iiaughty  eyes    They  lay  their  fears  to  fleep  ; 
"  Ag:  i.ift  the  heav'ns  their  flanders  rife,    While  faints  in  filence  weep. 

4  "  In  vain  I  lift  my  hands  to  pray,    And  cleanfe  my  heart  in  vain, 
"  For  I  am  chaften'd  all  the  day,    The  night  renews  my  pain." 

5  Yet  while  my  tongue  iitdulg'd  complaints,    I  felt  my  heart  reprove  ; 
"  Sure  1  fhall  thus  ofFewd  thy  faints,    And  grieve  the  men  I  love." 

6  But  ftill  I  found  my  doubts  too  hard,    The  conflict  too  fevere, 
'Till  I  rctii'd  to  fearch  thy  word,    And  learn  thy  fecrets  there, 


7.  There,  as  in  fome  prophetic  glafs, 
High  mounted  on  a  flipp'ry  place, 

8  I  heard  the  wretch  profanely  boaft, 
His  honors  in  a  dream  were  loft, 

9  Lord,  what  an  envious  fool  I  was 


I  faw,  the  finner's  feet 
Befide  a  fiery  pit. 
'Till  at  thy  frown  he  fell 
And  he  awakes  in  hell. 

How  like  a  thoughtlefs  beaft  J 


Thus  to  fufpcdl  thy  promis'd  grace,    And  think  the  wicked  bleft. 
1,0  Yet  I  was  kept  from  full  defpair,    Upheld  by  pow'r  unknown  : 

That  blefled  hand  that  broke  the  fnare,    Shall  guide  me  to  thy  throne. 


AIR      f/P'  1^8 


God       my  f importer,       ^    and  r 


Bndithelmstone. 

nd  my  hope, 


Ps.  73. 

near:  Thincarm"  of  mtrcy 


C.  M.  2d  Part. 


fi 

1 

j  ™ 

linking 


held   me    up  When 


Bzll 
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2  Thy  counfels.  Lord,  fhall  guide  my  feet    Through  this  dark  wildernefs  ; 
Thine  hand  conduct  me  near  thy  feat,    To  dwell  before  thy  face. 

3  Were  I  in  heav'n  without  my  God,    'Twould  be  no  joy  to  me  ;  5  Behold  the  finners  that  remove 
And  while  this  earth  is  my  abode,    I  long  for  none  but  thee.  Not  all  the  idol  gods  they  love 

6  But  to  draw  near  to  thee,  my  God,    Shall  be  my  fweet  employ  ; 
My  tongue  fhall  found  thy  works  abroad,    And  tell  the  world  my  joy, 


4  What  if  the  fprings  of  life  were  broke,    And  flefh  and  heart  fhould  faint;, 
God  is  my  foul's  eternal  rock,    The  ftrength  of  ev'ry  faint. 

Far  from  thy  pretence  die  ! 
Canfave  them  when  they  cry. 


94    No.  j6g»  Geneva.  ,  Vs.  73,    L.  M. 

AIR.  ^  ^  ;  ^  "       ^  ^     "  "       :  '     '  ^      ^  -J 


Lord,  what  athoughtlefs  wretch  was  I,  To  mourn,,  and  murmur,    and  repine 


To  fee  the     wicked  plac'd  on    high,  In    pride  and    robes    of       honor  fhine. 


1 


But,  O  their  end,  their  dreadful  end  !  Thy  far.uuary 


taught  mj     fo  :      Oil     ftipp'ry   rocks  I       fee  them  P.and,  And  fiery        billows  roll  below. 
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let  them  boafi:  how  tall  they  rife,    I'll  never  envy  them  again,  4  Theii  fancy'd  joys,  how  fad  they  flee  !    Juft.  like  a  dream  when  man  awakes 

:  they  may  ftand  with  haughty  eyes  'Till  they  plunge  deep  in  endlefs  pain.  Their  fongs  of  fofteft  harmony    Are  but  a  preface  to  their  plagues. 

5  Now  I  efteem  their  mirth  and  wine,    Too  dear  to  purchafe  with  my  blood  ; 
Lord,  'tis  enough  that  thou  art  mine,    My  life,  my  portion,  and  my  God. 


i  AIR 


No.  1  70 


Lempster. 


Fs. 


73- 


b. 


M. 
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Sure  there's  a  righteous  God,  Nor   is       religion       vain  ;  Though  men  cf  vice  may  boaft  aloud,  And  men  of  grace  complain.    And  men  of    grace  complain. 


2  I  faw  the  wicked  rife,    And  felt  my  heart  repine, 
While  haughty  fouls,  with  fcornfnl  eyes,    In  robes  of  honor  fiiine. 

3  [Pamper'd  with  wanton  eafe,    Their  ficfli  looks  full  and  fair, 

Their  wealth  rolls  in  like  flowing  fens,    And  grows  without  their  care-. 

4  Free  from  the  plagues  and  pains    That  pious  fouls  endure, 
Through  all  their  life  oppreffion  reigns,    And  racks  the  humble  poor. 

5  Their  impious  tongues  blafpheme     The  everlalling  God  : 

Their  malice  blafts  the  good  man's  name,  And  fpreads  their  lies  abroad. 


10  Lord,  at  thy  feet  I  bow,    My  thoughts  no  more  repine  : 

I  caU  my  God  my  portion  now,    And  all  my  pow'rs  are  thine. 


5-ir 

6  But  I  with  flowing  tears    Indulg'd  my  doubts  to  rife  ; 

"  Is  there  a  God  that  fees  or  hears    The  things  below  the  flcies  :"] 

7  The  tumults  of  my  thought    Held  me  in  hard  fufpenfe, 

'Till  to  thy  houfe  my  feet  wsre  brought    To  learn  thy  juftice  thence. 

8  Thy  word  with  light  and  pow'r    Did  my  inifrakes  amend  ; 

I  view'd  the  finner's  lives  before,    But  here  I  learn'd  their  end. 

9  On  what  a  flipp'ry  fleep    The  thoughtlefs  wretches  go  ; 
And  O  that  dreadful  fiery  deep.    That  waits  their  fall  below  I 


No.  171.  -B  is  hop  sg  a  ie» 

AIR. 

Will     God       forever  call    us       off  ?       His  wrath  forcve: 

2  Think  of  the  tribes  fo  dearly  bought    With  their  Redeemer's  blood  ; 
Nor  let  thy  Zion  be  forgot,    Where  once  thy  glory  ftood. 

3  Lift  up  thy  feet,  and  march  in  hafte,    Aloud  our  ruin  calls  ; 
See  what  a  wide  and  fearful  wafte    Is  made  within  thy  walls. 

4  Where  once  thy  churches  pray'd  and  fang,    Thy  loes  profanely  roar  : 
Over  thy  gates  their  enligr.s  hang,    Sad  tokens  oi  their  pow'r. 

5  How  are  the  feats  of  worfhip  broke  !    They  tear  thy  buildings  down, 
And  he  that  deals  the  heavier!  ftroke,    Procures  the  chief  renown. 

6  With  flames  they  threaten  to  deftroy    Thy  children  in  their  neft  ; 

"  Come,  let  us  burn  at  once,  they  cry,    The  temple  and  the  pried." 

7  And  Hill  to  heighten  our  diftrefs,    Thy  prefence  is  withdrawn  ; 

Thy  wonted  iigns  of  pow'r  and  grace,    Thy  pow'r  and  grace  are  gout, 
S  No  prophet  fpeaks  to  calm  our  woes    But  all  the  feers  mourn  ; 
There's  not  a  foul  among  us  knows,      The  time  of  thy  return. 
Pause. — 9  How  long,  eternal  God,  how  long    Shall  men  of  pride  blafpheme  ! 

Shall  Saints  be  made  their  endlefs  fong,    And  bear  immortal  Ihame  i 

No.  172.  Beverly. 
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Psalm  74.    C.  M. 

fmoke       Againft    the     people     of    his  love3      His       little       chofen  flock  ? 


10  Card!  thou  forever  fit  and  heat    Thine  holy  name  prcttan'd  ? 
And  (till  thy  jealoufy  forbear,    And  Mill  withhold  thine  hand  ; 
What  ftvange  deliverance  haft  thcu  fhown    In  ages  long  before 
And  now  no  other  God  we  own,    No  other  God  adore. 
Thou  didil  divide  the  raging  fea    By  thy  refiftlefs  might, 
To  make  thy  tribes  a  wond'rous  way, 

Is  not  the  world  of  nature  thine,    The  darknels  and  the  day  ? 
Didft  thou  not  bid  the  morning  fliine,    And  mark  the  fun  his  way  ? 

14  Hath  not  thy  pow'r  fcrm'd  ev'ry  coaft,    And  fet  the  earth  its  bounds, 
With  fummer's  heat  and  winter's  froft,    In  their  perpetual  rounds  .? 

15  And  mall  the  fons  of  earth  and  daft    That  lacrcd  power  blafpheme  ? 
Will  not  thy  hand  that  form'd  them  firft    Avenge  thine  injur'd  name  i 

16  Think  on  the  cov'nant  thou  haft  made,    And  a'li  thy  words  of  love  ; 
Nor  let  the  birds  of  prey  invade    And  vex  thy  mourning  dove. 

17  Our  foes  would  triumph  in  our  blood,    And  make  out  hope  their  jePc  5 
Read  thine  own  caufe,  almighty  God,     And  give  thy  children  reft. 


1 1 


1 2 


J3 


And  then  fecare  their  flight 


Psalm  75.    L.  M. 
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AIR.       To  thee  mod      Holy   and  mod  High,       To  thee  we  bring  our  thankful  praife  ; 


gliililliiiiflll 


Thy  works  declare  thy  name  is  nigh,  Thy  works  of  wonder  and  of  grace. 


Such  honors  never  come  by  chance, 
'Tis  God  the  Judge  doth  one  advance 


5 

6  No  vain  pietence  to  royal  birth,    Shall  fix  a  tyrant  on  the  thron: 


2  "  To  flav'ry  doom'd,  thy  chofen  fons  Beheld  their  foes  triumphant  rife  ; 
*'  And  fore  oppreft  by  earthly  thrones,    They  fought  the  fov'reign  of  the  fnies. 

3  "  'Twas  then,  great  God,  with  equal  pow'r,  Arofe  thy  vengeance  and  thy  grace. 
"  To  fcourge  their  legions  from  the  more,    And  fave  the  remnant  of  thy  race." 

4  "  Let  haughty  finners  fink  their  pride  ;    Nor  lift  fo  high  their  fcornful  head  ; 
"  But  by  their  foolifh  thoughts  afide,    And  own  the  "  empire"  God  hath  made.  To  make  the  wicked  drink  them  up, 

8  Now  fhall  the  Lord  exalt  the  juft,    And  while  he  tramples  on  the  proud, 
And  lays  their  glory  in  the  duft,    My  lips  fhall  fmg  his  praife  aloud.  J 


Nor  do  the  winds  promotion  blow  : 
Tis  God  diat  lays  another  low. 


God,  the  great  fov'rcign  of  the  earth, 
[His  hand  holds  out  the  dreadful  cup 


Will  rife  and  make  h\z  jullice  known. 
Of  vengeance,  mix'd  with  various  plagues, 
Wring  cur,  ajjd  taftc  '.he  bitter  dregs. 


g  6    No.  17^.*  Sherlock. 

AIR.^  -      ^    ^       ^     ^_  ^ 

In  Judah  God  of  old  was  known,  His  name  in    Ifr'e!  great,  In     Salem  Roc 
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Psalm  76.  CM. 


his     holy  throne,  And  Sion     was    liis^  feat.  And  S5on 


wras  his 


~r^rtE::i^r^=±:b|=:i:pr?:i:§zH-=E=; 


-Qi  


Among  the  piaifesof  his  faints,    His  dwelling  there  he  chofe  ; 
There  he  receiv'd  her  juR  complaints    AgainR  their  haughty  foes. 
From  Sion  went  his  dreadful  word,    And  broke  the  threat'ning  fpear  ; 
The  bow,  the  arrows,  and  the  fword,    And  cruhYd  the  AiTyrian  war. 
What  are  the  earth's  wide  kingdoms  elfe,    But  mighty  hills  of  prey  ? 
The  hill  on  which  Jehovah  dwells    Is  glorious  more  than  they. 
'Twas  Sion's  King  that  ftopp'd  the  breath    Of  captains  and  their  bands  ; 
The  men  of  might  flept  fall  in  death,    And  never  found  their  hands. 

10  The  thunder  of  his  fh a rp  rebuke 
For  Jacob's  God  hath  not  forlbok, 


6  At  thy  rebuke,  O  Jacob's  God,    Both  horfe  and  chariot  fell  : 
Who  knows  the  terror  cf  thy  rod  !    Thy  vengeance  who  can  tell  ? 

7  What  pow'r  can  Rand  before  thy  fight    When  once  thy  wrath  appears  ? 
When  heav'n  mines  round  with  dreadful  light,    The  earth  lies  Rill  and  fears 

8  When  God  in  his  own  fov'reign  ways    Comes  down  to  lave  th'  opprelt, 
The  wrath  of  man  fhall  work  his  praifc,    And  he'll  reflrain  the  relt. 

9  [Vow  to  the  Lord,  and  tribute  bring  ;    Ye  princes,  fear  his  frown  : 
His  terrors  Ihake  the  prcudeR  king,    And  cuts  an  army  down. 

Our  haughty  foes  fhall  feel  ; 
But  dwells  in  Sion  Rill/} 

Psalm  77.    CM.  \Ji  Part-  D. 

To  God  I  cry'd  with  mournful  voice,  I  fought  his   gracious  ear,  In  the  fad   day  when  troubles  rofe,  And  nll'd  my  heart  with  fear.  Sad  were  my  days  and  dark  m,: 


Northjield. 


nights,  My    foul  refus'd 


1  —  — ' — G  

I  thought  on  God,  the      j.uft    and  wife,  But  thoughts  increas'd    my  grief.    But  thoughts   increased       my  grie£ 


-,— * — j — 
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3  Still  I  complain'd,  and  Rill  oppreR,    My  heart  began  to  break  : 
My  God,  thy  wrath  forbade  my  reR,    And  kept  mine  eyes  awake. 

4  My  overwhelming  forrows  grew,    'Till  I  could  fpeak  no  more  ; 
Then  I  within  myfelf  withdrew,    And.  call'd  thy  judgments  o'er. 

5  I  callM  back  years  and  ancient  times    When  I  beheld  thy  face  ; 
My  fpirit  fcarch'd  for  fecret  crimes    That  might  withhold  thy  grace- 

6  I  call'd  thy  mercies  to  my  mind    Which  I  enjoy'd  before  ; 

And  will  the  Lord  no  more  be  kind  ?    His  face  appear  no  more  i 


7  Will  he  forever  caR  me  off  ?    His  promife  ever  fail : 

Has  he  forgot  his  tender  love  ?    Shall  anger  Rill  prevail  ? 
3  But  I  forbad  this  hopelefs  thought,    This  dark,  defpairing  frame, 

Rememb't  ing  what  thy  hand  hath  wrought  ;  Thy  hand  is  Rill  the  fame 
9  I'll  think  again  of  all  thy  ways,    And  talk  thy  wondets  o'er, 

Thy  wonders  of  recov'ring  grace,    When  flefli  could  hope  no  more. 
10  Grace  dwells  with  juRice  on  the  throne  ;    And  men  that  love  thy  word 

Have  in  thy  fancluary  known    The  counfels  of  the  Lord. 


Newbury. 


Soft, 

thy  chaft'ning  rod  ;  May  thine  own  children  fay,  The  great,  the  wife,  the  dreadful  God  !  How 


Ps.  77,    C,  M.  2^  Part. 
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is  his  way. 
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How  holy  is  his  way. 
holy   is  his  way. 


How  holy     io  his  way.  How      holy    is  his  wa]  - 


2  I'll  meditate  his  works  of  old  ;    The  King  who  reigns  above, 
I'll  hear  his  ancient  wonders  told,    And  learn  to  trull  his  love. 

3  Long  did  the  houfe  of  jofeph  lie,    With  Egypt's  yoke  oppreft  ; 
Long  he  delay'd  to  hear  their  cry,    Nor  gave  his  people  reft. 

4  The  Ions  of  good  old  Jacob  feem'd    Abandon'd  to  their  foes  j 
But  his  almighty  arm  redeem'd    The  nation  whom  he  chofe. 

5  Ifrael,  his  people  and  his  (heep,    Muft  follow  where  he  calls  ; 

He  bids  them  venture  through  the  deep,  And  made  the  waves  their  walls. 

19  He  gave  them  water  from  the  rock, 
Through  a  dry  deiert  led  his  flock 


6  The  waters  faw  thee,  mighty  God,    The  waters  faw  thee  come  ; 
Backward  they  fled,  and  frighted  flood,    To  make  thine  armies  room. 

7  Strange  was  thy  journey  through  the  fea,    Thy  footfteps,  Lord,  unknown  ; 
Terrors  attend  the  wond'rous  way    That  brings  thy  mercies  down. 

8  [Thy  voice,  with  terror  in  the  found,    Through  clouds  and  darknefi  broke 
All  heav'n  in  lighc'ning  fhone  around,    And  earth  with  thunder  fliook. 

g  Think  arrows  thro'  the  fl:y  were  hurl'd,    Plow  glorious  is  the  Lord  ! 
Surprife  and  trembling  feiz'd  the  world,    Aud  his  own  faints  ador'd. 
And  fafe  by  Mofes'  hand 
Home  to  the  promis'd  land. 


Amersfort. 


Psalm  78.    C.  M.  y?  Part.  IX 
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lounter.    Let     children  hear     the  mighty    deeds  which  God  perform'd     of     old  j  Which  in  our   younger     years    we     faw,    And  which  our  fathers 
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Soft. 


Loud. 
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Ile    bids   us  make    his     glories  known ;  His  works    of  pow'r  and    grace  ;  And  we'll  convey     his     wonders      down  through       ev'ry  riling 
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race. 
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<j  Oitr  lips  fhall  tell  them  to  our  fons,    And  they  again  to  theirs, 
That  generations  yet  unborn    May  teach  them  tg  their  heirs. 

N 


4  Thus  fhall  they  learn,  in  God  alone    Their  hope  fecurely  flands, 
That  they  may  ns'er  forge:  his  works,    But  praftife  his  commands. 


-Eg- 


g-8     No.  177, 


AIR. 
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Ps.  78.    C.  M.  2d  Part. 


O   what  a       ftiff    rebel    -    lious  houfe    Was  Jacob's    ancient    race  !  Falfe    to    their  own  moft      folemn    vows,    And       to  their 


Mak< 


ts  grace. 


2  They  broke  the  covenant  ot  his  love,    And  did  his  laws  defpife, 
Forgot  the  works  he  wrought  to  prove    His  pow'r  before  their  eyes. 

3  They  faw  the  plagues  on  Egypt  light,    From  his  revenging  hand, 
What  dreadf  ul  tokens  of  his  might    Spread  o'er  the  (tubbrtrn  land  I 

4  They  faw  him  cleave  the  mighty  fea,    And  march'd  with  fafety  through, 
With  wat'ry  wall  to  guard  their  way,    'Till  they  had  Ycap'd  the  foe. 

8  The  Lord  with  indignation  heard, 


5  A  wond'rous  pillow  mark'd  the  road,    Compos'd  of  fliade  and  light 
By  day  it  prov'd  a  fhelt'ring  cloud,    A  leading  fire  by  night. 

6  He  from  the  rock  their  thirlt  fiipply'd  ;  The  gdfhiflg  waters  fell, 
And  ran  in  rivers  by  their  fide,    A  conftant  miracle. 

7  Yet  they  provok'd  the  Lord  mod;  high,    And  dar'd  difhuft  his  hand 
"  Can  he  with  bread  our  holt  fupply    Araidft  this  delert  land  :" 

And  caus'd  his  wrath  to  flame  ; 


No.  178. 

AIR  Moderate. 


His  terrors  ever  ftand  prepar'd 

Rochellc. 


To  vindicate  his  name. 

Ps.  78.    C.  ML  3d  Part. 


When       Ifrael    fins    the  Lord  reproves^ And      fills  their  hearts  with  dread  ;      ^Yet!       r^e  forgives   the    men  he    loves,  And  fends  them  heav'nly  bread. 


5  "  Ye  ftiall  have  flefh  to  pleafe  your  lull,"    The  Lord  in  wrath  reply'd  ; 
And  fent  them  quails  like  fand  or  duft,    Heap'd  up  from  fide  to  fide. 

6  He  gave  them  all  their  own  defire  ;    And  greedy  as  they  fed, 
His  vengeance  burnt  with  fecret  fire,    And  fmote  the  rebels  dead. 


He  fed  them  with  a  lib'ral  hand,    And  made  his  treafures  known  ; 
He  gave  the  midnight  clouds  command    To  pour  provifion  down. 
The  Manna,  like  a  morning  fiiow'r,    Lay  thick  around  their  feet  ; 


The  corn  of  heav'n,  fo  light,  fo  pure,    As  though  'twere  angels  meat 
But  they  in  murm'ring  language  faid, 
"  We  loathe  this  light,  this  airy  bread  ; 


"  Manna  is  all  our  feaft  ;  7  When  fome  were  flain,  the  reft  return'd, 

We  mud  have  flefh  to  tafte."  Under  the  rod  they  fear'd  and  mourn'd, 

8  Oft  he  chaft  is'd  and  ftiil  forgave,    'Till  by  his  gracious  hand, 
The  nation  he  refolv'd  to  fave,    Pollefs'd  the  promis'd  land. 

Ever  sham.  Ps.  78.    L.  M. 


And  fought  the  Lord  with  tears ; 
But  foon  forgot  their  fears. 


Great  God,  how  oft  did  Ifrael  prove  By  turns  thine  anger  and  thy  love  ?  There  in  a  glafs  our  hearts  may  fee  How  fickle  and  how  falfe  they  be.  How  fickle  and  how  falfe  theyb 


p 


-PtOt- 


How  foon  the  faithleis  Jews  forgot    The  dreadful  wonders  God' had  wrought  ? 
Then  they  provoke  him  to  his  face,    Nor  fear  his  pow'r,  nor  truft  his  grace. 
The  Lord  confurn'd  their  years  in  pain,    And  made  their  travels  long  and  vain  ; 
A  tedious  march  through  unknown  ways,  Wore  out  their  ftrength,  &  ipent  their  days. 
Oft  when  they  faw  their  breth'ren  flain,  They  mourn'd  and  fought  the  Lord  in  again, 
C'all'd  him  the  Rock  of  their  abode,    Their  high  Redeemer  and  their  God. 


5  Their  pray'rs  and  vows  before  him  rife    As  flatt'ring  words  or  folemn  lies, 
While  their  rebellious  tempers  prove    Falfe  to  his  cov'nant  and  his  love. 

6  Yet  did  his  fov'reign  grace  forgive    The  men  who  ne'er  deferv'd  to  live  : 
His  anger  oft  away  he  turn'd,    Or  elfe  with  gentle  flame  it  burn'd. 

7  He  faw  their  flefh  was  weak  and  frail,    He  faw  temptations  ftill  prevail  ; 
The  God  of  Abraham  lov'd  them  ftill,   And  led  them  to  his  holy  hill. 


AIR. 
— 


Behold,    O  God,  what 


A7!?.  180.  Eastham.  Psalm  79.    L.  M%  appendix.  g< 

od,  what  ^      cruel  foes,  thy  peaceful  heritage      invade;    Thy      holy     temple    {lands    denTd,     In     daft    thy  facred    walls   are  laid. 


Wide  o'er  the  valies,  drench'd  in  blood,    Thy  people  fall'n  in  death  remain  ; 
The  fowls  of  heav'n  their  fleih  devour,    And  lavage  beafts  divide  the  flain. 
Tn'  infulting  foes'  with  impious  rage,    Reprrach  thy  children  to  their  face  ; 
"  Where  is  your  God  of  boafted  pqw'r  :  And  where  the  promife  of  his  grace  ?" 

6  So  {hall  thy  children,  freed  from  death, 


4  Deep  from  the  prifon's  horrid  glooms, 
And  let  thy  fov'reign  pow'r  reprieve, 

5  Let  thoie,  who  dar'd  infult  thy  reign, 
While  heathens,  who  thy  grace  deipife, 

Eternal  fongs  of  honor  raife, 


O  hear  the  mournful  captiv'es  figh, 
The  trembling  fouls  condeon'd  to  die. 
Return  dilmay'd  with  endlefs  fliame, 

Shall  from  thy  vengeance  karn  thy  nam 


And  ev'ry  future  age  fliall  tell    Thy  fov'reign  pow'r  and  pard'ning  grace. 


AIR. 


No.  181. 


 ^  ^       _m  •_ ^  ^ 

Great  Shepherd,   of  thine  Ifrael, 


Sterling. 


Psalm  80.    L.  M.  double. 


Who   did  between  the    cherubs  dwell,    And.  led  the  tribes,  thy  chofen  flieep,  Safe  thro' the  defert     and  the  deep 


Thy  church  is     in  the       defert     nrw,       Shine    from  on  high  and  guide 



•0  * 


rough 


more. 


^s  —   — — ■  


Great  God,  whom  heav'nly  hofts  obey,    How  long  {hall  we.  lament  and  pray, 
And  wait  in  vain  thy  kind  return  ?    How  long  {hall  thy  fierce  anger  burn  ? 
Inftead  of  wine  and  cheerful  bread    Thy  faints  with  their  own  tears  are  fed  ? 
Turn  us  to  thee,  thy  love  reflore,    We,  {hall  be  fav'd,  and  figh  no  more. 
Haft  thou  not  planted  with  thy  hands    A  lovely,  vine  in  Heathen  lands  : 
Did  not  thy  pow'r  defend  it  round,    And  heav'nly  dews  enrich  the  ground  ? . 
How  did  the  fpreading  branches  {hoot,    And  blefs  the  nations  with  the  fruit  ? 
But  now,  dear  Lord,  look  down  and.  fee    Thy  mourning  vine,  that  lovely  trcp. 
Why  is  its  beauty  thus  defae'd  ?    Why  haft  thou  laid  her  fences  wafte  ? 
Strangers  and  foes  againft  her  join,    And  ev'ry  beaft  devours  the  vine. 


Turn  us  to  thee,  thy  love  reflore,  We  {hall  be  fav'd,  and  figh  no 


8  Return,  almighty  God,  return  ;    Nor  let  thy  bleeding  vineyard  mourn  : 
Turn  us  to  thee,  thy  love  reftore,    We  fliall  be  fav'd,  and  iigh  no  more. 

9  Lord,  when  this  vine  in  Canaan  grew,    Thou  waft  its  ftrength  and  glory  too  ! 
Attack'd  in  vain  by  all  its  foes,    'Till  the  fair  branch  of  promife  rofe. 

10  Fair  Branch,  ordain'd  of  old  to  flioot    From  David's  ftock,  from  Jacob's  root ; 
Himfelf  a  noble   Vine,  and  we    The  lefl'er  branches  of  thz  Tree  : 

1 1  'Tis  thy  own  Son  ;  and  he  fliall  ftand    Girt  with  thy  ftrength,  at  thy  l  ight  hand 
Thy  firft-born  Son,  ador'd  and  bleft    With  pow'r  and  grace  above  the  left. 

12  O  !  for  his  fake,  attend  our  cry,    Shine  on  thy  churches  left  they  die; 
Turn  us  to  thee,  thy  love  reftore,    We  lhall  be  fav'd,  and  figh  no  more. 


AIR. 


o    No.  182.  Flintshire.  Psalm  81.    S.  M. 

ing  to  the  ^    Lord^  aloud,^  ^       and     make    a         ^joyful  noifc  ;     God  is our  ftrength,  our  ^  faviour  God^     Let      ^      ^    Jfr'el      hear  his  voice. 


2  "  From  vile  idolatry    Preferve  my  worfhip  clean  ; 

"  I  am  the  Lord  who  fet  thee  free    From  ilav'ry  and  from  fin. 

3  "  Stretch  thy  defires  abroad,    And  Fli  fupply  them  well  ; 
"  But  if  ye  will  refufe  JSOUI  God,    If  Ifracl  will  rebel  : 

6  "  While  I  deflrov  their  foes, 


4  "  I'll  have  them,  faith  the  Lord,    To  their  own  lulls  a  prey, 

"  And  let  them  run  the  djug'rous  road,    'Tis  their  own  choi'en  way. 

5  "  Yet,  0  !  that  all  my  faints    Would  hearken  to  my  voice  ! 

"  Soon  I  would  eafe  their  fore  complaints,  And  bid  their  hearts  rejr 
I'd  richly  feed  my  f'Ock, 


No. 


AIR. 

-:?3E5as 

.4. — 0$ 


183. 


"  And  they  fliould  tafte  the  ftrcam  that  flows    From  their  eternal  Rock.'* 

Gosport.  Psalm  82.    L.  M. 


/*-s 


— 


tze: 


The  God    of  heav'n,  as  judge, 


furveys  Thofe  gods  on  earth,  and  all  their  ways. 


z  Why  will  ye 
When  will  y 


then  frame  wicked  laws  ?    Or  why  fupport  th'  unrighteous  caufe  i  3  They  know  not,  Lord,  nor  will  they  know,    Dark  are  the  ways  in  which  they  go 

:  once  defend  the  poor,    That  linners  vex  the  faints  no  more  ?  Their  name  of  earthly  gods  is  vain,    For  they  fhall  iall  and  die  like  men. 

4  Ai  ifc,  O  Lord,  and  let  thy  Son    Poflefs  his  univerfal  throne, 

And  rule  the  nations  with  his  rod,    lie  is  our  Judge,  and  he,  our  God. 


No.  184. 


m 
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And    will  the     God    of  grace  Perpet 


Wolicn. 

ual 


Psalm  83.    S.  M. 


filence  keep?  The  God  of       juftice       hold  his    peace,  And  let  his 


:zE3 
:zz£fc 

— ^» 


vengeanc 


2  Behold  what'curfe'cl  frures    The  men  of  mifchief  fpread  :  '  5  "  Come,  let  us  join,  they  cty,    To  root  them  from  the  ground,  ^ 


The  men  that  hate  thy  faints,  and  thee,    Lift  up  their  threat'ning  head. 
Againfl  thy  liidden  ones    Their  counlels  they  employ, 
And  malice,  with  her  watchful  eye,    Purfues  them  to  dellroy. 
The  noble  and  the  bafe    Into  thy  paftures  leap  ; 
The  lien  and  the  (lupid  afs     Confpire  to  vex  thy  fheep. 

8  Then  fhall  the  nations  know 
Jehovah  ! — is  thy  name  alone; 


'Till  not  the  name  of  faints  remain,    Nor  mem'ry  (hall  be  found. 

6  Awake,  almighty  God,    And  call  thy  wrath  to  mind  ; 
Give  them  like  fore  lis  to  the  fire,    Or  (tubble  to  the  wind. 

7  Convince  their  madnefs,  Lord,    And  make  them  feek  thy  name  : 
Or  elfe  their  ftubborn  rage  confound,    That  they  way  die  in  fhame. 

That  glorious  dreadful  word  : 
And  thou  the  fov'reign  Lord. 


A7o.  185, 


Northampton. 


Psalm  84.    L.  M.  iJlVart*  101 


How  pleafant,  how      divinely      fair,  O  Lord  of  hofts,  thy  dwellings  are  !    With  long    defire    my    fpirit  faints       To  meet  th'  a.Temblie3     of  thy  faints. 


My  flefh  would  reft  in  thine    abode,      My  panting  heart  cries  out  for  God  ;     My  Goch  my  king,  why  fhould  I 


b£     So  far  from  all   my  joys  and    thee  ? 


The  fparrow  choofes  where  to  reft,    And  for  her  young  provides  herneft  : 
But  will  my  God  to  fparrows  grant    That  pleafure  which  his  children  want  ? 
Bleft  are  the  faints  who  fet  on  high    Around  thy  throne  of  majefty  ; 
Thy  blighted  glories  mine  above,    And  all  their  work  is  praife  and  love. 

7.  Cheerful  they  walk  with  growing  ftrength. 


'Till  all  before  thy  face  appear,    And  "join  in  nobler  worfhip  there, 


5  Bleft  are  the  fouls  that  find  a  place    Within  the  temple  of  thy  grace  ; 
There  they  behold  thy  gentler  rays,    And  feek  thy  face,  and  learn  thy  praife. 

6  Bleft  are  the  men  whofe  hearts  are  fet    To  find  the  way  to  Zion's  gate  ; 
God  is  their  ftrength  ;  and  thro'  the  road    They  lean  upon  their  helper  Gcd». 

Till  all  fhall  meet  in  heav'n  at  length  ; 


AIR 
~# — 


No.  186. 


51  Era 


Stoughton. 


Ps.  84.    L.  M;  zd  Part. 

Great    God,  attend    while  Zion       fings,     The  joy  that  from  thy    prefence  fprings  :    To  fpend  one  day  with  thee  on  earth      Exceeds     a  thoufand  days  of  mirth. 


:®"4:^=p: 


2  Might  I  enjoy  the  meaneft  place,    Within  thy  houfe,  O  God  of  grace, 

Not  tents  of  cafe,  nor  thrones  of  pow'r    Should  tempt  my  feet  to  leave  the  door, 

2  God  is  our  fun,  he  makes  our  day  ;    God  is  our  fhield,  he  guards  our  way 
.from  all  th'  affaults  of  hell  and  fin,    From  foes  without  and  foes  within. 


4  All  needful  grace  will  God  beftow,    And  crown  that  grace  with  glory  too  !  ■ 
He  gives  us  all  things,  and  withholds     No  real  good  from  upright  fouls. 

5  O  God,  our  king,  whofe  fov'reign  fway    The  glorious  hofts  01  heav'a  obey^ 
And  devils  at  thy  prefence  flee,  _  Blefl  is  the  man  that  trnfts  in  thee, 


102    No.  187. 


St.  Stephens. 


Soft. 


My    foul,  how  lovely    is  the  place  To  which  thy  God  retorts  !  'Tis  h 


i 

Pause.- 


AIR 


There  the  great  Monarch  of  the  ikies    His  faving  pow'r  difplays, 
And  light  breaks  in  upon  our  eyes,    With  kind  and  quick'ning  rays. 

3  With  his  rich  gifts  the  heav'nly  Dove,    Defcends  and  fills  the  place, 
While  Chrift  reveals  his  wond'rous  love,    And  fheds  abroad  his  grace. 

4  There,  mighty  God,  thy  words  declare    The  fecretsof  thy  will  j 
And  ftill  we  feek  thy  mercies  there,    And  ling  thy  praiies  fULL 

-5  My  heart  and  flefti  cry  out  for  thee,    While  far  from  thine  abode  ; 
When  fhall  I  tread  thy  courts,  and  fee    My  Saviour  and  my  God  ? 

No.  188.  Sunderland. 


Ps.  84.    C.  M. 

Loud. 

PliigiiliPll 

s  fmiling  face,  1  ho'  in  his  earthly  courts.  Tho 


in       his.   earthly  courts. 


6  The  fparrow  builds  herfelf  a  neft,    And  fufTers  no  remove  ; 
O  make  me,  like  the  fparrows,  bleft,    To  dwell  but  where  I  love. 

7  To  fit  one  day  beneath  thine  eye,    And  hear  thy  gracious  voice, 
Exceeds  a  whole  eternity    Employ 'd  in  carnal  joys. 

8  Lord,  at  thy  threftiold  I  would  wait    While  Jefus  is  within, 
Rather  then  fill  a  throne  of  Ihite,    Or  live  in  tents  of  fin. 

9  Could  I  command  the  ipacious  land,    And  the  more  boundlefs  fea, 
For  one  bletl  hour  at  thy  right  hand    I'll  give  them  both  away. 

Ps.  84. 


H.  M.  double. 


Lord  of  the  worlds  above,  How  pleafant  and  how  fair  The  dwellings  of  thy  love,  Thy  earthly  temples  are  !  To  thine  abode  My  heart  afpires,  With  warm  defires  To  fee  my  God. 


The  fparrowl'or  her  young..    With  pleafure  feeks  a  neft, 
And  wand'ring  fwallows  long    To  find  their  wonted  reft  ! 
My  fpirit  faints,     With  equal  zeal, 
To  rife  and  dwell,  Among  thy  faints. 


3  O  happy  fouls  that  pray,    Where  God  appoints  to  hear  ! 
O  happy  men  that  pay  their  conftant  fervice  there  ; 
They  praife  thee  ftill  ;    And  happy  they 
That  love  the  way     To  Zion's  hill. 


4  They  go  from  ftrength  to  ftrength,    Through  this  dark  vale  of  tears, 
'Till  each  arrives  at  length  ;    'Till  each  in  heav'n  appears. 
O  glorious  feat,    When  God  our  King 
Shall  thither  bring    Our  willing  feet ! 


To  fpend  on 


89.  ^  Argyle.  ^    ^       Ps.  84. 

day,  Where  God  and  faints  abide,  Affords  diviner  joy  Than  thoufand  days  befide  ;  Where  God  refortss 


H.  M.  Verse  5th.  Pause. 
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3fgjEB 
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I  love  it  more  To  keep  the  door  Th 
-Q. 


God  is  our  fun  and  ihield,    Our  light  and  our  defence 
With  gifts  his  hands  are  fill'd,    We  draw  our  blellings  thence 
He  fhall  beftow    On  Jacob's  race 
Peculiar  grace    And  glory  too. 


7  The  Lord  his  people  loves  ;    His  hand  no  good  withholds 
From  thofe  his  heart  approves,    From  pure  and  pious  fouls  j 
Thrice  happy  he,    O  God  of  hofts, 
Whofe  fpirit  trufts     Alone  in  thee. 


ATo.  Igo.  Rochford.  Psalm  85.    L.  M.  ijl  Part.  103 

AIR.  ^  ^  _  ^   _     ^  ^  ^   ^        _  _^ 

Lord,  thou  'haft  call'd  thy  grace  to  mind,  Tliou  hail  revers'd  our  heavy  doom  ;  So     God    forgave    when  Ifr'el    finn'd,  And  bro't  his  wandring    captives  home. 


v^/  W 


2  Thou  haft  begun  to  fet  us  free,    And  made  thy  fierceft  wrath  abate  ;  3  Revive  our  dying  graces,  Lord,    And  let  thy  faints  in  thee  rejoice  ; 

Now  let  our  hearts  beturn'd  to  thee,    And  thy  falvation  be  complete.  Make  known  thy  truth,  fulfil  thy  word  ;    We  wait  for  praifc  to  tune  our  voice. 

4  We  wait  to  hear  what  God  will  fay  ;    He'll  fpeak  and  give  his  people  peace  ; 
But  let  them  run  no  more  aftray,    Left  his  returning  wrath  increafe. 


Barbadoes* 


No.  191. 

AIR.  Salvation  is  forever  nigh  To  fouls  that  fear  and  truft  the  Lord  :  And  grace  defcending  from  on  high,  And  grace  defcending  from  on  high,  Frelh  hopes  of  glory  fhall  afford 


Psl ,85.    L>  M.  2  d  Part. 

And  grace  defcending  from  on  high,  Frefti  hopes  of  glory  fhall  afford. 


^  And  ^race  defcending  fr°m  on  high,  Frefh  hopes  of  glory    fhall  afford. 

And  grace  defcending  from    on  high,        And^grace  defcending  from  on   high  Frefh  hopes  of  glory  (hall  afford. 

2  Mercy  and  truth  on  earth  are  met,  Since  Chrift  the  Lord  came  down  from  heav'n  :  3  Now  truth  and  honor  fhall  abound,    Religion  dwell  on  earth  again, 

By  his  obedience  fo  complete    Juftice  is  pleas'd,  and  peace  is  giv'n.  And  heav'nly  influence  blefs  the  ground,    In  our  Redeemer's  gentle  reign. 


IVtffr.    Nfl.  I92. 


4  His  righteoufnefs  is  gone  before,    To  give  us  free  accefs  to  God  ; 

Our  wand'ring  feet  ihall  ftray  no  more,    But  mark  his  fteps  and  keep  the  road. 


Harleigh, 


Psalm  86.    C.  M. 


Tenor.      Among    the  princes,  earthly  gods,  There's  none  hath  pow'r  divine  ;  Nor  is  their  nature  mighty  Lord,  Nor  are  their  works  like  thine. 


tr§=:H! 

their  works  like  thine. 


FErTc 
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2  The  nations  thou  haft  made,  fhall  bring 
For  thou  alone  doft  wond'rous  things, 


Their  off')  ings  round  thy  throne  ; 
For  thou  art  God  alone. 
4  Great  is  thy  mercy,  and  my  tongue 
How  by  thy  grace  my  finking  foul 


3  Lord,  I  would  walk  with  holy  feet ;    Teach  me  thine  heav' 
And  my  poor  fcatter'd  thoughts  unite    In  God  my  Father 
Shall  thofe  fweet  wonders  tell, 
Rofe  from  the  deeps  of  hell, 


nly  ways, 
's  praife* 


ill 
Hi? 


104    No.  193. 


Harlech. 


AIR. 


Psalm  87.    L.  M. 


God    in  his 


earthly       temple  lays  Foundations  for  his  hcav'nly  praife  :  He  likes  the  tents  of    Jacob  well,  But     ftill  in 


m 


Zion    loves    to  dwell. 


1  His  mercy  vif.ts  ev'ry  houfe    That  pay  their  night  and  morning  vows  ; 

But  makes  a  more  delightful  ftay  Where  churches  meet  to  praife  and  pray. 
3  What  glories  were  defcrib'd  of  old  ■    What  wonders  are  of  Zion  told  ? 

Thou  city  of  our  God  below,    Thy  fame  lhall  Tyre  and  Egypt  know* 


4  Egypt  and  Tyre,  and  Greek  and  Jew,    Shall  there  begin  their  lives  anew  ; 
Angels  and  men  fhalljcin  to  fing    The  hill  where  living  waters  fpring. 

5  When  God  makes  up  his  laft  account    Of  nati  ves  in  his  holy  mount, 
'Twill  be  an  honor  to  appear    As  one  new-born,  or  nourtfh'd  there  J 


AIR. 


APPENDIX. 


No-  194.  ^  Lymeficld.      ^        '     ^        Psalm  88.    P.  M. 


0 


God    of   my     falvation,       hear  My    nightly  groan,  my    daily    pray'r,  That  frill       employ       my        wafting    breath ;  My   foul,  declining 


to    the    grave,  Implores   thy    fov'reign     pow'r    to    fave,    From  dark  defpair 


±z±- 


and       lafting    death.  From  dark  defpair 


and       lading  death. 


T  I — 


Thy  wrath  lies  heavy  on  my  foul,    And  waves  of  forrows  o'er  me  roll, 

While  duft  and  filence  fpread  the  gloom  ; 
My  friends  belov'd  in  happier  days,    The  dear  companions  of  my  ways, 

Defcend  around  me  to  the  tomb. 
As  loft  in  lonely  grief  I  tread    The  mournful  manfions  of  the  dead, 

Or  to  fome  throng'd  alfcmbly  go  ; 
Through  all  alike  I  rove  alone,    While  here  fogot  and  there  unknown, 

The  change  renews  my  piercing  wt>e. 


4  And  why  will  God  neglect  my  call  i    Or  who  fhall  profit  by  my  fall, 

When  life  departs  and  love  expires  ? 
Can  duft  and  darknefs  praife  the  Lord  2    Or  wake  or  brighten  at  his  word, 
And  tune  the  harp  with  heav'nly  quires  ? 

5  Yet  through  each  melancholy  day,    I've  pray'd  to  thee,  and  ftill  we  pray, 

Imploring  ftill  thy  kind  return- 
But  oh  !  my  friends,  my  comforts  fled,    And  all  my  kindred  of  the  dead 
Recall  my  wand'ring  thoughts  to  mourn. 


No,  195,  NalicL  Psalm  89.    L,  M,  ijl  Part,  D.  105 

A*R'  ^  .  p  - 


Forever       fhall  rny  fong    record  The  truth  and     mercy       of  the    Lord,  Mercy  and    truth    forever       ftand  Like  heav'n  eflablifh'd  by  his  hand.  J 


izzrrzss. 


:1 


— e-+-*-l — +-F-F 


Thus    to  his      fon  he   fware  and  faid,  "  With  thee  my  cov'nant  fir  ft  is    made;       In    thee  fhall     dying       finners  live,    Glory   and  grace  are  thine  to  give. 


:sz: 


3  te  Be  thou  my  Prophet,  thou  my  Prieft  j    Thy  children  fhall  be  ever  blefl  ; 
"  Thou  art  my  chofen  King  ;  thy  throne    Sha.ll  ftand  eternal,  like  my  own. 

4  "  There's  none  of  all  my  fons  above    So  much  my  image  or  my  love  ; 

*'  Celeftial  pow'rs  thy  l'ubjefts  are  ;    Then  what  can  earth  to  thee  compare  ? 


5  "  David,  my  fervant,  whom  I  chofe,    To  guard  my  flock,  to  crulh  my  foes, 
<'  And  rais'd  him  to  the  Jewifh  throne,    Was  but  a  fliadow  of  my  fon." 

6  Now  let  the  church  rejoice  and  fing    Jefus  her  Saviour  and  her  King  ; 
Angels  his  heav'nly  wonders  fiiow,     And  faints  declare  his  works  below. 


AIR.      MO.  I96. 


Foundli 


•  L.ui  O 


My       never        ceafing      fongs  fhall  fhow  The   mercies  of   the  Lord ;  And  make  fucceeding 


ages 


know  How  faithful       is     his  word. 


2  The  facred  truths  his  lips  pronounce    Shall  firm  as  heav'n  endure  ; 
And  if  he  fpeaks  a  promife  once,    Th'  eternal  grace  is  fure. 

3  How  long  the  race  of  David  held    The  promis'd  Jewifh  throne  ! 
But  there's  a  nobler  cov'nant  feaPd    To  David's  greater  Son. 

o 


4  His  feed  forever  fhall  poffefs    A  throne  above  the  fkies  ; 
The  meaneft  fubject  of  his  grace    Shall  to  that  glory  rife. 

5  Lord  God  of  hofts,  thy  wond'rous  ways,    Are  fung  by  faints  abovi 
And  faints  on  earth  their  honors  raife,    To  thy  unchanging  love. 


io6    No.  197. 


Reverence.  Ps.  89.    CM.  2d  Part. 


With  rev'rence  let  the     faints  appear,  With  rev'rence  let  the  faints  appear  And 


m 


AIR. 


With  rev'rence  let     the    faints,   the       faints        appear  And   bow    before    "    the  Lord, 


His 


With  rev'rence  let  the       faints    appear  With  rev'rence  let    the        faints      appear  And 


With  rev'rence  let     the     faints   appear   With  rev'rence  let  the  faints        appear  And 


His  high  commands  wit  . 


His  high  cGmmands  with  rev'rence 


fa — M— F~z 


L-X-p-L 


Sill 


His  high  commands  with  rev'rence  hear,  His  high  commands  with  rev'rence  hear, 

>_££_-£T_p  m  


And  tremble  at  his  word  !  Ar.d  trsmble  at  his  word  !  And  tremble  at  his  word  ! 


high  commands  with  rev'rence  hear,  His  high  commands  with  rev'rence  hear, 


And  tremble  at  his  word !  And  tremble    at  his  word  ! 

1  s 
"T 


rev  rence 


His  high  commands  with  rev'rence  hear, 


And  tremble  at  his  word  !    And  tremble  at  his  word  !  And  tremble  at  his  word  ! 


hear,       His  high  commands,  His  high  commands  with  rev'rence  hear,  And  tremble  at  his  word  I       And  tremble  at  his  word  I    And  tremble  at  his  word  ! 

2  How  terrible  thy  glories  rife  !    How  bright  thy  beauties  mine  !  4  Thy  words  the  raging  winds  control,    And  rule  the  boiU'rous  deep  : 
Where  is  the  pow'r  with  thee  that  vies?    Or  truth  compar'd  with  thine  ?  Thou  mak'ft  the  ileeping  billows  roll,  The  rolling  billows  flecp. 

3  The  Northern  pole,  and  Southern  reft    On  thy  fupporting  hand  ;  5  Heav'n,  earth,  and  air,  and  fea  are  thine,    And  the  dark  world  of  hell  ; 
Parkuefs  and  day  from  Eaft  to  Weft    Move  round  at  thy  command.  How  did  thine  arm  in  vengeance  Ihine,    When  Egypt  durft  rebel ! 

6  Juftice  and  judgment  are  thy  throne,  Yet  wond'ious  is  thy  grace  ; 

While  truth  and  mercy  join'd-in  one,  Invite  us  near  thy  face. 


Bleft  are  the  fouls     that        hear    and       know  The     gofpel's      joyful    found ;    Peace  fhall     attend     the     paths  they  go,    And  light  their  Heps  around, 

AIR. 


Peace    fhall  attend       the    paths    they   go,  And  light  their  fteps    aroand.      And  light   their  fteps.       And   light    their  fteps  acound. 


io8 


i  ft  &  2d  Treble. 

Slow  and  foft. 


WOMEN'S  VOICES  ONLY. 


Their     joy  ilia.ll  bear  their  fpirits  up 


ift  &  2d  Tenor. 


Through     their    Redeemer's  name  ;      His     i  ighteoufnefs    exalts  their  hope,  Nor    Gatan  dares  condemn 

MEN's  VOICES  ONLY. 


Their    joy  mall  bear  their  lpirits  up  Through  their  Redeemer's  name  {      His  righteoufnefs    exalts   their  hope,  Nor  Satan  dares  condemn. 

Spiritoso.^ 

The    Lord  our     glory,  arid  defence,       Strength  and  falvatiou    gives  :     Ifr'el    thy  King  for         ever       reigns.  Thy  God  for  ever  lives. 


tzdzi 


:zzi 


— --e— 
:^.Zf.z: 


E3333E 

iliil 


Ifr'el,  thy 


:z%: 


:zz~z: 


Thy  God      fqrev  -   er    lives,        forev  -   ex,.     Thy    God  forev 


lives. 


King    for       ever,    for      ever,     thy  King  for   ever  reigns, 


No.  199, 


Hitddersfields 


AIR. 


P.  89.    C.  M.  \th  Part. 

^  Soft.  Loud. 


109 


;  f;:>r  what  the  Lord  in  vifion,  faid,  And  mad'e  his  mercy  known  :  "  Sinners,     behold,  yoar     help        is       laid    Onmy  almighty  Son.    On  my      almighty  Son. 


i-if 


2  Behold  the  man  my  wifdom  chofe    Among  your  mortal  race ; 
His  head  my  holy  oil  o'erflows,    The  fpirit  of  my  grace. 

3  High  lhall  he  reign  on  David's  throae,    My  peoples  better  King 
Mv  arm  lhall  beat  his  rivals  down,    And  ftill  new  lubjects  bring, 

3  My  truth  lhall  guard  him  in  his  way,    With  mercy  by  his  fide, 
While  in  my  name  o'er  earth  and  lea    He  (hall  in  triumph  ride, 


Me  for  his  Father  and  his  God    He  lhall  for  ever  own, 
Call  me  his  rock,  his  high  abode,    And  I'll  fupport  my  Son. 
My  firft  born  Son,  array'd  in  grace,    At  my  right  hand  lhall  fit  ; 
Beneath  hira  angels  know  their  place,    And  monarchs  at  his  Ctet, 
My  cov'nant  Hands  for  ever  fall,    My  promifes  are  ftrong  ; 
Firm  as  the  heav'ns  his  throne  lhall  laft,    His  feed,  endure  at  lon^, 


No.  200. 

I      AIR.  Affctiwso. 


Ebrbigton. 


Ps.  89.    C  M.  5th  Part.  D. 


Yet,  faith  the  Lord,  if  David's    race,  The    children  of  my  Son,   Should  break  my  laws,  abufe  my  grace,  And  tempt  mine  anger  down  ;  And  tempt  mine  anger  down 


j  Their  fins  I'll    viik  with  the    rod,    And  make  their  folly  fmart ;  But  I'll  not  ceafe  to  be  their  God,  Nor  from  my  truth  depart.  ^Nor    from  my  truth  depart. 


=£=E=|=E 


3  My  cov'nant  I  will  ne'er  revoke,    But  keep  my  grace  in  mind  ; 

And  what  eternal  love  hath  fpoke,    Eternal  truth  lhall  bind. 
^  Once  have  I  fworn  (I  need  no  more)    And  pledg'd  my  holincfs., 

To  feal  the  facred  promife  fure    To  David  and  his  race. 


5  The  fun  lhall  fee  his  offspring  rife    And  fpread  from  fea  to  fea, 
Long  as  he  travels  round  the  Ikies    To  give  the  nations  day. 

6.  Sure  as  the  moon  that  rules  the  night    His  kingdom  lhall  endure, 
'Till  the  fix'd  laws  of  fiiade  ancU^ht    Shall  be  obferv'd  no  move, 


HO      N&.  2Q1. 


Mthehn, 


AMI.  Adagio. 


'Ps.  89,    L.  M.  2d  Part, 


Remember, 


J ,  „  w ,    fc^r,;i  r  i|  i  ■  i  .1 1  1  i 1  nr^w4!f-fl:i:  ^  r_tr_v 

Lor.ci,  our    mortal  fiatc  I  low  frail  our  life,  how    fhort  the  date  ?  Where  is  the  man  that  draws  his  breath  Safe  from  difeafis    fee  ore  from  death. 


2  Lord,  while  we  ice,  whole  nations  die,    Our  flefli  and  fenfe  repine  and  cry.,  3  "  Where  is  thy  promife  to  the  jnft  ?    Are  not  thy  fervants  turn'd  to  dull  I" 

"  Mail  death  foiever  rage  and  reign  ?'  Or  haft  thou  made  mankind  in  vain  ?  Ent  faith  forbids  thole  mournf  ul  fighs,    And  fees  the  fleeping  duff,  arife. 

,        '._  "'      4  That  glorious  hour,  that  dreadful  day,    Wipes  the  reproaeh  of  faints  away, 
And  clears  the  honor  of  thy  word  ;    Awake  our  fouls  and  blefs  the  Lord. 


No.  202. 

AIR.  Ajeituoso. 


Lunenburg. 


Ps.  89.  P.M. 


Think,  mighty  God,  on  feeble   man;  Hew  few  his  hours,  how  ftiort  his    fpan  ;  Short  from  the  cradle      to  the  grave 


Who  can  fecure  his      vital  breath,  Who 


Who 
e-  m  


Who 


can, 


can  fecure  his       vital       breath.,  Againft    the    bold,  Againft  the    bold       demands       of  death,  With  fkill  to  fly,  or  pow'r  to  fave.  With  fkill  to  fly,  or  pow'r  to  fave. 


can  fecure  his    vital    breath  .  Againft  the    bold     demands         of  death, 

 _  /r^'VS  r|  -j^  -^r  __  ^   ^1  „  ,  .     _.  "P~'~  


j  cure    his  vital       breath   "  Againft    the  bold,  Againft  the  bold  demands  of  death, 


2  Lord,  fLall  it  be  forever  laid,    "  The  race  of  man  was  only  made, 
"  For  ficknefs',  'birovy,  and  the  dull  ?"' 
Are  not  thy  feryhnts  day  by' day  Sent  to  their  graves  and  turn'd  to  clay  ? 
Lord,  where  S  thy  kiudnefs  to  the  juft  ? 


3  Haft  thou  not  promis'd  to  thy  Son    And  all  his  feed  a  heav'nly  crown  ? 
But  flclli  and  fenfe  indulge  defpair  ; 
For  ever  hleffed  be  the  Lord,    That  faith  can  read  his  holy  word, 
And  find  a  refurreclion  there.    ''  1 


N.B.  The  fourth  vcrfe  to  be  performed  in  the  fuececding  time. 


ATo.  203 


AIR. 
-* 


Wespoint,  ,  4th  Verse-.. 


in 


For  ever  bleffed  be  the  Lord,  Who  gives  his  faints  a  long  rcwaid,  For  all  their  toil,  reproach,      and       pain  ;  For       ail       their       toil     reproach  and  pain ; 

For  all  their  toil,  reproach,        and  pain  ;  For  all  their  toil,  reproach,  and  pain  ;  Let 


.  For  all  their  toil,  reproach,  and  pain  1  For  all  their  toil,  reproach,  ar.d  pain  j 


-a. 


Let      all  below,  and  all  above,  Let    'all  below,     and  all  above, 


Join  to  proclaim  his  tvond'rocs  love.  And  each  repeat  the   loud  Afflen 


all  below,  and  all  above,  and   all  above,  Let  join  to  proclaim  his  wond'rous  love,  his  v.  ond'rous  love,  And  each  repeat  the  loud  Amen. 


Let    all  below,  Let 


Join  to  proclaim  his  wond'rous  lovejoin  to  proclaim  his  wond'rous  love,  Aii2,  Lc. 


No.  204. 

AIR.    Largo.  ^ 


Nottingham. 


Psalrn  90.    L.  M. 


Thro'  ev'ry    age,  eternal 


God>  Thou  art  our  reft,  our  fafe       abode  ;    High  was  thy  throne  ere  heav'n  was  made,  Or  earth  thy  humble  fcotftool  laid. 


2  Long  had'ft  thou  reign'd  ere  time  began,    Or  dud  was  falhion'd  to  a  man  5  3  But  man,  weak  man,  is  horn  to  die,    Mack  up  of  guilt  and  vanity  j 

And  long  thy  kingdom  lhall  endure    When  earth  and  time  lhall  be  no  more.  Thy  dreadful  fentence*  Lord,  was  juff, —    "  Return  )  e  fmn&rs  to  /our  daft," 

4  [A  thoufand  of  our  years  amount    Scarce  to  a  day  in  thine  account, 
Like  yefterday's  departed. light, *  Or  the  Jaft  watrh  of  ending  night  j 


112    No.  205. 

5,  Affettuoso. 


Hillsborough* 


Ps.  90.  L.  M.    Verse  5th.  Pause, 


313 


Death,  like  an         overflowing  ftream,     Sweeps  us    away  ;     our     life's   a   dream  ;  An  empty  tale  ;    A       morning       flow'r,     Cut  down  and  wither'i 

-e- 


EES 


An  empty    tale,   A     morning,      morning  flow'r. 


— e- 


in  an  hour. 


An  empty     tale  j         An  empty  tale ;   a       morning   flow'r,   Cut  down   and     wither'd         in   an  hour 


An  empty    tale  ;         a  morning      flow'r,   An  empty  tale ;  a  morning  flow'r, 


33: 


:7 

3 


An  empty      tale  $        a  morning   flow'r,         An  empty  tale  ;  a       morning  flow'r, 


i  14 


ATo.  206. 


Greension. 


Ps.  go.    C.  M.  ijl  Pari. 

Scft.  Loud. 


AIR.  tr  ^     Scft.  ^        Loud.  ^ 


iiii 

Our  God,  our  help  in        ages  paft,  our  hope  for  years  to  come,  Our  fhelter  from  the     ftormy  blaft,  And  our  eternal    home.    And  our       ctern.il  home. 


& 


Under  the  fhadow  of  thy  throne,    Thy  faints  have  dwelt  fccurc, 
Sufficient  is  thine  arm  alone,    And  our  defence  is  fure. 
Before  the  hills  in  order  flood,    Or  earth  receiv'd  her  frame, 
From  everlalting  thcu  art  God,    To  endlefs  years  the  fame. 
Thy  word  commands  our  flefh  to  duft,    "  Return,  ye  fons  of  men 
All  nations  role  from  earth  at  firft,    And  turn  to  earth  again. 
A  thoufand  ages  in  thy  fight    Are  like  an  ev'ning  gone  ; 
Short  as  the  watch  that  ends  the  night    Before  the  riling  fun. 


6  [The  bufy  tribes  of  flefh  and  blood,    With  all  their  lives  and  cares^ 
Are  carry'd  downwards  by  the  flood,    And  loft  in  foll'wing  years. 

7  Time,  like  an  ever-rolling  ftream,    Bears  all  its  fons  away  ; 
They  fly,  forgotten  as  a  dream    Dies  at  the  op'ning  day. 

8  Like  flow'ry  fields  the  nations  (land,    Pleas'd  with  the  morning  light : 
The  flow'rs  beneath  the  mower's  hand,    Lie  with'ring  ere  'lis  night.  J 

9  Our  God,  our  help  in  ages  paft,    Our  hope  for  years  to  come, 
Be  thou  our  guard  while  troubles  laft,    And  our  eternal  home. 


Narbath. 


Lord,  if   thine  eyes  furvey  our  faults,  And  juftice  grows  fevere,  Thy  dreadful 


Ps.  90.    C.  M.  2d  Part. 


exceeds  our  thoughts,  And  burns  beyond  our  fear.  And  burns  beyond  our 


-9— 
feat-. 


Thine  anger  turns  our  frame  to  duft,    By  one  offence  to  thee 
Adam,  with  all  his  fons,  have  loft    Their  immortality. 
Life  like  a  vain  amufement  flies,    A  fable  or  a  fong  ; 
By  fwift  degrees  our  nature  dies,    Nor  can  our  joys  be  long. 
'Tis  but  a  few  whofe  days  amount    To  threefcore  years  and  ten  ; 
And  all  beyond  that  fhoi  t  accouat    Is  forrow,  toil,  and  pain. 


3 


have, 


No.  208. 


Shutesbury. 


 i_.pl  


Return,  O     God  of    love  return  ;    Earth  is  a 


fhall 


'  [Our  vitals  with  laborious  ftrife    Bear  up  the  crazy  load, 

And  drag  thofe  poor  remains  of  life    Along  the  tirefome  road.] 
i  Almighty  God,  reveal  thy  love,    And  not  thy  wrath  alone  ; 
O  let  our  fweet  experience  prove    The  mercies  of  thy  throne. 
Our  fouls  would  learn  the  heav'nly  art    T' improve  the  hoars  we 
That  we  may  adl  the  wifer  part,    And  live  beyond  the  grave. 

Ps.  90.    C  M.  3d  Part. 

we  thy  children  mourn  Our  abfence  from  thy  face  ?  Our  abfence  from  thy  face  : 


1  Let  heav'n  fucceed  our  painful  years,    Let  fin  and  forrow  ceafe  5  3  Thy  wonders  to  thy  fervants  {how,    Make  thy  own  work  complete  ; 

And  in  proportion  to  our  tears,    So  make  our  joys  increafe.  Then  fhall  our  fouls  thy  glory  know,    And  own  thy  love  was  great. 

4  Then  fhall  we  fhinc  before  thy  throne    In  all  thy  beauty,  Lord  ; 
And  the  poor  fervicc  we  have  done    Meet  a  divine  reward. 


A7o.  209.  Leedkam% 

I 


AIR. 
— ■« — 


Ps.  90.    S,  M.  doubla  11 


Lord,    what     a    feeble         piece    is         this     our    mortal       frame  ?    Our    life    how    poor  a 


trifle    'tis,  That  fcarce    defcrves       the    name  ! 


±=fct 


'ry    month  and  ev'ry    day^  *-T«is  mould'ring  back  to  dud.  'Tis  mould'rii 


 —  — 


Alas  ! 


\  P- 


 I-V-t  


'twas  brittle    clay    That  built    pur  bodies  fiift  !  And     ev'ry    month  and  ev'ry    day  'Tis  mould'ring  back  to  duft.  'Tis  mould'ring 


 Q_. 

back  to  duft. 


— f-T  


m 


 v. 
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3  Our  moments  fly  apace,    Nor  will  our  minutes  ftay  ; 
Juft  like  a  flood  our  hafty  days    Are  lweeping  us  away 


4  Well,  if  our  days  muft  fly,    We'll  keep  their  end  in  fight ; 
We'll  fpend  them  all  in  wifdom's  way,    And  let  them  fpeed 
5  They'll  waft  us  fooner  o'er    This  life's  tempeftuous  fea  : 
Soon  we  fliall  reach  the  peaceful  fhore    Of  bleft  eternity. 


zz:*:±zzz: 

their  flight, 


A{R.  No,  210.  Ahtead.  Psalm  gi.    L.  M. 


He,  that  hath  made  his  refuge,  God,  Shall  find  a,      moft        fecure       abode;  Shall  walk  all  day  beneath  his  fhade,  And  there  at     night  {hall     reft,    his  head. 
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2  Then  will  I  fay,  "  my  God,  thy  pow'r    Shall  be  my  fortrefs  and  my  tow'r  : 
"  I  that  am  form'd  of  feeble  duft    Make  thine  almighty  arm  my  truft." 

3  Thrice  happy  man  !  thy  Maker's  care    Shall  keep  thee  from  the  fowler's  fnare., 
Satan  the  fowler,  who  betrays    Unguarded  fouls  a  thoufand  ways. 

4  Juft  as  a  hen  protects  her  brood,    (From  birds  of  prey  that  fcek  their  blood,) 
Under  her  feathers,  fo  the  Lord    Makes  his  own  arm  his  people's  guard. 

5  If  burning  beams  of  noon  confpire    To  dart  a  peftilential  fire, 

God  is  their  life,  his  wings  are  ipread    To  Ihield  them  with  a  healthful  fhade. 

10  The  fword,  the  peftilence  or  fire, 


6  If  vapours  with  malignant  breath    Rife  thick  and  fcatter  midnight  death, 
Ifrael  is  fafe  :  the  poifon'd  aiv    Grows  pure,  if  Ifrael's  God  be  there. 

PAUSE. 

7  What  though  a  thoufand  at  thy  fide,    At  thy  right  hand  ten  thoufand  dy'd, 
Thy  God  his  chofen  people  faves,    Amongft  the  dead,  amidft  the  graves. 

8  So  when  he  fent  his  angel  down    To  make  his  wrath  in  Eg)  pt  known, 
And  flew  their  fons,  his  careful  eye    Paft  all  the  doors  of  Jacob  by. 

9  But  if  the  fire,  or  plague,  or  fword,    Receive  commiflion  from  the  Lord, 
To  ftrike  his  faints  among  the  reft,    Their  very  pains  and  deaths  are  bleft. 

Shall  but  fulfil  their  beft  defire  : 


From  fins  and  forrows  fct  them  free,    And  bring  thy  children,  Lqrd,  to  thee, 


1 1 6     No.  211, 

AIR. 


Harpswell.  Ps.  91.    C.  M, 

Ye  fons  of  men,  ^  a  feeble  race,  Expos'd  to     ev'ry  fna^e>  Come,  make  the  Lord  your  dwelling  place,  And  try »  aniji  tfuj^hi;  care,  ftnd  try,  and  tnift  his  care. 


And  try,  and  truft  his  care.  And 


2  No  ill  fhall  enter  where  yon  dwell  ;    Or  if  the  plague  come  nigh, 
And  fweep  the  wicked  down  to  hell,    'Twill  raiie  his  faints  on  high. 

3  He'll  give  his  angels  charge' to  keep    Your  feet  in  all  their  ways  : 
To  watch  your  pillow  while  )  ou  fleep,    And  guard  your  happy  days. 

4.  Their  hands  fhall  bear  you, left  jou  fall    And  dalh  againft  the  Hones  ; 
Are  they  not  fervants  at  his  call,    And  fent  t'  attend  his  fons  ? 

&  "  Thofe  that  on  earth  my  name  have  known 
'£  There  my  falvati.on  fliall  be  fhown, 


5  Adders  and  lions  ye  fhall  tread  ?  The  tempter's  wiles  defeat  ; 
He  that  hath  broke  the  ferpent's  head    Puts  them  beneath  your  feet. 

6  "  Eecaufe  on  me  they  fet  their  love,    I'll  favc  them  (faith  the  Lord) 
"  I'll  bear  their  joyful  fouls  above    Deftrudtion,  and  the  fword. 

7  "  My  grace  Ihall  anfwer  when  they  call :    In  trouble  I'll  be  nigh  ; 
"  My  pew'r  fhall  help  them  when  they  fall*    And  raife  them  when  they  die. 

I'll  honor  them  in  heav'n  : 
And  endlcfs  life  be  giv'n." 


No.  212, 

AIR. 


Ketterhig.  Psalm  92.    L.  M.  ^Jl  Part. 

Sweet  is  the  work,  my  Cod,  my  King,  To  praife  thy  name,  give  thanks  and  fmg,  To  fhew  thy  love  by  morning  light,  And  talk  of  all  thy  truth  at  night.   Sweet  is  the  day  of 


Soft, 


Loud. 


Soft. 


Loud. 


facred  reft,  No  mortal  cares  fhall  "fei^e  my  breajft  :  O  may  my  heart  in  tune   be  found,  Like  David's  harp  of  fslemn  found.  Like  David's  harp  of      folemn  found. 


My  heart  fliall  triumph  in  my  Lord,    And  blefs  his  works,  and  blefs  his  word  ;  5  Eut  I  fhall  fhare  a  glorious  part,    When  grace  hath  well  refin'd  my 

Thy  works  of  grace  how  bright  they  fhine  !  How  deep  thy  counfels  !  how  divine  !  And  frefh  fupplies  of  joy  are  ftied,    Like  holy  oil  to  cheer  my  head 

Fools  never  raife  their  thoughts  fo  high  ;  Like  brutes  they  live,like  brutes  they  die,  6  Sin  (my  worft  enemy  before)  Shall  vex  my  eyes  and  ears  no  more 
Like  grafs  they  fiourifh,  'till  thy  breath    Elaft  them  in  everlafting  death.  My  inward  foes  fhall  all  be  flain,    Nor  fatan  break  my  peace  again. 

7  Then  fhall  1  fee,  and  hear,  and  know,    All  I  defir'd  or  wiih'd  below  ; 
And  ev'ry  pow'r  find  fweet  employ    Inthat  eternal  world  of  joy. 


heait, 


No.  213,  Northboro\  Ps.  92,    L.  M.  2d.  Part.  117 

Trtble. 

nor.    Lord, 'tis  a  pleafant  dung  to  ftand  In  garden;  planted-by  thine  hand;  Let  me        within  thy  courts,   be   feen  Like  a  young  cedar  frefti  &  grcea. 

In  gardens  planted  by  thine  hand  Like  a  young  cedar,  a  young  cedar,frefh  &  green. 

irlrzzBbhtgzizgfe^^ 


Like  a  young  cedar,frefh  and  green.  Like 

2  There  grow  thy  faints  in  faith  and  love,    Bleft  w  ith  thine  influence  from  above  ;  3  The  plants  of  grace  fhall  ever  live  ;    (Nature  decays  but  grace  mutt  thrive) 

Not  Lebanon  with  all  its  trees  Yields  fuch  a  comely  fight  as  thele.  Time  that  doth  all  things  elle  impair    Still  makes  them  flourilh  Urong  and  lair, 

4  Laden  with  fruits  of  age,  they  fhew    The  Lord  is  holy,  juft  and  true  ; 
•  None  that  attend  his  gates  fhall  find    A  God  unfaithful  or  unkind* 


AIR.     NO-  214. 


AltenhwT. 


Jehovah  reigns ;  he  dwells  in  light :  Girded  with  majefty  and  might :    The  world  created  by  his  hands 


Psalm  93.    L.  M.  ift  Part. 


Still  on  its  firft   foundation   Hands.         But   ere  this 


JEifEE 


EgEEiE^fiPs 


_jiZ«. 

fpacious  world  was  made,     Or  had  its  firft  foundations  laid.        Thy  throne  eternal  ages  flood, 


Thyfclf,. 


iz§z 


ever    -     living  God. 


Thyfelf 


3  Like  floods  the  angry  nations  rife,    And  aim  their  rage  again  ft  the  fkies  ; 
Vain  floods  that  aim  their  rage  fo  high  !    At  thy  rebuke  the  billows  die. 


a.  For  ever  fhall  thy  throne  endure  ;    Thy  promife  ftands  for  ever  .fur  e 
And  everlafting  holinefs    Becomes  the  dwellings  of  thy  grace, 


II 


Ii8    No.  215, 


Attenan 


A  AIR. 


Ps.  93.  P.M. 


V.  ✓  V_>  ^-  X  V^/  W  N  X 

The  Lord  of       glory     reigns ;  he    reigns    on  n'gh>    His  robes   of     ftate  are  ftrength  and  majefty  ; 

^ — v  r~\       s-  -v  /-~\  s  


This  wide      creation       rofe  at 


■ht-s-t-s 


his    command,      Built  by     hh  word,  and  'ftablifh'd  by  his  hand  :  Long  Mood  his 


throne   ere      he    began  creation,  And  his  own  Godhead  is  the  firm  foundation. 


a~:»=:iz: 


a— 


2  God  is  th*  eternal  King  :  thy  foes  in  vain    Raife  their  rebellion  to  confound  thy  reign  :  3  Ye  tempelts  rage  no  more  ;  ye  floods  be  dill    And  the  mad  world  obedient  to  his  will 

In  vain  the  ftorms,  in  vain  the  floods  arife,  And  roar,  and  tofs  i;heir  waves  againft  the  ikies  ;  Built  on  his  truth,  his  church  muft  ever  ftand  ;  Firm  are  his  promtfes  and  ftrong  his  hand 
Foaming  at  heav'n  they  rage  with  wild  commotion,  See  his  own  ions,  when  they  appear  before  him, 

But  heav'n's  high  arches  fcorn  the  fwelling  ocean,  Bow  at  his  footftool,  and  with  fear  adore  him. 


No.  2 1 6, 


Savoy, 


PS.  93.     P.  M.  6's  &  8's, 


Array'd  in  robes  of  light, 


Begirt  with  fov'reign  might,  And  rays  of  majef- 


AIR.       The  Lord  Jehovah    reigns,  And   royal  ftate  maintains,  His  head  with  awful  glories  crown'd  ; 


SEE  EE 


of 


ty     around.      Array'd    in  robes  01  lignt,    Begirt  with  fov'reign  might,  And  rays 


around. 


around. 


2  Upheld  by  thy  commands,    The  world  fee urely  ftands,  4  Let  floods  and  nations  rage,    And  all  their  pow'rs  engage, 

And  flues  and  ftars  obey  thy  word  :  Let  fwelling  tides  af Fault  the  fky  ; 

Thy  throne  was  lix'd  on  high    Before  the  ftarry  fky  :  The  terrors  of  thy  frown    Shall  beat  their  madnefs  down 

Eternal  is  thy  kingdom,  Lord. 
.3  In  vam  the  noify  crowd,    Like  billows  fierce  and  loud* 
Againft  thine  empire  rage  and  roar  ; 
la  vain  with  angry  fpite    The  furly  nations  fight, 
And  dafli  like  waves  againft  the  fhore. 


Thy  throne  for  ever  ftands  on  high. 
Thy  promifes  are  true,    Thy  grace  is  ever  new  : 
There  fix'd  thy  church  fliall  ne'er  remove  ; 
Thy  faints  with  holy  fear    Shall  in  thy  courts  appear, 
And  fing  thine  everlafting  love. 


AIR. 


217 


OpheL 


Psalm  94.    CM.  ifi  Part 


O    God  !  to  whom  revenge  belongsP  Proclaim  thy     wrath^loud  ;  Let  fovVeignpow^  redrefs  our  v/rongs,  Letjuftice  fmite 


2  They  lay,  "  the  Lord  nor  fees  nor  hears  ;"    When  will  the  fools  be  wife  ? 
Can  he  be  deaf,  who  form'd  their  ears  ?    Or  blind,  who  made  their  eyes  i 

3  He  knows  their  impious  tho'ts  are  vain,    And  they  fliall  feel  his  pow'r  ; 
His  wrath  (hall  pierce  their  fouls  with  pain,    In  fome  furprizing  hour. 

6  But  God  will  ne'er  caft  off  his  faints, 


Pre  pardons  his  inheritance 

St.  Lawrence's. 


— --©■ 


4  But  if  thy  faints  deferve  rebuke,    Thou  haft  a  gentler  rod  ; 

Thy  providences  and  thy  book    Shall  make  them  know  their  God. 

5  Bleft  is  the  man  thy  hands  chaftife,    And  to  his  duty  draw  : 
Thy  fcourges  make  thy  children  wife,    When  they  forget  thy  law. 

Nor  his  own  promife  break  ; 


For  their  redeemer's  fake. 


^  air.   No.  218.  St.  Lawrence's.  Ps.  94.    CM.  2d  Part 


Who  will     arife    and  plead  my  right 


Againft     my    num'rous  foes 


While  earth  and  hell  their  force  unite,     And  all 


2  Had  not  the  Lord,  my  rock,  my  hllp,    Suftain'^  my  fainting  head, 
My  life  had  now  in  filence  dwelt,    My  foul  amongft  the  dead.\ 

3  "  Alas,  my  Aiding  feet  1"  I  cry'd,    Thy  promife  was  my  prop  j 
"Thy  grace  ftood  conftant  by  my  fide,    Thy  fpirit  bore  me  up. 

6  Let  malice  vent  her  rage  aloud  ; 


The  Lord  our  Cod  fliall  judge  the  proud,    And  cut  the  finners  oft'. 


When  multitudes  of  mournful  thoughts    Within  my  bofom  roll, 
Thy  boundlefs  love  forgives  my  faults,    Thy  comforts  cheer  my  foul. 
5  Pow'rs  of  iniquity  may  rife,    And  fiame  pernicious  laws  ; 
But  God  my  refuge  rules  the  fides,    He  will  defend  my  caule. 
Let  bold  Mafphemers  feoff  $ 


12 

C7" 


o    Arfl.  219.  Portland.  Ps.  95*    C.  M.  double, 


Sing    to  the  Lord    Jehovah's      name,  And     in  his  (IVengh  rejoice  ;  When  his  falvation  is  our  theme,  Esal    -   ted     be  our  voice. 


With  thanks 


ap- 


__.2C-  g  jj.  d__^_i_cj  dzpx  
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Loud. 


I2£ 
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3  Let  princes  hear,  let  angels  know,    How  mean  their  natures  feem, 
Thofe  gods  on  high,  and  gods  below,    When  once  compar'd  with  him. 

4  Earth  with  its  caverns  dark  and  deep,    Lies  in  his  fpacious  hand  ; 

He  fu'd  the  feas  what  bounds  to  keep,    And  where  the  hills  muft  (land. 


5  Come  and  with  humble  fouls  adore,    Come  kneel  before  his  face  ; 
O  may  the  creatures  of  his  pow'r    Be  children  of  his  grace. 

6  Now  is  the  time  he  bends  hie  ear,    And  waits  for  your  requeft  ; 
Come,  left  he  roufe  his  wrath,  and  fwear    "  Ye  fhall  not  fee  my  reft." 


No.  2  20. 

|  AIR. 


Silverstreet. 


Soft. 


Loud. 


Ps.  95.    S.  M. 


:xzg. 


EEEi 


Come,  found  his  praife  abroad,  And  hymns  of       glory       fing  ;  Jeho    -    vah     is    the         fov'reign     God,    The  uni     -     verfal  King. 


2  He  form'd  the  deeps  unknown  ;    He  gave  the  feas  their  bound  : 
The  wat'ry  worlds  are  all  his  own,    And  all  the  folid  ground. 

3  Come,  vvorlhip  at  his  throne,    Come  bow  before  the  Lord  : 

We  arc  his  works,  and  not  our  own,    He  form'd  us  by  his  word. 


6  The  Lord  in  vengeance  dreft,    Will  lift  his  hand  and  fwear, 
"  You  that  defpii'i  my  promis'd  reft,    Shall  have  no  poition  there." 


4  To  day  attend  his  voice,    Nor  dare  provoke  his  red  ; 

Come  like  the  people  of  his  choice    And  own  your  gracious  God. 

5  But  if  your  ears  refufe    The  language  of  his  grace, 
And  hearts  grow  hard,  like  ftubborn  Jews,    That  unbelieving  race  ! 


No,  221. 

Treble  or  Tenor. 


Alexandria, 


Ps.  95.    L.  M. 


121 


Corrie,  let  our 

Trebl'  or  Tenor. 


'  oices  join    to"    raife,    A       facre^  fong  of  folemn  praife  :  A  facred  ^    ^    fong  of  folemn  praife: 

Come,    let  our 


Voices        join  to  raife,  A. 


Come,     let  our 


voices 


join    to      raife    a      facred  fong  of  folemn  praife,  A 


God    is   a  fov'reign        King ;     rehearfe,  God  is    a  fov'reign  King  j       rehearfe  His  honors  in  ex    -    alted  verfe. 


rehearfe  His 


His  honors  in 


God  is  a  fov'reign  King ;     rehearfe  His 


e£   -  alted  verfe. 


2  Come,  let  our  fouls  addrefs  the  Lord,    Who  fram'd  our  natures  with  his  word  j 
He  is  our  (hepherd  !  we  the  ftieep,    His  mercy  choofe,  his  paftures  keep. 

3  Come,  let  us  hear  his  voice  to  da 7,    The  cour.fjls  of  his  love  obey  ; 

Nor  let  our  hearden'd  hearts  renew    The  (ins  and  plagues  that  Iirael  knew. 

4  Iirael,  that  faw  his  works  of  grace,    Yet  tempt  their  Maker  to  his  face  ; 
A  faithlefs,  unbelieving  brood,    That  tir'd  the  patience  of  their  God. 


5  Thus  faith  the  Lord,  "  how  falfe  they  prove,    Forget  my  pow'r,  abufc  my  love  ; 
"  Since  they  defpii'e  my  reft,  I  fwear    Their  feet  lhall  never  enter  there." 

6  [Look  back,  my  foul,  with  holy  dread,    And  view  thofe  ancient  rebels  dead  ; 
Attend  the  ofFei'd  grace  to  day,    Nor  lofe  the  bleftlng  by  delay. 

7  Seize  the  kind  promife  while  it  waits,    And  march  to  Zion's  heav'nly  gates  s 
Believe,  and  take  the  prorois'd  reft  ;    Obey  and  be  forever  bleft.^] 


122    No.  222 .  Poland. 
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Psalm  96.    C,  M. 


Counter. 


.  Jilliilil 

His  new  dif  -  cov  -  er'd  grace  de- 
  '     ^   ^      S  m 


Tenor 


Sing         to  the      Lord,  ye 


di  Mailt 


lands,  Ye  tribes  of  every    tongue  ;  Ye  tribes  of  ev'ry  tongue  ;  His       new      dif   -   cov   -  er'd 


I. 


— 


.  r-^_|  


mands,       His         new       dif   -  cov 


er 


demands 


^zzzizzz^zjzzz. ztzz|„ 
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grace 


'demands 


A 


new  and 


nobler 


fong. 


A    new  and  nobler 


fonr. 


tfzzzjiEz: 

new 


er'd 


grace 


demands 


:zi: 


dif   -  cov 

new     dif   -    cov    -    er'd  grace 


new     and       nobler  fong. 


His 


demands 


2  Say  to  the  nations,  Jefus  reigns,    God's  own  almighty  Son  ;  4  Let  an  unufual  joy  furprife    The  iflands  of  the  fea  ; 

His  pow'r  the  linking  world  fuftains,    And  grace  furrounds  his  throne.  Ye  mountains  fink,  ye  vallies  rife,    Prepare  the  Lord  his  way. 

3  Let  heav'n  proclaim  the  joyful  day*    joy  through  the  earth  be  feen  }  5  Behold  he  comes,  he  comes  to  blefs    The  nations  as  their  God  % 
Let  cities  fliine  in  bright  array,    And  fields  in  cheerful  green.  To  fliexv  the  world  his  righteoufnefs,    And  fend  his  truth  abroad, 

6  But  when  his  voice  fhall  raife  the  dead,    And  bid  the  world  draw  near, 
How  will  the  guilty  nations  dread,    To  fee  their  judge  appear. 


No.  22.3." 

Treble. 


Bohemia ,! 


Ps.  96.    P.  M, 


123 


Countcr. 


Let    all  die  earth  their      voices    raife  To   fing  the      choiceft  pfalna  of   praife,       To  fing  and   blefs  Je  -  hovah's   name  ;  To  fing  and  blefs  Jehovah's  name  ; 


Tenor. 


His 


Ojjz^z^z|zzjzzjz|zrjzzzz^^ 


And    all  his    faving  works  proclaim,  And  all  his  faving  works  proclaim. 


Ll:±:iz53:i:izl:i:izl:Hz512:£§=ifz§z3i* 


zj:x:qzq:i 


d~:± 


glory 


let  the       heathen     know,  His-  wonders 


to  the 


2  The  heathen  know  thy  glory,  Lord  ; 
The  wond'ring  nations  read  thy  word ; 

Among  us  is  Jehovah  known  ; 
Our  worfhip  fhall  no  more  be  paid 
To  gods  which  mortal  hands  have  made  ^ 
Our  Maker  is  pur  Gad  alone. 


nations  fliow. 


3  He  fram'd  the  globe,  he  built  the  fky, 
He  made  the  fhining  worlds  on  high, 

And  reigns  complete  in  glory  there  j 
His  beams  are  majefty  and  light  ; 
His  beauties,  how  divinely  bright  t 
His  temple,  how  divinely  fair  1 


4  Come,  the  great  day,  the  glorious  hour, 
When  earth  fhall  feel  his  faving  pow'r, 
And  barb'rous  nations  fear  his  name  ; 
Then  fhall  the  race  of  man  confefs 
The  beauty  of  his  holtnefs, 

And  in  his  courts  his  grace  proclaim. 


124    No.  224*  Harvard.  Psalm  97.    L.  M.  ijl  Part.  D, 


Treble. 


He      reigns,  the  Lord,  the  Saviour  reigns,  Praife  him  in  evangelic  ftrains  ;  Let   the  whole  earth  in  fongs  rejoice,  And  diftant    iflands   join  their  voice.  Deep 

Tenor. 


But     grace  and.      truth  fupport      his  throne : 


3  In  robes  of  judgment,  lo.  he  comes  !    Shakes  the  wide  earth  and  cleaves  the  tombs,  4  His  enemies,  with  fore  difmay,    Fly  from  the  fight  and  fliun  the  day ; 

Before  him  burns  devouring  fire,    The  mountains  melt,  the  feas  retire.  Then  lift  your  heads,  ye  faints,  on  high,    And  fing,  for  your  redemption's  nigh. 


O    ye  that  love  his        holy      name,        Hate     ev'ry     work    of  fin  and  fhame  ;  He  guards  the  foals  of  all  his  friends,  And  from  the  fnares  of  hell  defends. 


3  Immortal  light  and  joys  unknown,    Are  for  the  faints  in  darknefs  fown  ; 
Th.fc  glorious  feeds  fliall  fpring  and  rife    And  the  bright  harveft  blefs  o 


J* 


at  eyes, 


4  Rejoice,  ye  righteous,  and  record    The  facred  honors  of  the  Lord  j 
None  but  the  foul  that  feels  his  grace    Can  triumph  in  his  holinefs. 


3  The  heav'ns  his  rightful  pow'r  proclaim  ;    The  idol  gods  around 
Fill  their  own  worfhippers  with  fhame,    And  totter  to  the  ground. 

4  Adoring  angels  at  his  birth    Make  the  Redeemer  known  ; 

Thus  lhall  he  come  to  jtidge  the  earth    And  angels  guard  his  throne. 


5  His  foes  fliall  tremble  at  bis  fight.    And  hills  and  Teas  retire  : 

Hb  children  take  their  unknown  flight,    And  leave  the  world  on  CrCr 

f)  The  feeds  of  joy  and  glory  fown    For  faints  in  darknefs  here, 
Shall  rife  and  fpring  in  worlds  unknown,    And  a  rich  baryeft  bear. 


128    No.  228.-  Devonshire.  Psalm  98.    CM.  \Jl  Part. 

treble. 


To    our       almighty  Maker,       God,       New       honors   be     addreft  ;  His  great         falvation        fhines  abroad 

Counter. 


His  great  falvation   fhines  abroad 


To  our  almighty  Maker,  God*  His 


makes  the     nations       bleft.  His       great         falvation    Ihines     abroad         And       makes     the    nations  bleft.  And  makes  the     nations  bleft. 


And    makes  the  nations       bleft.    And  makes  the  nations    bleft.    And     makes       the       nations  bleft.  And  makes  the      nations  bleft. 


makes  the       nations'     bleft.  And  makes  the  nations  bleft.  His  great  falvation  fhines  abroad  And  makes  the  nations  bleft.  And  makes  the  nations  bleft. 


i  He  fpake  the  word  to  Ab'ram  firft,    His  truth  fulfills  his  grace  ; 
The  Gentiles  make  his  name  their  truft,    And  learn  his  righteoufncfs. 


3  Let  the  whole  earth  his  love  proclaim    With  all  her  different  tongues  ; 
And  fpread  the  honors  of  his  name    In  melody  and  fongs. 


No.  229. 


London. 


Ps.  98*    CM.  2d  Part.  D.  129 


mm 


Joy  to  the  world  :  Joy  to  the  world  :  Joy  to  the  world  :  the  Lord  is  come,Let  earth  receive  her  King  :  Let  ev'ry  heart  prepare  him  room,  And   heav'n  and  J 


gfe  2-—-- 


Joy  to  the  world  : 


f'lx'T*?  


Let  ev'ry  heart  prepare  him  room,And  heav'n  anu 


1 


For. 


nature  fing, 


Joy  to  the  earth  :    the  Saviour  reigns  ;  Let  men  their  fongs  employ  :  While  fields  and  floods,  rocks,hills  and  plains, Repeat  the  founding  joy. 


Joy  to  the  earth  :  the  Saviour  reigns  { 


3  No  more  let  fins  and  forrows  grow,    Nor  thorns  infeft  the  around  ; 
He  come*  to  make  h^i  hjeflings  flow    Far  as  the  curfe  is  found. 

R 


4  He  rules  the  world  with  truth  and  grace.    And  males  the  nations  preys 
The  glories  of  his  nghteoufnel:,    And  wonders  of  his  love. 


130    A7i?.-23o.  Wanolck.  Psalm  99.    S,  M.  1 Jl  Part. 

The  God    Jehovah       reigns,  Let  all  the  nations  fear  :       Let  finners  tremble  at  his  throne,  And  faints  be  humble  there.      Let   finners  tremble  at  his  tin  one,  An. 

p  f  try  ra  f  t\j  1  fimi  imifl  ,1  rift  >i  will  .^jjrmm^m 


faints  be  humble  there. 


jefus    the  Saviour  reigns  !  the  Saviour  reigns !  Let  earth  adore  its  Lord  ;  Bright  cherubs  his  attendants  Hand, Swift  to  fulfil  his  word. 


jefus  the  Saviour,  the  Saviour  reigns ; 


Jefus  the  Saviour 


reigns ! 


In    Zion    is  his  throne,  His  honors  are   divine  ;  His  church  fliall  make  his  wonders  known,  His  church  fhall  make  his  wonders  known,  his  wonders  known, 


His  church  fhall  make  his  wonders  known,  his  wonders  known,  his  wonders  known,  For  there  his  glorie 


His  church  fhall  maks  his  wonders  known>  his  wonders  known, 


Tor 


For  there  his  glories  fhine.  For  tliere  liis     glories  fhine 


How  holy,      holy     Is  his  name,       How    terrible  !  How   terrible  !  How  terrible  his  praife  ! 


Aline.  For  there  his  glories  fliine. 


there  his  glories,  there  his  glories  fhine. 


lftice  and       trudi,  and        judgment       join  In       all  his  works  of  grace.      In       all,    In  all     his   works    of  grace. 


Juftice  and  truth,  and  judgment  join 


In    all  his  works  of  grace.  In 


grace.  In       all,  In 

Ps.  99.    S.  M,  2d  Part. 


Juftice  and  truth,     Juftice  and  truth,  and  judgment  join   In   all  his  works  of 


No.  231.  Harwich, 


His  nature  is  all  holinefs,  His  nature  is  all ^holinefs,  And 

AIR.         E;:alt  the  Lord  our  God,  And  worfliip  at  his   feet;  His   nature  is  all  holinefs,  And    mercy  is     his  feat. 

His  nature  is  all      holinefs,  His    nature  is  all    holinefs,^  And 


His      nature  is  all       ho    -    linefs,  And 

2  When  Ifrael  was  his  church,    When  Aaron  was  his  pried,  3  Oft  he  forgave  their  fins,    Nor  would  'deftroy  their  race  : 

When  Mofes  cry'd,  when  Samuel  pray'd,    He  gave  his  people  reft*  And  ofc  he  made  his  vengeance  known,    When  they  abus'd  his  gracs. 

4  Exalt  the  Lord  our  God,    Whofe  grace  is  dill  the  fame  ; 
Still  he's  a  God  of  holiness,.  And  jealous  for  his  name. 


132    AV232,  Old  Hundred.  Psalm  100,    L.M.  if!  Part. 

I  Moderate. 


i  2  The  Lord  is  God  ;  'tis  he  alone    Doth  life  and  breath  and  being  give  ;  3  Enter  his  gates  with  fangs  of  joy,    With  praifes  to  his  courts  repair, 

We  are  his  work,  and  not  cur  own  ;    The  (heep  th  it  on  his  panares  live.  And  make  it  your  divine  employ,    To  pay  your  thanks  and  honors  there. 

4  The  Lord  is  good  ;  the  Lord  is  kind  ;    Great  is  his  grace,  his  mercy  fine  : 
And  the  whole  race  of  man  mull  find    His  truth  from  age  to  age  endure. 


No.  233.  Denmark.  Vs.  100.    L.M.  2d  Part. 


\fi  verse.    Sing  to  the  Lord  with  joyful  voice  ;  Let  cv'ry  land  his  name  adore  ;  The  nothern  ifles  fhall  fend  the  noife  Acrofs  the  ocean  to  the  Ihore.  Acrofs  the  ocean  to  the  fliore. 


$J  verse.    His    fov'reign    pow'r  without  our  aid,   Made  us  of  clay  and  form'd  us  men  :  And  when  like  wand'ring  fheep  we  ftray'd,  he  bro't  us  to  his  fold  again.    He  bro't  us 


.1     verse.     We  are  his       people,  we  his  care,  Our  fouls  and  all  our  mortal  frame  :  What  laRing  honors  lhall  we  rear,     Almighty        Maker,  to  thy  name  ?  Almighty 


to    his    fold     3gain,  We'll  croud  thy  gates  with  thankful  fongs,  High  as  the  beav'ns  our  voices  raife  ;     And  earth  with«her  ten  thoufand,  thoufind  tongues 


MMm**2m$i$  tin  mWmWi  ft  torn 


Maker     t,o    thy  name. 


Shall  fill  thy  courts  with  founding  praife.  Shall  fill  thy  court?  with  founding  praife.  Shall  fill,  fhall  fill  thy  courts,  Sec.  Wide,  wide  as  the  world  is  thy  eoinmandjYail  as  eternity,  e« 


ternity  thy  love  ;  Firm  as  a  rock  thy  truth  muft  Hand,  When  rolling  years  fhall  ceafe  to  move.  When  rolling  years  fhall  ceafe  to  move.  When  rolling  years  fhall  cede  to  movev 


4 — 


— j-_  


1111=1 

Il=; 


—  -  CM'  


My       gracious    God,  my       righteous  King, 


To  thee  my       fongs   and    vows       I  bring. 


-1 


fongs    and    rows  I  brinj 


To  thee  my  fongs  and  vows  I  bring. 


To  thee  my 


fongs 


2  If  I  am  rais'd  to  bear  the  ftf-nrd,    I'll  tale  my  counfels  from  thy  word  j 
Thy  judice  and  thy  heav'nly  grace    Shall  be  the  pattern  of  my  ways. 

3  Let  wil'dom  all  my  actions  guide,    And  let  my  God  with  me  refide  ; 

No  wicked  thing  fhall  dwell  with  me,    Which  may  provoke  thy  jealoufy. 

4  No  fons  of  (lander,  rage  or  ftrife    Shall  be  companions  of  my  life  ; 

The  haughty  look,  the  heart  of  pride,    Within  my  doors  fliall  ne'er  abide. 


5  [I'll  fearch  the  land  and  raife  the  juft    To  ports  of  honor,  wealth  and  trufl  ; 
The  men  that  work  thy  holy  will,    Shall  be  my  friends  and  fav'rites  ftill.] 

6  In  vain  fliall  tinners  hope  te  rife    By  flatt'ring  or  malicious  lies  ; 
And  whife  the  innocent  I  guard,    The  bold  offender  fhan't  be  fpar'd. 

7  The  impious  crew,  that  factious  band,    Shall  hide  their  heads,  or  quit  the  land  ; 
And  all  that  break  the  public  reft,    Where  I  have  pow'r  fhall  be  fupprcft. 


335 


^  No.  225^   ^       •      •      Ashburn.  ^  ^    .       iol.    C.  M. 

~>f     ^juftice     ^and   of  "gracc^    iT    fi»g,  ■  ^#py  'toy  '"'tiij^y^ewst  ^3r|tfM«  s»*]o*c^'b«»^Jy  King/TRw*  mett        rule       my  houfe. 

2  Now  to  my  tent,  O  God  repair,    And  mate  thy  fervant  wife  ;  4  Til  feet  the  faithful  and  the  jtift,    And  will  their  help  enjoy  ; 
I'll  fuffer  nothing  near  me  there    That  mall  offend  thine  eyes.  Thefe  are  the  friends  that  I  (hall  traft,    The  fcrvants  I'll  employ, 

3  The  man  that  dodi  his  neighbour  wrong,    By  falfehood  or  by  force,  5  The  wretch  that  deals  in  fly  deceit,    I'll  not  endure  a  night  : 
The  fcornful  eye,  the  fknd'rous  tcngue,    I'll  thruft  them  from  my  doors.  The  liar's  tongue  I  ever  hate,    And  banilh  from  my  light. 

6  I'll  purge  my  family  around,    And  make  the  wicked  flee  ; 
So  lhalf  my  houfe  be  ever  found    A  dwelling  fit  for  thee, 

AIR-   No.  236.  Brimjield.  P.salm  102.    C.  M.  \ft  Part.  D. 

Hear  me,  O    God,     nor    hide     thy  "face,  ^ut^anfwer       left    I       die:    Haft  thou  not  built    a    throne"  of   grace,    To  "he::;— hen      flnners  cry? 


.-+_. T._  h — — tt~"1 — i~i"T~"Hr""1'"r 


EeEiEi 


i 


libs  „  , 

My  days  are      waned      like    the  fmoke 

•  *     -e-  -o-     0  ^  ' 


.  Mi-  ftv-pnrri-li  I'crlrv'ri  mvlipart        !s  hroke.  And    finkino-  in  dtfpair. 


fJ-_. 


;  My  ftrength  is  dry'd,  my  heart       is  broke,  And  finkinr. 


■-I  1 — 1— -j—  j — H  1  ~TH—  

i  z  Sr5~3zx~i~d  r.e~3z: 

1  o 


My  fpirits  flag,  like  with'iing  grafs    Burnt  with  excefhve  heat ; 

In  fecret  groans  my  minutes  pais,    And  I  forget  to  eat. 

As  on  fome  lonely  building's  top,    The  fparrow  tells  her  moan, 

Far  from  the  tents  of  joy  and  hope,    I  fit  and  grieve  alone. 

My  foul  is  like  a  wi-ldernefs,    Where  beans  of  midnight  howl  ; 

Where  the  fad  iaven  finds  her  place,    And  where  the  fcreaming  qw?, 

Daik  difmal  thoughts  and  boding  fears    Dwell  in  my  troubled  bread  j 

While  fharp  reproaches  wound  my  ears,    Nor  give  my  fpirit  reft. 

My  cup  is  mingled  with  my  woes,    And  tears  are  my  repaft  ; 

My  daily  bread  like  afhes  grows    Unpleafajjt  tp  my  taue. 


pair, 

^zz~iz'iz~z 


-3—  i-f — H_ 


"  T3 


#  Senfe  can  afford  no  real  joy    To  fouls  that  feel  thy  frown  ; 

Lord,  'twas  thy  hand  advane'd  me  high,  Thy  band  hath  cad  mc  dow:;, 
9  My  locks  like  wither'd  leaves  appear  ;    And  life's  declining  light 

Grows  faint  as  e.v'ning  fhadows  are,    That  vanifh  into  nigh:. 

10  But  thou  forever  art  the  fame,    O  my  eternal  God  ! 
Ages  to  comeihall  know  thy  name,    And  Ipread  ihy  works  abroad, 

11  Thou  wilt  a<ife,  and  (hew  thy  face,    Nor  will  my  Loid  delay 
Beyond  th'  appointed  hoar  of  grace,    That  long  expected  day. 

12  lie  hears  his  faints,  he  knows  their  cry,    And  by  myf:.crious  ways 
fledeems  the  pris'ners  doonV  d  to  dje,    And  fills  their  tongues  with  praj$ 


136    Ar0«  237. 

AIR. 


Zion. 


Ps.  102.    C.  M.  2d  Part. 


Loud, 


«?-.--  rrnr-fi  P 


Behold  the  promis'd  hcu 


.Let    Zion  and  her    Sons  rejoice, 


■_e — 


r  !  Her  God  hath  heard  her  mourning  voice,  And  comes  t' exalt  his  jv  w'r.  And  com  es  to  exalt  his  powvT 


^zSzzzfcf: 


-I*  


2  Her  duft  and  ruins  that  remain,    Are  precidus  in  our  eyes 
Thofe  ruins  (hall  be  built  again,    And  all  that  dull:  (hall  rile. 

3  The  Lord  will  raife  Jerufalem,    And  (land  in  glory  there  ; 
Nations  lha.ll  bow  before  his  name,    And  kings  attend  with  fear. 


4  He  fits  a  fov'reign  on  his  throne,    With  pity  in  his  eyes : 
He  hears  the  dying  pris'ner's  groan,    And  fees  their  fighs  arife. 

5  He  frees  the  fouls  condemn'd  to  death,    And  when  his  faints  complain* 
It  fhan't  be  faid  "  that  praying  breath    Was  ever  fpent  in  vain." 


6  This  fhall  be  known  when  we  aie  dead,    And  left  on  long  record, 
That  ages  yet  unborn  may  read,    And  truft,  and  praife  the  Lord. 

Ps.  102.  L.M. 


[  .  Am.   No.  238.  ^      ^  Stamford. 


race  ;   Difeafe        and  death  at  his  command   Arreft    us  and  cut  fhort  our  days. 


It  is  the  Lord  our     Saviour's  hand  Weakens  our  ftrength  amid  the 

Spare  us,  O  Lord,  aloud  we  pray,    Nor  let  our  fun  go  down  at  noon  ;  4  'Tws  he  this  earth's  foundation  laid  }    Heav'n  is  the  building  of  his  hand"; 

Thy  years  aie  one  eternal  day,    And  mud  thy  childten  die  fo  foon  ?  This  earth  grows  old,  thefe  heav'ns  fhall  fade,  And  all  be  chang'd  at  his  command. 

Yet  in  the  midft  of  death  and  grief    This  thought  our  forrow  fhall  afiuage  ;  5  The  ftarry  curtains  of  the  fky    Like  garments  fhall  be  laid  alide  ; 

"  Our  Father  and  our  Saviour  live  ;    Chrift  is  the  fame  through  ev'ry  age."  But  Mill  thy  throne  (lands  firm  and  high  ;    Thy  church  forever  rauil  abide. 

6  Before  thy  face  thy  church  fhall  live,  And  on  thy  throne  thy  children  re'ign  ; 

This  dying  world  fhall  they  furvive>  And  the  dead  faints  be  rais'd  again. 

No.  2qq,                         Canton.  Psalm  103.    L.  M. 


,JlTr(ile  or  Tenor.  2^,  LdlltOn.  10$.        L>    Mi     \fi  Part. 

^^zc~zpziz§zzz:^ 


zdTreb.orTenor.  Blefs,  O  my  foul,  the  living  God,  Call  heme  thy  thoughts  that  rove  abroad,  Let  all  the  pow'rs  within  me  join,  In  work  and 


woifhip       fo  divine. 


zfezpjzzzfzzzlzz 
jziprjz±z§zt-az±z© 


Blefs,  O  my  foul,  the  God  of  grace  :  His  favors  claim  thy  higheft  praife 
Why  fhould  the  wonders  he  hath  wrought    Be  loft  in  filence  and  forgot  ? 

3  'Tis  he,  my  foul,  that  lent  his  Son,    To  die  for  crimes  which  thou  halt  done  ; 
lie  awn's  the  ranfom,  and  forgives    The  hourly  follies  of  our  lives. 

4  Ths  V'jses  of  the  mind  he  heals,    And  cures  the  pains  thai  nature  feels, 
Redeems  the  foul  irom  hell,  and  faves    Our  walling  life  from  thrcat'ning  graves. 

8  Let  the  whole  earth  his  gow'i  coiifefs, 


The  Gentile  with  the    -••  i;mh  join,    la  work  and  woifliip  fo  divine.] 


5  Our  youth  decay'd  his  pow'r  repairs  ;    His  mercy  crowns  our  growing  years 
He  fatisfies  our  mouth  with  good,    And  fills  our  hopes  with  heav'nly  food. 

6  He  fees  th'  oppicflbr  and  fh'  oppreft,    And  often  gives  the  futr'rers  reft  ; 
But  will  his  jul'.icc  more  difplay    In  the  great,  laft  rewarding  day. 

7  [His  pow'r  he  fhew'd  by  Moles'  hands,    And  gave  to  Ifrael  his  commands  ; 
But  fent  his  truth  and  mercy  down    To  all  the  nations  by  his  Son. 

Let  the  whole  earth  adore  his  grace  ; 


AIR.      No.  24O. 


St.  Paul's. 


Ps.  103.    L.  M,  Part. 


^    ^  The  Lord,  how  wond'rous  are  his  ways  !  How  firm  his  truth,  how^  large  his  grace  !  He  takes  his  mercy  for  his  throne,  And  thence  he  rnakes  his  glories  known. 


-e-  ^        ^         ^    ^      ^   ^ 


Not  half  fo  high  his  pow'r  hath  fpread      The  Marry  heav'ns  above  our  head, 
As  his  rich  love  exceeds  our  praife,    Exceeds  the  higheft  hopes  we  raife. 
Nor  half  lb  far  hath  nature  plac'd    The  rifing  morning  from  the  weft, 
As  his  forgiving  grace  removes    The  daily  guilt  of  thole  ht  loves. 
How  {lowly  doth  his  wrath  arife  !    On  fwifter  wings  falvation  Mies  : 
And  if  he  lets  his  anger  burn,    How  loon  his  frowns  to  pity  turn  ! 
Amid  hi1-  wrath  companion  fhines  ;    His  ftrokes  are  lighter  than  our  fins, 
And  while  his  rod  corrects  his  faints,    His  ear  indulges  their  complaints. 


AIR. 


Bcconsfield. 


6  So  fathers  their  young  fons  chaftife,    With  gentle  hands  and  melting  eyes; 
The  children  weep  beneath  the  fmart,    And  move  the  pity  of  their  heart. 

PAUSE. 

7  The  mighty  God,  the  wife  and  juft,    Knows  that  bur  frame  is  feeble  cult  ; 
And  will  no  heavy  loads  impofe    Beyond  the  ftrength  that  he  bellows. 

8  He  knows  how  foori  our  nature  dies,    Blafted  by  ev'ry  wind  that  flies  ! 
Like  grafs  we  fpring,  and  die  as  foon,    As  morning  flow'rs  that  fade  at  noon. 

9  But  his  eternal  love  is  fure    To  all  the  faints,  and  fhall  endure  ; 

From  age  to  age  his  truth  mall  reign,    Nor  children's  children  hope  in  vain. 

Ps.  103,    S.  M.  \Ji  Part. 


D  blefs  the 


And  aid  my 


c: 

tongue  to 


name,  Whofe 


blefs  his 


favor 


are  divine. 


O  blefs  the  Lord,  my  foul,    Nor  let  his  mercies  lie 
Forgotten  in  unthankfulnefs,    And  without  praties  die. 
'Tis  he  forgives  thy  fins,    'Tis  he  relieves  thy  pain, 
'tis  he  that  heals  thy  ficknefies,    And  makes  thee  young  again: 

6  His  wond'rous  works  and  ways 


AIR. 


i 


No.  242. 


But  fent  the  world  his  truth  and  grace, 

Car&y-Street.  SofL 


4  He  crowns  thy  life  with  love,    When  ranfom'd  from  the  grave  ; 
He  that  redeem'd  my  foul  from  hell,    Hath  fov'reign  pow'r  to  fave. 

5  He  fills  the  poor  with  good  ;    He  gives  the  fufPrers  reft  ; 

The  Lord  hath  judgments  for  the  proud,  And  juftice  for  th'  oppreft. 
He  made  by  Mofes  known 


By  his  beloved  Son. 

Ps.  103.    S.  M 


My  foul,  repeat  his        praife,  Wbofe  mercies  are    fo  great;  Whofe  anger  is  fo  flow  to  rife,Whofc  anger  is  fo  flow  to  rife,  So 


e  Got)  will  not  always  chide  ;    And  when  his  flrokes  are  fell, 
His  firokes  are  fewer  than  our  crimes,    And  lighter  than  our  guilt. 

3  High  as  the  heav*ns  are  rais'd    Above  the  ground  we  tread, 
So  far  the  riches  of  his  grace    Our  higheft  thoughts  exceed. 

4  His  pow'r  fubdues  our  fins,    And  his  forgiving  love. 
Far  as  the  Eaft  is  from  the  Weft,    Doth  all  our  guilt  remove. 


5  The  pity  of  the  Lord    To  thofe  that  fear  his  name, 
Is  fuch  as  tender  parents  f-el  ;    He  knows  our  feeble  frame. 

6  He  knows  we  are  but  duft,    Scatter'd  with  ev'ry  breath  , 
His  anger  like  a  rifing  wind    Can  fend  ns  fwift  to  death. 

j  Our  days  are  as  the  grafs,    Or  like  the  morning  flow'r  ; 
It  one  fharp  blafl  fweep  o'er  the  field,    It  withers  in  an  hour, 


8  But  thy  compaffion.  Lord,    To  endlefs  years  endure  ; 

And  children's  children  ever  find  '  Thy  words  of  promife  fure. 


iq8 



Eg.: — 


Ar<9.  243. 


A  HI. 
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Yarmouth.  Ps.  103.    S.  M.  ^d  Part. 

O'er  all  (he  heav'nly  woild  he  rules,  O'er 

z£rbEEzEr~:~z:?zrFFFrF^^ 


The  Lord,  the  lov'rei'n  King,  Hath  fix'd  his  throne  on  high  ; 


O'er  all  the  heav'nly  wojld  he  rules,    O'er  all  the  heav'nly  world  he  rules,  And  all  beneath  the  fky -  l 

iSSzS 

O'er  all  the  heav'nly  world  he  rules,  And  all  beneath  I  he  'ky.  O'er  all  the  heav'nlv  he  rules,  And 


O'er  all  the  heav'nly  world  he  rules,  And  all 

2  Ye  angels,  great  in  might,    And  fwift  to  do  his  will,  3  Let  the  bright  hofts  who  wait    The  orders  of  their  kin?, 

Bid's  ye  the  Lord,  whole  voice  ye  hear,    Whofe  pleafure  ye  fulfil.  And  guard  his  churches  when  they  piay,    Join  in  the  praifc  they  fing. 

4  While  all  his  wond'rous  works      Through  his  vaft  kingdom  Ihew 
Their  Maker's  glory,  thou,  my  foul,    Shall  fine  his  graces  too. 


No.  244. 


Cumberland. 


Psalm  104.    L.  M' 


AIR. 


Sojt. 
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great     Creator  praife  ;  When  cloth'd  in  his  celefital      rays   He    in  full 


My  foul,  thy 


majefty 


appears    And  like 


robe  his 
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be  sung  at  the  close  of  each  verse. 
;  what  tongue  can  frame  An   equal  honor, 


glory  wears.  And  like      a       robe       his  glory  wears.  Great  is  the  Lord 

i    .  -:. — .-i^r  r-f — i  1-+  1  H-4-  g-B— r-H — !— r~r — . 


equal 


honor 
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to  his  name. 
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2  The  heav'ns  arc  for  his  curtain  fpread,    Th'  unfathom'd  deep  he  makes  his  bed  ; 
Clouds  arc  his  chariot,  when  he  Hies    On  winged  fiorms  acrofs  the  Ikies. 

3  Angels  whom  his  b'wn  breath  ini'pfres,    His  minillers  are  flaming  fires  ; 
And  fwift  as  thought  their  armies  move,    To  bear  his  vengeance  or  his  love. 

4  The  world's  foundations  by  his  hand    Are  pois'd,  and  ihall  forever  (land  ; 
He  binds  the  ocean  in  his  chain,    Led  it  lhould  drown  the  earth  again. 


5  When  earth  was  cover'd  with  the  flood,    Which  high  above  the  mountain  flood, 
He  thunder'd,  and  the  ocean  fled,    Confin'd  to  its  appointed  bed. 

6  The  fwelling  billows  know  their  bound,    And  in  their  channels  walk  their  round  ; 
Yet  thence  convey'd  by  fecret  veins,    They  fpring  on  hills,  and  drench  the  plains. 

^7  He  bids  the  cryftal  fountains  flow,    And  cheer  the  vallies  as  they  go  ; 
Tame  heifers  there  their  third;  allay,    And  for  the  ftream  wild  aifes  bray. 


9  From  pleafant  trees  which  (hade  the  brink,    The  lark  and  linnet  light  to  drink  ;         1 8 
Their  longs  the  lark  and  linnet  raife,    And  chide  our  filence  in  his  ptaife. 

PAUSE   I,  19 

9  God  from  his  cloudy  cittern  pours    On  parched  earth  enriching  fhow'rs  : 

The  grove,  the  garden,  and  the  field,    A  thoufand  joyful  bleff^igs  yield.  20 

10  He  makes  the  graffy  food  artfe,    And  gives  the  cattle  large  fupplies  ; 
With  herbs  for  man,  of  var  ious  pow 'r,    To  nouri'h  nature,  or  to  cure. 

11  What  noble  fruits  the  vines  produce  !    The  olive  yields  an  nfeful  juice  ;  21 
Our  hearts  are  cheerd  with  gen'rous  wine,    With  inward  joy  our  faces  fliine. 

12  O  blefs  his  name,  ye  people,  fed    With  nature's  chief  fupporter,  bread  :  22 
While  bread  your  vital  ilrength  imparts,    Serve  hirn  with  vigcf  in  your  hearts, 

pause  II.  23 

13  Behold  the  (lately  cedar, fiands    Rais'd  in  the  forcfl  by  his  hands ; 
Birds  to  the  boughs  for  fheher  fly,    And  build  their  neils  fecure  on  high.  24. 

14  To  craggy  hills  afcends  the  goat  ;    And  at  the  airy  mountains  foot 
The  feebler  creatures  make  their  cell  ;    He.  gi^es  them  wifdom  wher,e  to  dwell.  25 

15  He  lets  the  fun  his  circling  race,    Appoints  the  moon  to  change  her  face  ; 
And  when  thick  darknefs  veils  the  day,    Calls  out  wild  beads  to  hunt  their  prey. 

*6  f  .erce  lions  lead  their  young  abroad,    And  roaring  a(k  their  meat  from  God  ; 

But  when  the  morning  beams  arife  The  lavage  bead  to  covert  flies. 
1  7  Then  man  to  daily  labor  goes  ;    The  night  was  made  for  his  repofe  : 

bleep  is  thy  gilt,  that  fweet  relief    From  tiieiome  toil  and  wafting  grief. 


'39 

How  ftrange  thy  works  !  how  great  thy  (km,    And  cv'ry  land  thy  riches  fill : 
Thy  wifdom  round  the  world  we  fee,    This  fpacious  earth  is  full  of  thee. 
Nor  lefs  thy  glories  in  the  deep,    Where  fifh  in  millions  fwim  and  creep, 
With  wond'rous  motions  fwift  or  flow,    Still  wand'ring  in  the  paths  below. 
Theie  fhips  divide  the  wat'ry  way.    And  flocks  of  fcaly  monflers  play  ; 
There  dwells  the  huge  leviathan,    And  foams  and  fports  in  fpitc  of  man. 

PAUSE  III. 

Vaft  are  thy  works,  almighty  Lord,    All  nature  reds  upon  thy  word, 
And  the  whole  race  of  creatures  ftand,    Waiting  their  portion  from  thy  hand. 
While  each  receives  his  difFrent  food    Their  cheerful  looks  pronounce  it  good  ; 
Eagles  and  bears,  and  whales  and  worms    Rejoice  and  praife  in  difFrent  forms. 
But  when  thy  face  is  hid,  they  mourn,    And  dying  to  their  dud  return  ; 
Both  man  and  bealt  their  fouls  refign  :    Life,  breath,  and  fpiiit  all  are  thine. 
Yet  thou  canft  breathe  on  dull  again,    And  fill  the  world  with  beafls  and  men 
A  word  of  thy  creating  breath    Repairs  the  wades  of  time  and  death. 
His  works,  the  wonders  of  his  might,    Arc  honor'd  with  his  own  delight  : 
How  awful  are  his  glorious  ways  !    The  Lord  is  dreadful  in  his  praife. 


27 


28 


26  The  earth  Hands  trembling  at  thy  llroke,    And  at  thy  touch  the  mountains. frp.oke  j 
Yet  humble  fouls  may  fee  thy  face,    And  tell  their  wants  offov'reign  grace. 
In  thee  my  hones  and  wifhes  meet,    And  make  my  meditations  fweet  ; 
Thy  praifes  lhall  my  breath  employ,    Till  it  expire  in  endlefs  joy. 
While  haughty  finners  die  accuift,    Their  glory  bury'd  in  the  dud, 
I  to  my  God,  my  heav'nly  king,    Immortal  hallelujahs  ling. 

No.  245.  Egypt.  Psalm  105.  CM. 

(aIR.  Give  thanks  to  God, invoke  hit  name.Ancftcll  the  world  his  grace,  And  tell  the  world  his  grace  :  Sound  thio'  the  earth  his  deeds^fanTe.That  ail  r.iav  feck  his  face.  That.  &c. 


Sound  thio'  the  earth  his  deeds  (ame.That  all  roav 

rc±  ._  


Sound  ^>ro' the  earth  his  deeds  of  fame, That  all  rrnyfetkjiis  li.ee. 


His  cov'nant,  which  he  kept  in  mind.  For  num'rous  ages  pad, 
To  num'rous  ages  yet  behind,    In  equal  force  fliall  lad. 

3  He  fware  to  Abr'ham  and  his  feed    And  made  the  bleffing  fure  : 
Gentiles  the  ancient  promife  read,    And  find  his  truth  endure. 

4  "  Thy  feed  fhall  make  all  nations  bled,"    (Said  the  Almighty  voice1) 
"  And  Canaan's  land  (hall  be  their  reft,    The  type  of  heav'nly  joys." 

5  [_ How  large  the  grant !  how  rich  the  grace  !  To  give  them  Canaan's  land. 
When  they  were  ftrangers  in  the  place,    A  little  feeble  band  ! 

6  Like  pilgrims  thro'  the  countries  round    Securely  they  remov'd  ; 
And  haughty  kings  that  on  them  frown'd.    Severely  he  reprov'd. 

7  "  Touch  mine  Anointed,  and  mine  arm,    Shall  foon  avenge  the  wrong  ; 

"  The  man  that  does  my  prophets  harm,    Shall  know  their  God  is  ftrong.'4 

8  Then  let  the  world  forbear  its  rage,    Nor  put  the  church  in  fear  : 
Ifrael  muft  live  thiough  ev'ry  age,    And  be  th'  Almighty's  care.] 

pause  1. 

9  When  Pharaoh  dar'd  to  vex  the  f  tints,    And  thus  provok'd  their  God, 
Mofes  was  lent  at  their  complaints,    Arm'd  with  his  dreadful  rod. 

0  Hecall'd  for  darknefs  ;  daiknefs  came,    Like  an  o'crwhelming  flood  : 
He  turn'd  each  lake  and  ev'ry  dream    To  lakes  and  dreams  of  blood. 

1  He  gave  the  fign,  and  noifome  Hies    Through  the  whole  country  fprcad  ; 


And  frogs  in  croaking  armies  rife 


12 


About  the  monarch's  bed. 
Through  fields  and  towns  and  palaces,    The  tenfold  vengeance  flew  :  . 
Locufts  in  fwarms  devour'd  their  trees,    And  hail  their  cattle  flew  : 

13  Then  by  ah  angel's  midnight  ftroke    The  flow'r  of  Egypt  dy'd  ; 
The  ftrength  of  every  houfe  was  broke,    Their  glory  and  their  pride. 

14  Now  let  the  world  forbear  its  rage,    Nor  put  the  church  in  fear  ; 
Ifrael  rault  live  through  ev'ry  age,    And  be  th'  Almighty's  care. 

pause  II. 

Thus  were  the  tribes  from  bondage  bro't    And  left  the  hated  ground  ; 
Each  fome  Egyptian  fpoils  had  got,    And  not  one  feeble  found. 
The  Lord  himi'eif  chofe  out  their  way,    And  mark'd  their  journies  right, 
Gave  them  a  leading  cloud  by  day,    A  fiery  guide  by  night. 
They  thirft  ;  and  waters  from  the  rock     In  rich  abundance  flow, 
And  folPwing  dill  the  courfe  they  toohv  Ran  all  the  defert  thiough. 
O  wond'rous  llream  !  O  blefied  type    Of  ever  flowing  grace  ! 
So  Chrift  our  rock  maintains  our  life    T hrough  all  this  wildernefs. 
Thus  guarded  by  th'  almighty  hand,    The  chofen  tribes  pofleft 
Canaan,  the  rich,  the  promis'd  land,    And  there  enjoy'd  their  red. 
20  Then  let  the  world  forbear  its  rage,    The  church  renounce  her  fear 
Ifrael  muft  live  through  ev'ry  :;ge,    And  be  th'  Almighty's  care.  . 


16 
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140    No,  246, 

AIR. 


AIR. 


Dwutan, 


Psalm  106.    L.  M. 


Loud. 

ifiiliil 


God  the  great,  the  ever  bleft,  Let  fongs  of  honor  be  addreft  ;  His  mercy  firm  forever  (lands  :  Give  him  the  thanks  his  love  demands.    Give  him  the  thanks  his  love  demands. 


-e-i- 

2  Who  knows  the  wonders  of  thy  ways  ?    Who  fhall  fulfil  thy  boundlefb  praift 
Bleft  are  the  fouls  that  fear  thee  Mill,    And  pay  their  duty  to  thy  will. 

4  O  may  I  fee  thy  tribes  rejoice, 
This  is  my  glory,  Lord,  to  be 


3  Remember  what  thy  mercy  did    For  Jacob's  race,  thy  chofen  feed  ; 
And  with  the  fame  falvation  blefs    The  meaneft  fuppliant  of  thy  gracj. 
And  aid  their  triumph's  with  my  voice  ! 
Join'd  to  thy  faints,  and  near  to  thee. 


Thorn. 

S»ft. 


Ps.  106.    S.  M. 

Lcud. 

Thy  conftancy  of  grace.  And  yet  how  oft  did  Ifrael  prove,  Thy  conftancy  of 


eternal  love,  How,  fickle  are  our  ways  1  And  yet  how  oft  did  Ifrael  prove, 


grace. 
— G — 1 


They  faw  thy  wonders  wrought,    And  then  thy  prailC they  fung  ;  4  Yet  when  they  mourn'd  their  faults,    Hehearken'd  to  their  groans, 

But  foon  thy  works  of  pow'r  forgot,    And  murmur'd  with  their  tongue.  Brought  his  own  cov'nant  to  his  thot's,     And  call'd  them  ft  ill  his  fon$. 

Now  they  believe  his  word,    While  rocks  with  rivers  flow  ;  c  Their  names  were  in  his  book,    He  fav'd  them  from  their  foes  ; 

Now  with  their  lulls  provoke  the  Lord,    And  he  redue'd  them  low.  Oft  he  chaftis'd,  but  ne'er  forfook    The  people  whom  he  chofe. 

6  Let  Ifrael  blefs  the  Lord,    Who  lov'd  their  ancient  race  ; 
And  Chriftians  join  the  folemn  word    Amen,  to  all  the  praife. 


— a~- 


No..  248. 


AIR 
-* — 


Groton. 


Psalm  107.    L.  M-  \ft  Part. 
:zt:,.:„E:r:z:t:z„:it 


Give  thanks  tp    God  ;  he  reigns  above, 


Kind  are  his  thoughts,  his  name  is 


Let  the  redeemed  of  the  Lord    The  wonders  of  his  grace  record  : 
Ifrael,  the  nation  whom  he  chofe,    And  refcu'd  from  their  mighty  foes. 
[  When  God's  almighty  arm  had  broke    Their  fetters  and  th'  Egyptian 
They  trae'd  the  defert,  wand'ring  round    A  wild  and  folitary  ground  ! 
There  they  could  find  no  leading  road,    Nor  city  for  a  fix'd  abode  ; 
Nor  food,  nor  fountain  to  affuage    Their  burning  thirft,  or  hunger's  rage.] 

8  O  let  the  faints  with  joy  record 


paft  have  kt.own,  And  ages  long  to  come  fhall  own. 


5  In  their  diftrefs  to  God  they  cry'd  ;    God  was  their  Saviour  and  their  guide  ; 
He  led  their  march  far  wand'ring  round  ;   'Twas  the  right  path  to  Canaan's  ground- 
yoke,  6  Thus  when  our  firft  releafe  was  gain    From  Sin's  own  yoke,  and  Satan's  chain, 
We  have  this  defert  woild  to  pafs,    A  dang'rous  and  a  tirefome  place. 
7  He  feeds  and  clothes  us  all  the  way,    He  guides  our  footfteps  left  we  ftray, 
He  guards  us  with  a  pow'rful  hand,    And  brings  us  to  the  hcav'nly  land. 
The  truth  and  goodnefs  of  the  Lord  ! 


How  great  his  works  !  how  kind  his  ways  !    Let  ev'ry  tongue  pronounce  his  praife. 


^Afa.  2.49.     ^  Brunswick.  ■     Ps.  107.    L.  M.  2d  Part.  ^  141 


From  age  to  age    exalt    '    his  name,  God  and  his  grace  are  ftill       the  fame  ;  He  fills,  the   hungry  foul  with  food,  And  feeds  the  poor  with       ev'ry  good. 


F- 


AIR 


But  if  their  hearts  rebel  and  rife    Againft  the  God  that  rules  the  flues,  4.  Then  to  the  Lord  they  raife  their  cries,    He  makes  the  dawning  light  arife, 

If  they  reject  his  heav'nly  word,    And  flight  the  counfels  of  the  Lord  ;  And  fcatters  all  that  difmal  lhade    That  hung  lb  heavy  round  their  head. 

He'll  bring  their  fpirits  to  the  ground,    And  no  deliv'rance  (hall  be  found  5  He  cuts  the  bars  of  brafs  in  two,    And  lets  the  fmiling  pris'ner  through  ; 

Laden  with  grief  they  wane  their  breath    In  darknefs  and  the  (hades  of  death.  Takes  off  the  load  of  guilt  and  grief,    And  gives  the  lab'ring  foul  relief, 

0  O  may  the  fons  of  men  record    The  wond'rous  goodnefs  of  the  Lord  ! 

How  great  his  works  !.  how  kind  his  ways  !    Let  ev'ry  tongue  pronounce  his  praife. 

Pozunal.  Ps. 


No.  250.  Pownal.  ^  ^  Ps,  •107.    L.  M.  3d  Part. 


Vain,  man  on  foolilh 


pleafures  bent,  Prepares 


for  his  own       puniftiment ;       What  pains,  what  loathfoms 


maladies  From    luxury  and 


luft  arifeP 

-A- 


-e- 


AIR. 


The  drunkard  feels  his  vitals  wale  ;    Yet  drowns  his  health  to  pleafe  his  tafte  : 
'Till  ali  his  active  pow'rs  are  loiL    And  fainting  life  draws  near  the  dull. 
The  glutton  groans  andloaths  to  eat,    His  foul  abhors  delicious  meat  ; 
Nature  with  heavy  loads  opprelt,    Would  yield  to  death  to  be  releas'd. 

6  O  may  the  fons  of  men  record 

And  let  their  thankful  off'rings  prove    How  they  adore  their  Maker's  love 

The  Seaman's  Song.  Ps.  107.    L.  M.  4 th  Part. 

tr  Soft,,  _  Loud. 


jl  Then  how  the  frighten'd  finners  fiy    To  God  for  help  with  earnefl.  cry ; 

He  hears  their  groans,  prolongs  their  breath,  And  faves  them  from  approaching 
5  No  med'eines  could  effect  the  cure    So  quick,  fo  eafy,  or  fo  fure  : 

The  deadly  fentence  God  repeals,    He  fends  his  fov'reign  word  and  heals. 
The  wond'rous  goodnefs  of  the  Lord, 


No.  251. 


Would  you  behold  the  works  of  God,  His  wonders  in  the  world  abroad,  Go  with  the  mariners  and  trace  The  unknown  regions  of  the  feas.  The  unknown  regions 


SpiiiiPiSiiiiiii 


2  They  leave  their  native  ihores  behind,. 
'Tiil  God  commands  and  tempefts  rife 

3  Now  to  the  heav'ns  they  mount  amain, 
What  orange  affrights  young  failors  feel 


And  feize  the  favor  of  the  wind  ;  4 
That  heave  the  ocean  to  the  fkies. 
Now  fink  to  dreadful  deeps  again  ;  5 

And  like  a  flagg'ring  drunkard  reel  ! 
6  O  may  the  fons  of  men  record    The  wond'rous  goodnefs  of  the  Lord  ! 
Let  them  their  private  offrings  bring,    And  in  the  church  his  glory  fing 


hen  land  is  far,  and  death. is  nigh,    Loft  to  all  hope,  to  God  they  cry 
His  mercy  hears  their  loud  addrefs,    And  fends  falvation  in  diflrefs. 
He  bids  the  wind  their  wrath  affuage,    The  furious  waves  forget  their 
'Tis  calm  ;  and  failors  fmile  to  fee     The  haven  where  they  wilh'd  to  be 


rage 


142    No.  252,  Atlantic  Ps.  107.    CM.  double. 


Thy  wor&s  of        glory,        mighty  Lord,  Thy  \vonders       in  the       deeps,       The  fons       of  courage  fhall        record,     Who  trade    in  floating 

-  Tenor. 
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And       fink     in  gaping 


graves.    And  fink  in       gaping    .  graves. 
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3  [Again  they  climb  the  wat'ry  hills,    And  plunge  in  deeps  again  ! 
Each  like  a  tott'ring  drunkard  reels,    And  finds  his  courage  vain. 

4  Frighted  to  hear  the  temped  -roar,    They  part  with  flutt'ring  breath, 
And  hopelefs  of  the  didant  fliore,    Expeft  immediate  death.] 

5  Then  to  the  Lord  they  raife  their  cries,    He  hears  the  loud  lequed, 
And  orders  filence  through  the  fkies,    And  lays  the  floods  to  red, 


6  Sailors  rejoice  to  lofe  their  fears,    And  fee  the  dorm  allay'd  ; 
Now  to  their  eyes  the  port  appears    There  let  their  vows  be  paid. 

7  'Tis  God  that  brings  them  fafe  to  land  ;    Let  dupid  mortals  know  - 
That  waves  are  under  his  command,    And  all  the  winds  that  blow. 

8  O  that  the  Sons  of  men  would  praife     The  goodnefs  of  the  Lord  ! 
And  thofe  that  fee  thy  wond'rous  ways    Thy  wond'rous  love  record. 


AIR.     No.  253. 


Abingdon. 


Ps-  107.  .  L.  M,  $th  Part. 


When  God  provok'd  with,  daring    crimes,  Scourges  the  madnefs  of  the  times,  He  turns  their  fields  to  barren  fand,  And  dries  the  rivers       from       the  land. 


2  His  word  can  raife. the  fprings  again,    And  make  the  wither'd  mountains  green, 
Send  Ihow'ry  blefiings  from  the  (Vies,    And  harveds  in  the  defert  rife. 

3  [Where  nothing  dwelt  but  beads  of  prey,    Or  men  as  fierce  and  wild  as  they  ; 
He  bids  th'  oppred  and  poor  repair,    And  builds  them  towns  and  cities  there. 

if  They  fbw  the  fields,  and  trees  .they  plant,  Whole  yearly  fruit  fupplies  their  want  : 
;         Their  race  grows  up  from  fruitful  docks,  Their  wealth  increafes  with  their  flocks 
•5  Thus  they  are  bled  ;  but  if  they  fin,    He  lets  the  heathen  nations  in  ; 
A  favage  crew  invades  their  lands,    Their  princes  die  by  barb'rous  hands. 


6  Their  captive  fons  expos'd  to  fcom,    Wander  unpity'd  and  forlorn  : 
The  country  lies  unfene'd,  untill'd,    And  dcfolation  fpreads  the  field. 

7  Yet  if  the  humbled  nation  mourns,    Again  his  dreadful  hand  he  turns  ; 
Again  he  makes  their  cities  thrive,    And  bids  the  dying  churches  live.] 

8  The  righteous,  with  a  joyful  fenfe,    Admire  the  works  of  providence  ; 

And  tongues  of  Atheilts  fhall  no  more    Blafpheme  the  God  that  faints  adore. 

9  How  few  with  pious  care  record    Thefe  wond'rous  dealings  of  the  Lord  i 
But  wife  obfervers  ftill  dull  find    The  Lord  is  holy,  ju ft  and  kir.d, 


144    Ar(9, 254-  Medford.  Psalm  108.    CM.  double,  appendix. 


AIR. 


Among        the    people         of   his  care,  And  thro' the  nations    round  ;    Glad    fongs  of  praife  will       I    prepare,    And  there  his  name  refound. 


3  Be  thou  exalted,  O  my  God,    Above  the  ftarry  train  ;  4  So  {hall  thy  chofen  Tons  rejoice,    And  throng  thy  courts  above  ; 

Diffufe  thy  heav'nly  grace  abroad,    And  teach  the  world  thy  reign.  While  finners  hear  thy  pard'ning  voice,    And  tafte  redeeming  love- 


No.  255. 


MaronecL 


Psalm  109.    C.  M.  double. 


AIR.       God    of   my       mercy    and    my  praife,     Thy      glory      is  my   fong ;  Though  finners  fpeak    againft    thy    grace  With    a      blafpheming  tongue. 


o 


When  in  the  form  cf  mortal  man  Thy  Son  on  earth  was  found,  With     cruel  flanders     falfe  and  vain,   They  comnafs  him  around.   They  compafs  him  around. 


3  Their  mis'ries  his  companion  move,    Their  peace  he  (till  purfn'd  ; 
They  render  hatred  for  his  love,    And  evil  for  his  good. 

4  Their  malice  rag'd  without  a  caufe,    Yet  with  his  dying  breath 
He  pray'd  for  murd'rers  on  his  crofs,    And  bleft  his  foes  in  death. 


5  Lord,  fhall  thy  bright  example  fhine    In  vain  before  my  eyes  i 
Give  me  a  foul  a-kin  to  thine,    To  love  mine  enemies. 

6  The  Lord  (hall  on  my  fide  engage,    And  in  my  Saviour's  name 
I  (hall  defeat  their  pride  and  rage    Who  flander  and  condemn. 


No.  256, 


Hedgehury. 


Psalm  110.    L.  M.  \fi  Part. 


MR.    Thus  the     eternal       father    fpakc        To  Chrift  the  Son  5  afcend  and 


fit 


At    my  right  hand, 'till  I  fiiall  make      Thy  foes  fubmiffive  at  thy  feet. 


**  From  Zion  fhall  thy  word  proceed,    Thy  word,  the  fceptre  in  thy  hand, 
"  Shall  make  the  hearti  of  rebels  bleed.    And  bow  their  wills  to  thy  command. 

4  O  bleired  pow'r  !  O  glorious  day  ! 
And  converts  who  thy  grace  obejf 


3  "  That  day  fhall  fhew  thy  pow'r  is  great,   When  faints  (loll  fiock  with  willing  maidh 
"  And  finners  croud  thy  temple  gate,    Where  holinefs  in  beauty  fhines," 
What  a  large  vicl'ry  (hall  enfue  ! 
Exceed  the  drops  of  morning  dew. 


AIR.    Thus  the  great  Lord  of  earth  and       fea  Spake  to  his  Son,  and  thus  he  fwore  :    "Eternal       fhall  thy  priefthood  be,    And  change  from  hand  to  hand  ho  more. 


"Aaron  and  all  hisfonsmuft  die  :    But  everlafting  life  is  thine, 

"  To  fave  forever  thofe  that  fly    For  refuge  from  the  wrath  divine. 

"  By  me  Melchifedeck  was  made    On  earth  a  king  and  prieft  at  once  ; 

"  And  thou,my  heav'nly  prieft,  fhalt  plead  And  thou,myKing,fhalt  rule  my  fons." 

6  Though  while  he  treads  his  glorious  way, 


The  fufPrings  of  that  dreadful  day    Shall  but  advance  him  near  to  God. 


4  Jefus  the  prieft  afcendshis  throne*    While  counfels  of  eternal  peace, 
Between  the  Father  and  the  Son,    Proceeds  with  honor  and  fuccefs. 

5  Thro'  the  whole  earth  his  reign  fhall  fpread,    And  crufh  the  pow'rs  that  dare  rebel 
Then  fhall  he  judge  the  rifing  dead,    And  fend  the  guilty  world  to  hell. 

He  drinks  the  cup  of  tears  and  blood, 


No.  258.  St.  Asaph's.  Vs.  no.    C.  M.  double. 


What  wonders  fhall  thy      gofpel     do  !  Thy  converts  mall  furpafs 


Jefus,  our  Lord,  afcend  thy  throne,  And  near  thy  Father  fit ;  The  num'rous  drops,  num'rous  drops, 

AIR.  In  Zion  fhall  thy  pow'r  be  known,  And  make  thy  foes  fubmit. 


tr 


HALLELUJAH.   To  close  the  Psalm. 
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im'rous  drops  of  morning  dew,  And  own  thy  fov'reign  grace.     Hallelujah,    Hallelujah,     Hallelujah,    Hallelujah,    Hallelujah,  Hallelujah, 
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3  God  hath  pronounc'd  a  firm  decree,    Nor  changes  what  he  fwore  ; 
"  Eternal  fhall  thy  priefthood  be,    When  Aaron  is  no  more. 

4  "  Melchifedeck,  that  wond'rous  prieft,    That  king  of  high  decree, 
"  That  holy  man,  who  Abr'ham  bleft,    Was  but  a  type  of  thee." 
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5  Jefus  our  prieft  forever  lives,    To  plead  for  us  above  : 
Jefus  our  king  forever  gives    The  bleffings  of  his  love,. 

6  God  fhall  exalt  his  glorious  head,    And  his  high  throne  maintain, 
Shall  ftrike  the  powers  and  princes  dead    Who  dare  oppoie  his  reign. 


Psalm  in.    C.  M.  ljl  Part.  D. 


^  air.  N°:  259.  ^  Hampstead. 

Songs  of  im    -    mortal     praife  belong      To       my      almighty       God  !  He  has  my      heart   and,    he  my  tongue,  To  fpread  his     name  abroad 


Soft 

-.¥;T 


tr 


Loud. 


tr 
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great  the  works  hi: 
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How  great  the  works   his     hand  has  wrought !  How  glo'rous       in  our  fight  !  And  men  in      ev'ry       age  have  fought  His      wonders    with  delight. 
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3  How  mod  exaft  his  natures  frame  !.    How  wife  the  eternal  mind  ! 
His  counfels  never  change  the  fcheme    That  his  firft  thoughts  defign'd. 

4  When  he  redeem'd  his  chofcn  fons,    He  fix'd  his  cov'nant  fare  ; 
The  orders  that  his  lips  pronounce    To  endlefs  years  endure. 


5  Nature  and  time,  and  earth  and  fkies,    Thyheav'nly  fk ill  proclaim 
What  lhall  we  do  to  make  us  wife,    But  learn  to  read  thy  name  I 

6  To  fear  thy  pow'r,  to  truit  thy  grace,    Is  our  divineft  (kill : 
And  he's  the  wifeft  of  our  race    That  bcft  obeys  thy  wilL 


148    No.  260, 


Yarum. 


Ps.  in.    C.  M.  2d  Part. 


AIR. 


Grest   is  the  Lord  ,  his  works  of  might  Demand  our  nobled  fongs  ;     Let  his       affem   -  bled  faints  unite  Their    harmony    of  tongues.  Their  harmony  01  tongues. 


3  Great  is  the  mercy  of  the  Lord,    He  gives  his  children  food  ;  3  His  Son,  the  great  Redeemer  came    To  feal  his  cov'nant  fare  ; 

And  ever  mindful  of  his  word,    He  makes  his  prcmife  good.  '  Holy  and  rev'iend  is  his  name,    His  ways  are  jud  ar.d  pure. 

4  They  that  would  grow  divinely  wife,    Muft  with  hi*  fear  begin  : 
Our  faired  proof  ofknowlcdge  lies    In  hating  ev'ry  fin. 


No.  261 


Vmcent. 


Psalm  112.    P.  M. 


AIR.  Slow. 

That  man    h       bled  who    (lands     in     awe    Of   God,  and   loves  bis        facred       law:  His    feed    on     earth  fhall     be  renown'd :        His  houfe  the^ 
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4  Befet  with  threat'niug  dangers  round, 
Unmov'd  fnall  he  maintain  his  ground  : 

His  confeience  holds  his  courage  up  : 
The  foul  that's  fili'd  with  virtue's  light, 
Shines  brighter!  in  affliction's  night ; 

And  fees  in  darknefs  beams-of  hope, 


2  His  lib'ral  favors  he  extends, 

To  fome  he  gives,  to  others  lends  : 

A  gen'rous  pity  fills  his  mind  : 
Yet  wh.^t  his  charity  impairs, 
He  faves  by  prudence  in  affairs, 

And  thus  he's  jud  to  all  Baankir 


3  His  hands,  while  they  his  alms  bedow'd^ 
His  glory's  future  harved  fow'd  : 

The  fweet  remembrance  of  the jud, 
Like  a  green  root,  revives  and  bears 
A  train  of  bleflings  for  his  heirs, 

When  dying  nature  deeps  in  dud. 


No.  262.         ^  Fairfield.  Ps.  112.    r.  M.   Verse  5th.  ^  -  ^    1 49 

AIR.       Ill     tidings       never       can  furprize       His  heart,  that  fix/ll  on    God     relies,       Tho' waves  and  tempefts  roar  around  :    Safe  on  a  rock  he  fits  and  fees  The 


111  :_^zb-t"_„  _  j  ~  t^_^  z£n 


fliipwreck  of  his       ene    -  mies, 


And  all  their  hope,  And  all 
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And       all  their  hope3  and  glory  drown'd. 


6.  The  wicked  (hall  his  triumph  fee, 
And  gnafh  their  teeth  in  agony, 

To  find  their  expectations  croft, 
They  and  their  envy,  pride  and  fpite, 
Sink  down  to  everlafting  night, 

And  all  their  names  in  darknefs  lcf;. 


And  r.il  their  hope  and        glory        drown'd.  And 


^  No.  263. 


•        •  And  all  their  hope  and  glory  drown'd.  And  all.  • 

Buckland.  Ps.  112.    L.  M. 
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AIR.    Thrice  happy  man,  who  fears  the    Lord,  Loves  his  commands  and  trufts  his  word  ;  Honor  and  peace  his  days     attend,    And  bleffings     to  his  feed  defcend. 


2  Companion  dwells  upon  his  mind,    To  works  of  mercy  ftill  inclin'd  ; 
He  lends  the  poor  fome  prefent  aid,    Or  gives  them  not  to  be  repaid. 

3  When  timesgrow  dark,&  tidings  fpread  That  fill  his  neighbour  round  with  dread,, 
His  heart  isarm'd  againft  the  fear,    For  God  with  all  his  pow'r  is  there. 


 1- 3. 

4  His  foul,  well  fix'd  upon  the  Lord,    Draws  heav'nly  courage  from  his  word  ; 
Amid  the  darknefs  light  Ihall  rife,    To  cheer  his  heart,  and  blefs  his  eyes 

5  He  hath  difpers'd  hi  alms  abroad,    His  works  are  ftill  before  his  God,  j 
Hjs  name  on  earth  fhall  long  remain,    While  envious  fmners  fret  in  vain. 


150    No.  264.-  Liberality. 

Treble.    The  four  first,  bars  to  be  sung  to  the  first  verse  only. 


Ps.  ii2%    C.  M, 


Happy, 


Counter. 


Happy, 


-e- 


Happy  is  he,  who  fears  the  Lord,  And  follows  his  commands,  And  follows  his  commands, 
/ — **n 
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Happy,  Happy, 


=Pr::Et=:p: 


Who  lends  the  poor  without     reward,  Who  lends  the    poor  without  reward, 


2  As  pity  dwells  within  his  bread    To  all  the  fons  of  need  ;  4  In  times  of  general  diftrefs    Some  beams  of  light  fhall  fhine. 

So  God  fhall  anfwer  his  requeft    With  bleffings  on  his  feed,  To  fhew  the  world  his  righteoufnefs,    And  give  him  peace  divine. 

3  No  evil  tidings  fhall  furpriie    His  well  eftabliih'd  mind  ;  5  His  works  of  piety  and  love    Remain  before  the  Lord: 
His  foul  to  God  his  refuge  flies,    And  leaves  his  fears  behind.  Honor  on  earth,  and  joys  above,    Shall  be  his  fure  reward. 


Germany. 


Psalm  113.  P,M, 


delight         to     ferve    the  Lord,  The 


honors       of  his    name    record,  His 


facred 


name  for 


er  blefs :  Where'er  the 


fun         difplay  His 
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Not  time,  nor  nature's  narrow  rounds  ; 
Can  give  his  vaft  dominion  bounds  ; 

The  heav'ns  are  far  below  his  height ; 
Let  no  created  greatnefs  dare 
With  our  eternal  God  compare, 

Arm'd  with  his  uncreated  might. 


He  bows  his  glorious  head  to  view 
What  the  bright  hofts  of  angels  do, 

And  bends  his  care  to  mortal  things  ; 
His  fov'reign  hand  exalts  the  poor, 
He  takes  the  needy  from  the  door, 

And  make  them  company  for  kings. 


When  childlefs  families  defpair, 
He  fends  the  bleffings  of  an  heir 

To  refcue  their  expiring  name  ; 
The  mother,  with  a  thankful  voice 
Proclaims  his  praifes  and  her  joys  : 

Let  ev'ry  age  advance  his  fame. 


Elstozu. 


No.  266. 

AIR. 

iliiiliiililiill 

Ye  fcrvants  of  th'  almighty  King,  In  ev'ry  age  his  praifes  fing  5  Where'er 


Ps.  113.    L.  M. 


fun  (hall 


Above  the  earth,  beyond  the  fky,  Stands  his  high  throne  of  majefty  ; 
Nor  time,  nor  place  his  pow'r  rettrain,    Nor  bound  his  univerfal  reign. 

3  Which  of  the  fons  of  Adam  dare,    Or  angels  with  their  God  compare 
His  glories  how  divinely  bright,    Who  dwells  in  uncreated  light  ! 

4  Behold  his  love,  he  ftoops  to  view    What  faints  above  and  angels  do  ; 
And  condefcendsyet  moie  to  know    The  mean  affairs  of  men  below. 


or  fet,  The       nations      fhall  his       praife  repeat. 
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5  From  dufl:  and  cottages  obfeure    His  grace  exalts  the  humble  poor  ; 

Gives  them  the  honors  of  his  fons,    And  fits  them  for  their  heav'nly  thrones. 

6  [A  word  of  his  creating  voice,    Can  make  the  barren  houfe  rejoice  : 
Though  Sarah's  ninety  years  were  pad,    The  promis'd  feed  is  born  at  laft. 

7  With  joy  the  mother  views  her  fon,    And  tells  the  wonders  God  has  done  : 
Faith  may  grow  ftrong  when  fenfe  defpairs ;    If  nature  fails,  the  promise  bears.] 


152 
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No.  267,  Moriah.  Psalm  114,    L.  M. 

Soft.  ^  p  loud.  ^  tf 

en    Ifr'-el,  freed  from  Pharaoh's  hand.  Left  the  proud  tyrant  and  his  land,  The  tribes  with  cheerful  homage  own ^hcir      King,    and      Judah       was  his  throne 


4  What  pow'r  could  make  the  deep  divide  !    Make  Jordan  backward  roll  his  tide  i 
Why  did  ye  leap,  ye  little  hills  ?    And  whence  the  fi  tght  that  Sinai  feels  ? 


2  Acrofs  the  deep  their  journey  lay  ;    The  deep  divides  to  make  them  way  : 
Jordan  beheld  their  march,  and  fled    With  backward  current  to  his  head. 

3  The  mountains  fliook  like  frighted  fheep,    Like  lambs  the  little  hillocks  leap  ;  5  Let  ev'ry  mountain,  ev'ry  flood,    Retire,  and  know  the  approaching  God 
Not  Sinai  on  her  bale  could  (land,    Confcious  of  fov'reign  powV  at  band.  The  King  of  Ifrael ;  fee  him  here  :    Tremble,  thou  earth,  adore,  and  fear. 

6  He  thunders,  and  all  nature  mourns,    The  rock  to  Handing  pools  he  turns  ; 
Flints  fpring  with  fountains  ixt  his  word,    And  hies  and  feas  confefs  the  Lord. 


AIR.  268. 


^  Norway. 


Psalm  115.    L.  M.  double. 


Not 


to   ourfeives,  who    are    but  dull,   Not     to   ourfelves    is       glory   due,  E    -    ternal    God,  thou       only   juft,  thou     only  gracious,  wife  and  true. 


sr-Sfc  T  


u: — :  1  t-i' 


Shine  forth     in    all    thy     dreadful  name  ;  Why  fliould  a  heathen's  haughty  tongue  Infult  us,  and  to  raife  our  fliame,  Say,  "  Where's  the  God  you've  fcrv'd  fo  long 


The  God  we  ferve  maintains  his  thtone    Above  the  clouds,  beyond  the  fkies, 

Thro'  all  the  earth  his  will  is  done,    He  knows  our  groans,  he  hears  our  cries. 

But  the  vain  idols  they  adore    Are  fcnfelefs  fliapes  ot  ftone  and  wood  ; 

At  beft  a  mafs  of  glitt'ring  ore,    A  filver  faint,  or  golden  god. 

[With  eyes  and  cars  they  carve  the  head  ;    Deaf  are  their  ears,  their  eyes  are  blind  : 

in'  Yain  are  coiily  oii'rings  made,    And  vows  are  fcatter'd  in  the  wind. 


Their  feet  were  never  made  to  move,    Nor  hands  to  fave  when  mortals  pray  : 
Mortals  that  pay  them  fear  or  love,    Seem  to  be  blind  and  deaf  as  they.  J 
O  Ifrael,  make  the  Lord  thy  hope,    Thy  help,  thy  refuge,  and  thy  reft  ; 
The  Lord  fliall  build  thy  ruins  up,    And  blefs  the  people  and  the  prieft. 
The  dead  no  more  can  i'peak  thy  praife,    They  dwell  in  filencc  in  the  grave  ^ 
But  we  fliall  live  to  ling  thy  grace,    And  tell  the  world  thy  pow'r  to  favc, 


No,  269.  Mortlake. 

ij?  Treble.  ^ 


Psalm  115.    P.M.  io's, 


53 


7.i  Treble. 


Counter 
BL'S 


Not  to  our  names,  thou  only  juft  and  true, 


Not    to  our  wcrthlefs  names  is  glory  due,  Thy  pow'r  and  grace,  thy  truth  and  juftice  claim      Immortal  honors 


AIR.        ^        ^  ^  ^  ^     Q  -  ?  I  *  1~  /   --  ^  S 
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to    thy    fov'reign    name.         Shine  through  the  earth  from  heav'n  thy     bleft  abode, 


Nor     let  the    heathen    fay,  "  And  where's  your  God  ! 

9" 


Heav'n  is  thine  higher  court :  there  ftands  thy  throne, 
And  thro'  the  lower  worlds  thy  will  is  dor.e  : 
Our  God  fram'd  all  this  earth,  thefe  heav'ns  he  fpread, 
But  fools  adore  the  gods  their  hands  have  made  ; 
The  kneeling  croud,  with  looks  devout  behold 
Their  filver  laviouis,  and  their  faints  of  gold. 

5  Be  heav'n  and  earth  amaz'd  !  'tis  hard  to  fay 
Which  is  more  ftupid,  or  their  gods  or  they. 
O  Ifrael,  trull  the  Lord  :  he  hears  and  fees, 
He  knows  thy  forrows,  and  reftbres  thy  peace 
His  worfhip  does  a  thoufand  comforts  yield, 
He  is  thy  help,  and  he  thine  heav'nly  lhield. 

u 


3  [Vain  are  thofe  artful  (hapes  of  eyes  and  ears, 
The  molten  image  neither  fees  nor  hears  ; 
Their  hands  are  helplefs,  nor  their  feet  can  move, 
Theyh-ive  no  fpeech,  nor  thought,  nor  pow'r,  nor  love  ! 
Yet  fottifh  mortals  make  their  long  complaints 
To  their  deaf  idols,  and  their  movelefs  faints. 


4  The  rich  have  ftatues  well  ad^rn'd  with  gold  : 
The  poor  content  with  gods  of  coarfer  mould, 
With  tools  of  iron  carve  the  fenfelefs  flock, 
Lopt  from  a  tree,  or  biokcn  from  a  rock  : 
People  and  prieft  drive  on  the  foiemn  trade 
And  trail  the  gods  that  faws  and  hammers  made. 


6  In  God  we  truft  ;  our  impious  foes  in  vain 
Attempt  our  ruin,  and  oppole  his  reign  ; 
Had  they  prevail'd,  datknefs  had  clos'd  our  days, 
And  death  and  filence  had  forbid  his  praife  : 
But  we  are  fav'd,  and  live  :  Let  foogs  arife, 
And  Zion  blefs  the  God  that  built  the  ikies. 


Elenborough.  Psalm  i  i  6.    CM.  tfi  Part. 

^  ;»  And     "  pity'd  ev'ry     groan;  Long    as      I       live,    when    "troubles  ^    rife,  Long 


I       love    the    Lord ;  he    heard  my  cries, 


 _^  ^  ^  )L___   _  ^ 

to     his    throne.    I'll  haften  to  his 
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live,       when       troubles  rife, 
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rone. 
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I  love  the  Lord  ;  he  bow'd  his  ear,    And  chas'd  my  griefs  away  ;  4  "  My  God,  I  cry'd,  thy  fervant  fave,    Thou  ever  good  and  juft  ; 

O  let  my  heart  no  more  defpair,    While  I  have  breath  to  pray  !  "  Thy  pow'r  can  refcue  from  the  grave,    Thy  pow'r  is  all  my  truth 

My  flefh  declin'd,  my  fpirits  fell,    And  I  drew  near  the  dead,  5  The  Lord  beheld  me  fore  diftreft,    He  bade  my  pains  remove  ; 

While  inward  pangs,  and  fears  of  hell,    Perplex'd  my  wakeful  head.  Return,  my  foul,  to  God  thy  reft,    For  thou  haft  known  his  love. 

6  My  God  hath  fav'd  my  foul  from  death,    And  dry'd  my  falling  tears  ; 
Now  to  hispraife  I'll  fpend  my  breath,    And  my  remaining  years. 

Burnham.  Ps.  116.    CM.  2d  Part- 


No.  271. 
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What  fliall    I     render     to       my  God,  For  all  his  kindnefs  fliown  ?  My   feet  fhall 
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vifit       thine      abode,    My  fongs 


addrefs       thy  throne. 


:zzziqzs 


2  Among  the  faints  that  fill  thine  houfe,    My  off'rings  fhall  be  paid  ; 
There  ihall  my  zeal  perform  the  vows    My  foul  in  anguifh  made. 

3  How  much  is  mercy  thy  delight,    Thou  ever  bleffed  God  ! 
Iiow  dear  thy  fervants  in  thy  light !    How  precious  is  their  blood  ! 


4  How  happy  all  thy  fervants  arc  !    How  great  thy  grace  to  me  ! 
My  life,  which  thou  half  made  thy  care,    Lord,  I  devote  to  thee. 

5  Now  I  am  thine,  for  ever  thine,    Nor  fhall  my  purpofe  move  ; 
Thy  hand  hath  loos'd  my  bonds  of  pain,    And  bound  me  with  thy  love, 

6  Here  in  thy  courts  I  leave  my  vow,    And  thy  rich  grace  record  ; 
Witnefs  ye  faints,  who  hear  me  now,    if  I  foiiake  the  Lord. 


Aro,  2 7 2. 


Palermo* 


Psalm  117.    C.  M. 


?55 


In 


I  JB. 


AIR. 


O  all  ye  nations,  praife  the  Lord,       O  all  ye  nations,  praife  the  Lord,      O  all  ye  nations,  praife,  praife,  praife  the  Lord,  Each  with  a  diff'rent  tongue  ; 

tQ — -rQ-£ 
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In  ev'ry  language,  In 


1  1  ±. 


In  ev'ry 


— F— — q — H  e 


Pia.  Cres, 


For. 


ev'ry     language    learn   his  word, 


And 


-e- 
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learn    his  word,        learn    his  word,  In  ev'ry  language  learn  his  word.  And  let  his  name  be  fung.    And     let  his       name     be  fung. 


 Q. 


ev'ry     language  learn    his  word. 


And 


•__ _Q  
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Janguage,  In       ev'ry  language  learn  his  word; 


And 


i56 


His     mercy    reigns  thro'     ev'ry    land,  thro' 


His         mercy    reigns  thro'    ev'ry    land ;  Pro 


His    mercy  reigns     thro'       ev'ry  land, 


His  mercy,  his        mercy    reigns  thro'        ev'ry  land, 


His      mercy    reigns  thro'     ev'ry  land,        thro'       ev'ry      land,  His    mercy  reigns,  His    mercy,  His       mercy  reigns 

His  mercy  reigns  thro'  His    mercy    reigns,  His       mercy  reigns 


~f — 

claim  his  grace  abroad, 


Proclaim  his  grace,  Proclaim  his  grace  abroad, 


Proclaim     his  grace  abroad,  Proclaim  his  grace  abroad, 


For        ever      firm  his    truth  fhall  ftand,  his  truth  Ihall  ftand, 

Proclaim  his  grace  abroad,  Proclaim,  proclaim  his  grace  abroad, 


Proclaim  his  grace    abroad,  Proclaim  his  grace  abroad, 


137 


Praife  ye    the     faithful  God. 


Praife  ye  the  faithful  God. 


Fraife  ye  the  faithful       God,       the  faithful       God.    For        ever     firm     his  truth  fliall  ftand,  For  ever 


Praife  ye     the  faithful, 


faith      .     ful  God. 


Praife  ye     the  faithful  God. 


Praife         ye    the     faithful  God» 


, — .  • 

firm  his  truth  fliall  ftand,.         Praife  ye    the        faithful  God.  Praife,       praife,       praife,  praife  ye  the       faithful  God. 


m 


Ps.  117,    L,  M.  double. 

Pia. 


1 58    No.  273.  Denbigh. 

AIR. 

From  all    who       dwell    be    -    low       the    fkies,  Let     the    Cre     -     alor's    praife     arife  :       Let        the  Redeemer's         name      be  fung  Thro1 
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TuttL 


ev  ry 


land,  by 


ev'ry   tongue.    E    -  ternal      are  thy       mercies,       Lord ;  E    -     ternal         truth     attends  thy       v/ord  :  Thy 


—  *  ^ -------- 
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ev'ry         land  by 
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For. 
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praife  fliall  found  from  fliore  to  fhore,  'Till  funs  fliall  rife      and      fet    no  more.    'Till  funs     {hall  rife    and  fet  no  more.  'Till       funs    fhall  rife       and      fet  no  more. 
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No.  274,  Stepney.  Ps.  II7.    S.  M.  double.  igg 

AIR'  ^  tr        ^  ^  _.  ^ 


Thy  name,  almighty  Lord,  Shall  found  thro'  diftant  lands ;  Symp.  Great    is  thy  grace,  and    fure    thy  word  !    Thy  truth  for   ever  frauds, 


Tar 


 t^jMMi   .  - 


Pia. 


For. 


For. 


be    thine       honor       fpread,        And  long    thy  praife 


endure,  'Till      morning     light     and       ev'ning    (hade  Till      morning  light  and 

For. 


o-  qq —  
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And 


'Till    morning     light   and    ev'ning  fhade       'Till  morning    light    and  ev'ni 


ng 


'Till 


'Till    morning     light   and    ev'ning  made       'Till  morning    light    and  ev'ning 


For. 


tr 
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ev'r.ir.g  made  Shall  be  excliang'd    no    more.    Shall  be       exchang'd    no  more.  Symp. 


fliade  Shall  be,  Shall  be 
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ftade  Shall  be,  Shall  be 


160    iVb.  275.  Wiscasset*  Psalm  118.    CM.  iji  Part,  D. 


The  Lord    appears    my       helper       now,  Nor  is 


my    faith     afraid       What  all  the  fons    of   earth  can 


do,  Since  heav'n  affords 


its  aid. 


AIR. 
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'Tis  fafer,    Lord,  to     hope  in       thee,  And  have    my     God    my    friend,  Than  truft  in  men    of      high  degree,        And     on    their    truth  depend. 

tr  tr 
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3  Like  bees  my  foes  befet  me  round,    A  large  and  angry  fwarm  ; 
But  I  fhall  all  their  rage  confound    By  thine  almighty  arm. 

4  'Tis  through  the  Lord  my  heart  is  flrong,    In  him  my  lips  rejoice  j 
While  his  falvation  is  my  long,    How  cheerful  is  my  voice  ! 


5  Like  angry  bees  they  girt  me  round  ;    When  God  appears  they  fly  ; 
So  burning  thorns  with  crackling  found,    Make  a  fierce  blaze  and  die. 

6  Joy  to  the  faints,  and  peace  belongs  ;    The  Lord  protects  their  days  : 
Let  Ifrael  tune  immortal  fongs    To  his  almighty  grace. 


No.  276.  Whately.  Ps.  n8%    C.  M.  2d  Part, 


161 


Lord  thou  haft  heard   thy      fervant   cry,    And  Tefcu'd     from  the  grave  ;  Now  fhall    he      live  :  And     none  can  die,  If  God 
— : — ,x 


refolve         to  fave. 


2  Thy  praife  more  conftant  than  before, 

Shall  fill  his  daily  breath  ; 
Thy  hand,  that  hath  chaftis'd  him  forej> 

Defends  him  Hill  from  death. 


3  Open  the  gates  of  Zion  now, 
For  we  (hall  worfhip  there, 

The  houfe  where  all  the  righteous  go, 
Thy  mercy  to  declare. 


4  Among  th'  affemblies  of  thy  faints 
Our  thankful  voice  we  raife  ; 

There  we  have  told  thee  our  complaints 
And  there  we  lpeak  thy  praife. 


Behold  the     fure  foundation    ftone  Which  God  in     Sion         lays,  To  build  our   heav'nly  hopes    upon,     And    his      e     -     ternal  praife. 


2  Chofen  of  God>  to  finners  dear, 
And  faints  adore  the  name, 

They  trull  their  whole  falvation  here, 
Nor  fliall  they  fuffer  fhame. 


3  The  foolifh  builders,  fcribe  and  prieft, 

RejecT:  it  with  difdain  ; 
Yet  on  this  rock  the  church  mail  reft, 

And  envy  rage  in  vain. 


4  What  though  the  gates  of  hell  withftood, 

Yet  muft  this  building  rife  ; 
'Tis  thy  own  work,  almighty  God, 

And  wond'rous  in  our  eyes. 


No.  278. 
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Ps.  118.    C.  M.  4th  Part. 


AIR. 
5--*- 

Lzmz, 


This 


the    day    the    Lord  hath  made,   He    calls  the    hours  his    own;  Let  heav'n    rejoice,     let  earth  be  glad,  And  praife  furround  the  throne. 
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To-day  he  rofe  and  left  the  dead,    And  Satan's  empire  fell ; 
To-day  the  faints  his  triumphs  fpread,    And  all  his  wonders  tell. 
Hofanna  to  the  anointed  King,    To  David's  holy  Son  : 
Help  us,  O  Lord,  defcend  and  bring    Salvation  from  thy  throne. 
W 
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Bled  be  the  Lord,  who  ccmes  to  men    With  meffeges  of  grace  ; 
Who  comes  in  God  his  Father's  name    To  fave  our  finful  race. 
Hofanna  in  the  higheft  ftrains    The  church  on  earth  can  raife  ; 
The  higheft  heav'ns,  jn  which  he  reigns.    Shall  give  him  nobler  pra! 


le, 


162    No.  279. 


Stafford.  Ps.  118.    S.  M, 


Yet  God  hath  built  his  church  thereon, 


AIR.    See  what    a    living  Stone  The  builders    did  refufe ; 


Yet  God  hath  built  his  church  thereon,      In  fpite         of  envious  Jews. 

>  -s  / — \  » 


Yet  God  hath  built  his  church  thereon,Yet  God  &c. 
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Yet  God  hath  built  his  church  thereon,  Yet  God  hath 


2  The  Scribe  and  angry  Prieft    Rejeit  thine  only  Son  ;  4  This  is  the  glorious  day    That  our  Redeemer  made  ; 

Yet  on  this  Rock  ihall  Sion  reft,    As  the  chief  corner  ftone.  Let  us  rejoice,  and  fing,  and  pray  ;    Let  all  the  church  be  glad. 

3  The  work,  O  Lord,  is  thine,    And  wond'rous  in  our  eyes  ;  5  Hofanna  to  the  king    Of  David's  royal  blood  ; 

This  day  declares  it  all  divine,    This  day  did  Jefus  rife.  Blefs  him  ye  faints  :    He  comes  to  bring    Salvation  from  your  God. 

6  We  blefs  thine  holy  word    Which  all  this  grace  difplays  ; 
And  offer  on  thine  altar,  Lord,    Our  facritice  of  praife. 


No.  280 

AIR. 


Portugal 


Ps.  118.    L.  M. 


Lo  !  what  a     glorious  Corner-ftohe     The  Jewifh      builders      did    refufe  :    But  God  hath  built  his  church  thereon, 

-3jg   /_?    ^j^^p   _____  '"T^  /"N  ^"^ 


In  fpite  of  envy      and  the  Jews. 
s~s  /"-\   s~\  h- 


2  Great  God,  the  work  is  all  divine, 

The  joy  and  wonder  of  our  eyes  ; 
This  is  the  day  that  proves  it  thine, 
The  day  that  faw  our  Saviour  rife. 


r-ets4 
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3  Sinners  rejoice  and  faints  be  glad  j 
Hofmna,  let  his  name  be  bled  : 
A  thoufand  honors  on  his  headj 
With  peace  and  light,  and  glory  reft  ! 


4  In  God's  own  name  he  comes  to  bring 
Salvation  to  our  dying  race  ; 
Let  the  whole  church  addrefs  their  king 
With  hearts  of  joy,  and  fongs  of  praife. 


NO,    28  la 
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Hezron,  Psalm  119,    CM,  ijl  Part.  163 


Bleft  are  the      unde   -  fil'd  in    heart,       Whofe  ways  are  right  and    clean  ;       Who     never    from  thy  law    depart,  But     fry  from.      ev'ry  fin. 


-e-i-P-p-T- 
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Blefr   are  the    men  who  keep  thy    word.       And    praclife     thy  commands  ;       With  their  whole  heart  they  feek  the  Lord   And  ferve  thee  with  their  hands. 


i£:z 
- — & 


3  Great  is  their  peace  who  love  thy  law  ;    How  firm  their  fouls  abide  ! 
Nor  can  a  bold  temptation  draw    Their  fteady  feet  afide. 

4  Then  lTull  my  heart  have  inward  joy,  And  keep  my  face  from  fhame, 
'  When  all  thy  ftatutes  I  obey,    And  honor  all  thy  name- 


5  But  haughty  finners  God  will  hate,    The  proud  fhall  die  accurft  ; 
The  fons  of  falfehood  and  deceit    Are  trodden  to  the  duft. 

6  Vile  as  the  drofs  the  wicked  are  :    And  thofe  that  leave  thy  ways 
Shall  fee  falvation  from  afar,    But  never  tafte  thy  grace. 


AIR. 


No.  28-2, 


Wandsworth. 


Ps.  119.    C.  M.  2d  Part. 


To     thee,     before     the     dawning  light,  My   gracious   God,  I    pray ; 


meditate    thy  name    by  night,  And  keep  thy      law  by 
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2  My  fpirit  faints  to  fee  thy  grace,, 
Thy  promife  bears  me  up  : 
And  while  falvation  long  delays, 
Thy  word  fupports  my  hope. 


3  Sev'n  times  a-day  I  lift  my  hands, 
And  pay  my  thanks  to  thee  ; 
Thy  righteous  providence  demand^ 
Repeated  praifc  from  me. 


4  When  midnight  darknefs  veils  the  ikies, 
I  call  thy  works  to  mind  ; 
My  thoughts  in  warm  devotion  rife. 
And  fweet  acceptance  find* 


164    No*  283. 


AIR. 
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£versky.  Ps.  lig.    CM.  3d  Fart. 


Thou 


art  my 


portion,       O    my  God,  Soon  as     I    know    thy  way,  My  heart  makes  hafle  t'obey 


thy  word,  And  fuffcrs 


delay. 


1 


2  I  choofe  the  path  of  heav'nly  truth,    And  glory  in  my  choicer  4  If  once  I  wander  from  thy  path,    I  think  upon  my  ways, 
Not  all  the  riches  of  the  earth    Could  make  me  fo  rejoice.  Then  turn  my  feet  to  thy  commands,    And  truft  thy  pard'ning  grace. 

3  The  teftirnonies  of  thy  ^race,    I  let  before  mine  eyes  ;  5  Now  I  am  thine,  for  ever  thine,    O  lave  thy  fervant,  Lord, 
Thence  I  deiive  my  daily  Itrength,    And  there  my  comfort  lies.  Thou  art  my  fhield,  my  hiding  place,    My  hope  is  :n  thy  word. 

'      6  Thou  halt  inclin'd  this  heart  of.  mine    Thy  ftatutes  to  fulfil  ; 

And  thus,  'till  mortal  life  fhall  end,    Would  I  perform  thy  will. 


No.  284. 


Rosedale. 


Ps.  119.    C.  M.^th  Part, 


;,  And  guard  their  lives  from  fin  ?  Thy  word  the  choiceft  rule  imparts  To  kee] 


How  fhall  the  young       fecure  their  hearts,  And  guard  their  lives  from  fin  ?  Thy  word  the  choiceft  rule  imparts  To  keep  the  confeience  clean,  To  keep  the  confeience  clean. 


1 
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When  once  it     enters     to  the  mind,  It  fpreads  fuch  light    abroad,    The  meaneft  fouls   inftrudtion   find,  And  raife  their  thoughts  to  God.  And  raife  their  thoughts  to  God. 


3  'Tis  like  the  fun,  a  heav'nly  light    That  guides  us  all  the  day  ; 
And  through  the  dangers  of  the  night,    A  lamp  to  lead  our  way. 

4  The  men  that  keep  thy  law  with  care,    And  meditate  thy  word, 
Grow  wifer  than  their  teachers  are,    And  beter  know  the  Lord. 

5  Thy  precepts  make  me  truly  wife  ;    I  hate  the  Tinner's  road  ; 

I  hate  my  own  vain  thoughts  that  rife,    But  love  thy  law,  my  God. 


[The  ftarry  heaV'ns  thy  rule  obey,    The  earth  maintains  her  place  ; 
And  thefe  thy  fervants  night  and  day    Thy  {kill  and  pow'r  exprefs- 
But  ftill  thy  Law  and  golpel,  Lord,    Have  lefTons  more  divine  : 
Not  earth  (lands  firmer  than  thy  word,    Nor  ftars  fo  nobly  Ihine.] 
Thy  word  is  everlafting  truth  !    How  pure  is  ev'ry  page  ! 
That  holy  book  lhall  guide  our  youth,    And  well  fupport.  our  age. 


No.  285. 

AIR. 


Treasure. 


Ps.  119.    C.  M.  gtk  Part.  D.  165 


O     how    I    love  thy     holy  law,  'Tis    daily,    my  delight ;  And  thence  my  medi.  -  tations  draw  Divine  advice    by  night.    My  waking  eyes  prevent  the 


-1 — h- 


~ — « 


day,  To       niedi.  •  tate  thy    word;    My  foul  with     longing  melts  away 


To    hear  thy     gofpel,  Lord. 


To   hear  thy 


?of 


pel,  Lord. 


— ©— 1 


3  How  doth  thy  word  my  heart  engage  !    How  well  employ  my  tongue 
And  in  my  tirefome  pilgrimage,    Yields  me  a  heav'nly  fong. 

4  Am  I  a  (hanger,  or  at  home  ?    'Tis  my  perpetual  feaft  ; 
Not  honey  dropping  fiom  the  comb,    So  much  delights  my  taile. 

No.  2&6.  Trinity.. 


5  No  treafures  fo  enrich  the  mind  ;    Nor  (hall  thy  word  be  fold. 
For  loads  of  filver  well  refin'd,    Nor  heaps  of  choiceft  gold. 

6  When  nature  links,  and  fpirits  droop,    Thy  promifes  of  grace, 
Are  pillars  to  fuppoit  my  hope,    And  there  I  write  thy  praife. 

Ps.  119.    C.  M.  6th  Part 


SEIEEEEE 


iuft. 


AIR.    Lord,  I        efteem    thy    judgments  right,  And  all    thy     ftatutes  juft  ;  Thence  I      maintain        a     conftant   fight  With       ev'ry  flatt'ring 


3  Thy  precepts  often  I  furvey  : 

I  keep  thy  law  in  fight, 
Through  all  the  bufinels  of  the  day, 

To  form  my  aclions  right. 


3  My  heart  in  midnight  filence  cries, 
"  How  fweet  thy  comforts  be  ;" 

My  thoughts  in  h©ly  wonder  rife, 
And  bring  their  thanks  to  thee : 


4  And  when  my  fpirit  drinks  her  fill, 
At  fomc  good  word  of  thine, 

Not  mighty  men  that  fhare  the  fpoil 
Have  joys  compai  'd  to  mine* 


1 66    No.  287, 


Ps.  119, 


Let 


all     the  heathen 


writers  join  To 

hr 


form 


one  perfect  book,  Great  God  ! 


C.  M.  ytk  Part. 

Loud. 

W    V.  ^  O  v  ^  W   >  ✓  ' 

compar'd  with  thine,  How  mean  their  writings  look 
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AIR. 
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2  got  the  moft  perfect  rules  they  gave    Could  mow  one  fin  forgiv'n,  4  Yet  men  would  fain  be  juft  with  God,    By  works  their  hands  have  wrought 
Nor  lead  a  ftep  beyond  the  grave  ;    But  thine  conduct  to  heav'n.  But  thy  commands,  exceeding  broad,    Extend  to  ev'ry  thought.  ' 

3  I've  feen  an  end  of  what  we  call    Perfection  here  helow  ;  5  In  vain  we  boaft  perfeftion  here,    While  fin  defiles  our  frame, 
How  fhort  the  pow'rs  of  nature  fall,    And  can  no  further  go.  And  finks  our  virtues  down  fo  far    They  fcarce  deferve  the  name. 

6  Our  faith  and  love,  and  ev'ry  grace,  Fall  far  below  thy  word  ; 

'  But  perfect  truth  and  rightcoufnefs  Dwell  only  with  the  Lord. 

No.  288.                               Painswick.  Ps.  119 


Painswick. 


lading 


^         Lord,    I   have    made  thy    word    my    choice,  My 


Ps.  119.    CM.  8th  Part. 

heritage;       'There  fiiall  my  noble  ft  pow'rs    rejoice,  My      Jar  me  ft  thoughts  engage? 


2  I'll  read  the  hift'ries  of  thy  love, 
And  keep  thy  laws  in  fight, 
While  through  the  promifes  I  rove. 
With  ever  frelh  delight. 

No,  289.  Hackney. 

AIR.  tr  y' 


3  'Tis  a  broad  land  of  wealth  unknown 
Where  fprings  of  life  arife, 
Seeds  of  immortal  blifs  are  fown, 
And  hidden  glory  lies. 

Ps.  1 1 9. 


4  The  beft  relief  that  mourners  have, 
It  makes  our  forrows  bleft  : 
Our  faireft  hopes  beyond  the  grave, 
And  our  eternal  reft. 


C.  M.  gth  Part. 


Soft. 


 i-»y  _™"^es  h11    tlle  earth^O  Lord,  How  good  thy  works  appear  !  Open  mine  eyes  to  read  thy  word,  And  fee  thy  wonders  there.    And  fee  thy  wonders  there. 


■J     M»  Vimvr    mc  filllnn',!   It..   .7,-^.  H»_  •     .     -.I  I  "  'L'i  Jm    '  '  '  .   •       r,  n  .        ,  ....  ^ 


2  My  heart  was  fufliion'd  by  thy  hand,    My  fervice  is  thy  due, 
O  make  thy  fervant  underftand    The  duties  he  muft  do. 

3  Since  I'm  a  ftranger  liere  below,    Let  not  thy  path  be  hid, 

But  mark  the  road  my  feet  mould  go,  And  be  my  conftant  guide. 

4  When  I  confefs'd  my  wand'ring  ways.    Thou  heard'ft  my  foul  complain ; 
Grant  me  the  teachings  of  thy  grace,  f  Or  I  (hall  (tray  again. 

8  When  I  have  learnt  my  Father's  will 


- — X_Q_- SJ- 


My  thankful  lips  infpir'd  with  zeal    Shall  loud  pronounce  his  praife.J 


5  If  God  to  me  his  ftatutes  (hew,    And,  heav'nly  truth  im  part, 
His  work  forever  I'll  purfue,    His  law  ihall  rule  my  hea  rt. 

6  This  was  my  comfort  when  I  bore    Variety  of  grief  ; 

It  made  me  learn  thy  word  the  more,    And  fly  to  that  relief, 

7  [In  vain  the  proud  deride  me  now  ;    I'll  ne'er  forget  thy  law, 
Nor  let  that  bleiTed  goipel  go    Whence  all  my  hopes  I  draw. 

I'll  teach  the  world  his  ways  ; 


AIR. 


A'o.  290. 


Upland. 


Ps.  119.    C.  M.  iotk  Part, 


It 
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fervant,  Lord, 


Devoted        to  thy    fear  ; 


Re  -  member    and   confirm  thy    word,       For  all  my  hopes  are  there. 


thy  waiting 


-F-P+-e-+-f 


3  Had  thou  not  fent  falvation  down, 
And  promis'd  quickning  grace  ? 
Doth  not  my  heart  addrefs  thy  throne  ? 
And  yet  thy  love  delays. 


Mine  eyes  for  thy  falvation  fail 
O  bear  thy  fervant  up  ; 
Nor  let  the  fcoffing  lips  prevail 
Who  dare  reproach  my  hope. 


4  Didft  thou  not  raife  my  faith,  O  Lord  ? 
Then  let  thy  truth  appear  : 
Saints  (hall  rejoice  in  my  reward, 
And  trull:  as  well  as  fear. 


AIR. 


No.  291.  Lutterworth.^ 


O   that  the    Lord  would  guide  my  ways  To  keep  his  ftatutes 


9: 
ftill  ! 


Ps.  119.    C.  M.  Uth  Part. 

O     that  my  God  would  grant  me  grace  To   know  and 


his 


_±Z 


2  O  fend  thy  fpirit  down  to  write    Thy  law  upon  my  heart ! 
Nor  let  my  tongue  indulge  deceit,    Nor  act  the  liar's  part. 

3  From  vanity  turn  off  my  eyes    Let  no  corrupt  defign, 
Nor  coveteous  defires  arife    Within  this  foul  of  mine. 

6  Make  me  to  walk  in  thy  commands  ; 
Nor  let  my  head,  or  heart,  or  hands, 


4  Order  my  footfteps  by  thy  word,    And  make  my  heart  fincere 
Let  fin  have  no  dominion.  Lord, 

5  My  foul  hath  gone  too  far  aftray, 
Yet  fince  Fve  not  forgot  thy  way, 

'Tis  a  delightful  road  $ 
Offend  againft  my  God. 


-G-t  
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But  keep  my  conlcience  clear. 
My  feet  too  often  flip  ; 
Reftore  thy  wand'ring  fheep. 


Andantino.  'N&t 


Ver plank. 


Ps.  \  1 9.    C.  M.  Tzuelfih  Part. 


I  can't  forget  thy   laws.     I  can't    forget     thy  laws. 


^         My  God,  confider  my  diftrefs,  Let  mercy  plead  my  caufe  ;  Though  I  have  finn'd  againft  thy  grace. 


2  Forbid,  forbid  the  fharp  reproach,    Which  I  fo  juftly  fear  ; 
Uphold  my  life,  uphold  my  hopes,    Nor  let  my  (hame  appear. 

3  Be  thou  a  furety,  Lord,  for  me,    Nor  let  the  proud  opprefs, 
But  make  thy  waiting  fervant  fee    The  minings  of  thy  face. 


—  — __  p.- 


4  Mine  eyes  with  expert. ition  fail,    My  heart  within  me  cries, 
When  will  the  Lord  his  truth  fulfil    And  made  my  comforts  rife  ? 

5  Look  down  upon  my  forrows,  Lord,    And  (hew  thy  grace  the  fame. 
As  thou  art  ever  wont  t'  afford    To  thofe  that  love  thy  name. 


168    No.  293. 

Canto. 


Hispaniola. 


t*s.  1194    C.  M,  i%th  Part,  D, 


Counter. 


mm 


With    my  whole  heart  I've  fought  thy   face)  O       let      me      tlever       ftray    From  thy  commands,  O  God  of  grace,  Nor  tread    the     miners  way. 


1 


Tencr. 


Bass. 


0- 


Thy  word  I've  hid      within    my  heart,  To   keep  my    conference  clean, 


And     be    an  ever  -  lafting  guard  From     ev'ry        rifing  fin. 


3  I'm  a  companion  of  the  faints,    Who  fear  and  love  the  Lord  ; 

My  forrows  rife,  my  nature  faints,    When  men  tranfgrefs  thy  word.. 

4  While  fir.ners  do  thy  gofpel  wrong,    My  fpirit  (lands  in  awe  ; 
My  foul  abhors  a  lying  tongue,    But  loves  thy  righteous  law. 


5  My  heart  with  facred  rev'rence  hears    The  threat'nings  of  thy  word  ; 
My  flefti  with  holy  trembling  fears    The  judgments  of  the  Lord. 

6  My  God,  I  long,  I  hope,  I  wait    For  thy  falvation  ftill  ; 
While  thy  whole  law  is  my  delight,    And  I  obey  thy  will. 


PI 
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No.  294.  Pittston.  Ps.  119.    CM.  l\th  Part.  169 


My  foul  for  thy,  My 


My  foul  for  thy  falvation  faints,  My 


My  foul  for  thy     falva    -  tioa       faints,     My  when 


tf 


ill 


When 


will     my       troubles       end  ? 


-.0 ;  


When  will  my  troubles 


end  ? 


When 
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will  my  trouble 


end  ? 


When  wlfl 


my         troubles  end  ? 
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will  my  troubles 


end  ? 


When    will     my       troubles    end  ? 


2  Yet  have  I  found  'tis  good  for  me    To  bear  my  father's  rod  ; 
Afflictions  make  me  learn  thy  law,    And  live  upon  my  God. 

3  This  is  the  comfort  1  enjoy    When  new  diftrefs  begins  ; 
I  read  thy  word,  I  run  thy  way,    And  hate  my  former  fins 


X 


4  Had  not  thy  word  been  my  delight    When  earthly  jcys  were  fled, 
My  foul,  opprel's'd  with  fonrow's  weight,    Had  funk  among  the  dead. 

5  I  know  thy  judgments,  Lord,  are  right,    Though  they  may  fecm  fevcre  ; 
The  fharpeit  fufPrings  I  endure    Flow  from  thy  faithful  care. 

6  Before  I  knew  thy  chaft'ning  rod,    My  feet  were  apt  to  ftray  ; 
But  now  I  learn  to  keep  thy  word,    Nor  wander  from  thy  way. 


170.    No.  295. 

^       Tr'bh  or  Tenor. 
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Riverslon*  Ps.  119.    CM.  15th  Part. 

^       ^  __     ^  ^         cv'ry     ^hour  Might  dwell  upob      my      mind!    Might  dwell  upon    my     ^    mind!  Might  dwell  upon  my 


ftatutes 


Might  d\ven  upon  my^mind  !  Might  dwell  upon  my  mind  TMight  dwell  upon' my 
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mind  ! 


Thence  I 


derive 


quick'ning        pow'r,  And 


Thence  I 


daily 

V 


peace 
■- 1- 


find, 


And 
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daily  peace  I 


find. 


Si 


derive 
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quick'ning       pow'r,  And  ~Z  ■■  ^ 

quickning  pow'r,  And     '  r~ 

4  My  lips  with  courage  (hall  declare    Thy  ftatutes  and  thy  name  ; 
I'll  fpeak  thy  word,  though  kings  fhould  hear,    Nor  yield  to  ilnful 

5  Let  bands  of  persecutors  rile    To  rob  me  of  my  my  right, 
Let  pride  and  malice  forge  their  lies,    Thy  law  is  my  delight. 

Whole  hands  and  hearts  are  ill  ; 
And  mult  obey  his  will. 


Thence      I  derive 

2  To  meditate  thy  precepts,  Lord,    Shall  be  my  fweet  employ  ; 
My  foul  Ihall  ne'er  forget  thy  word.    Thy  word  is  all  my  joy, 

3  How  would  I  run  in  thy  commands,    If  thou  my  heart  difcharge 
From  fm  and  Satan's  hateful  chains,    And  fet  my  feet  at  large. 

6  Depart  from  me,  ye  wicked  race, 
I  love  my  God,  I  love  his  ways, 


u6r 
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Ihame. 


No.  296. 
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Onercy. 


Ps.  119.    C.  M.  tGth  Part 
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AIR.    My     foul    lies      cleaving        to    the    duft  :  Lord,  give  me     life       divine  ;    From  vain        defires    and    ev'ry       luft  Turn  off  thefe  eyes     of  mine. 


zfEzjzzE^z|r|zz:|EzJEizz^zppz  3  E|E^ 
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2  I  need  the  influence  of  thy  grace    To  fpeed  me  in  thy  way. 
Left  I  ftiould  loiter  in  my  race,     Or  turn  my  feet  aftray. 

3  When  fore  affiiclions  prels  me  down,    I  need  thy  quick'ning  pow'rs  ; 
Thy  word  that  I  have  relted  on    Shall  help  my  heaviefl  hours. 


:zzi: 


•    4  Are  not  thy  mercies  fov'reign  dill,    And  thou  a  faithful  God  ? 
Wilt  thou  not  grant  me  warmer  zeal    To  run  the  heav'nly  road  ? 
5  Does  not  my  heart  thy  precepts  love,    And  long  to  fee  thy  face  ? 
And  yet  how  flow  my  ipirits  move    Without  enliv'ning  grace  1 
6  Then  fhall  I  love  thy  gofpel  more,    And  ne'er  forget  thy  word, 
When  1  have  felt  its  quick'ning  pow'r    To  draw  me  near  the  Lord. 


No,  297. 


Egrcmont, 


171 


Ps.  119,    L.  M.  lyth  Part. 

When  pain  and       anguifh         feize    me,  Lord.  All   my  fupport    is  from  thy  word  :  My  foul  dinolves  for  heavincfs  ;    Uphold  me    with  thy  ftrenth'ning  grace. 


2  The  proud  have  fram'd  their  feoffs  and  lies,    They  watch  my  feet  with  envious  eyes, 
And  tempt  my  foul  to  fnares  and  fin  ;    Yet  thy  commands  I  ne'er  decline. 


3  They  hate  me,  Lord,  without  a  caufe,    They  hate  to  fee  me  love  thy  laws  ; 
But  I  will  truft  and  fear  thy  name,    'Till  pride  and  malice  die  with  flume. 


No.  298. 


Gilsum. 
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Ps.  1 1 9.    L.  M,  Last  Part « 

blefs  thy  gentle  hand  ;  How  kind  was    thy    chaftifing      rod,  That  fore'd  my  confcicnce  to    a  [land,  And  brought  my  wand'ring  foul  to  God. 


Father, 


I 


Foolifli  and  vain  I  went  aftray,    Ere  I  had  felt  thy  fcourges,  Lord, 
I  'eft  my  guide,  and  loft  my  way,    But  now  I  love  and  keep  thy  word. 
'Tis  good  for  me  to  bear  the  yoke.    For  pride  is  apt  to  rife  and  fwell  ; 
'Tis  good  to  bear  my  father's  Itroke,    That  I  might  learn  his  ftatutes  well. 

6  Then  all  that  love  and  fear  the 

For  I  have  hoped  in  thy  word,    And  made  thy  grace  my  holy  choice. 


^EEPpElE^=^|SE{Eg3E3iE!E3S 

4  The  law  that  iflues  from  thy  mouth    Shall  raife  my  cheerful  paftlons  more 
Than  all  the  treafures  of  the  fouth,    Or  weftern  hills  of  golden  ore. 

5  Thy  handshave  made  my  mortal  frame,    Thy  fpirit  form'd  my  foul  within  ; 
Teach  me  to  know  thy  wond'rous  name,    And  guard  me  fafe  from  death  and  fin. 

At  my  falvation  (hall  rejoice  -t 


Lord. 


Aph 


Am  No.  299.  Aphec.  Psalm  120.  CM. 


Thou   God     of   love,  thou 


ever     bleft,   Pity    my    fufF'ring  ftatc  ;  When  wilt  thou      fee     my  foul  at  reft  From     lips  that       love       deceit ! 


* — — 


Hard  let  of  mine '  my  days  are  caft    Among  the  fons  of  fti  ife, 
Whofe  never  ceafing  brawlings  wafte    My  golden  hours  of  life. 
O  might  I  fly  to  change  my  place,    How  would  I  choofe  to  dwell 
In  fome  wide  lonefome  wildernefs,    And  leave  theft  gates  of  hell ! 

6  Should  burning  arrows  fmite  thee  thro' 


But  I  had  rather  fpare  my  foe,    And  meit  his  heart  with  love. 


4  Peace  is  the  blefllng  that  I  fcek,    How  lovely  are  its  chirms ' 
I  am  for  peace  ;  bnt  when  I  fpeak,    They  all  declare  for  aims. 

5  New  pafiions  dill  their  fouls  engage,    And  keep  their  malice  ftrong, 
What  (halt  be  done  to  curb  thy  rage.    O  thou  devouring  tongue  1 

Strict  juftice  would  approve  ; 


I?2  AIR. 


AS:  300.  Livonia. 
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Thence  all  her  help  my  foul  derives  : 
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Up      to  the  hills  I  life  mine  eyes,  Th'  eternal  hills   beyond       the  fki 
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There  my  almighty 


refuge  lives. 
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2  He  lives  ;  the  everlafiing  God,    That  built  the  world,  that  fpread  the  flood  ; 
The  heav'ns  with  all  their  hofts  he  made  ;    And  the  dark  regions  of  the  dead. 

3  He  guides  our  feet,  he  guards  our  way  ;    His  tnorijing  fmiles  hleis  all  the  day 
He  fpreads  the  ev'nJng  veil,  and  keeps    The  filent  Lou:  s  while  lhae;  deeps. 

4  Iirael,  a  name  divinely  blcll,    May  rile  fecure,  feemdy  relt  ; 

Thy  holy  Guardian's  wakeful  eyes    Admit  no  llumber  nor  lurprife. 


No  fun  fnall  fmite  thy  head  by  day,    Nor  the  pale  moon  with  fickly  ray 
Shall  blall  thy  couch  ;  no  baleful  liar    Dart  his  malignant  fire  fa  far. 
Should  earth  and  hell  with  malice  burn,    Still  thou  fhalt  go,  and  Rill  return 
S.ife  in  the  Lord  ;  his  hcav'niy  care    Defends  thy  life  from  ev'ry  fnare. 
On  thee  foul  fpirits  have  no  pow'r  ;  xAnd  in  thy  laft  departing  hour 
Angels,  that  trace  the  airy  toad,    Shall  bear  thee  homeward  to  thy  God. 


AIR. 
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Preservation. 


Ps.  121.  C. 
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To    heav'n  I       lift  my     waiting    eyes,  There  all  my       hopes  are    laid  ;  The  Lord  that  built  the  earth  and    fkies  Is 

Tenor  cr  Counter. 


my    per    -  pctual 


aid. 
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2  Their  feet  fliall  never  flide  to  full,    Whom  he  defigns  to  keep  ;  4  Iirael  rejoice,  and  reft  fecure,    Thy  keeper  is  the  Lord  ; 
His  ear  attends  the  fofteft  call  ;    His  eyes  can  never  ileep.  "   His  wakeful  eyes  employ  his  pow'r    For  thine  eternal  guard. 

3  He  will  fudain  our  weakeft  povv'rs,    With  his  almighty  arm,  5  Nor  fcorching  fun,  nor  fickly  moon,      Shall  have  his  leave  to  fmite  ; 
And  watch  our  mpit  unguarded  hours    Agamf;  furprinhg  harm.  He  ihiclds  thy  head  from  burning  noon,    From  blading  damps  at  night. 

6  He  guards  thy  foul,  he  keeps  thy  breath,    Where  thickeft  dangers  come  ; 
Go  and  return,  fecure  horn  death,    'Till  God  cemmanus  thee  home. 


I  Upward    I      'lift  mine   eyes,  From  God  is  all  my  ^  aid  ^The  God~that  built  the  fkies,  And  earth  and  y  nature    made.  ] 

God  is  the  tow'r  To  which  I       fly  ; 


A7. 


>02.  FuhkilL 
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Ps.  121.    H.  M. 


Cres. 


For 
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God   is    the     tow'r    To    which    I      fly  ;    God    is    the     tow'r    To     which      I      fly ;     His  grace  is 


  ■ 

Ml 

in 
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nig 


ev  ry 


hour. 
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2  My  feet  fiiall  never  Aide, 
And  fall  in  fatal  (hares, 
■Since  God  my  guard  and  guide 
Defends  me  from  my  fears. 
Thole  wakeful  eyes 
That  never  deep 
Shall  Ifrael  keep 
When  dangers  rife. 


No.  303. 

AiR- 


3  No  burning  heats  by  day, 
Nor  blafts  of  ev'ning  air, 
Si.a.i  take  n<y  health  away, 
\x  God  be  with  me  there  : 
Thou  art  my  fun, 
And  thou  my  (hade, 
To  guard  my  head 
By  night  or  noon. 

Westminster* 

Loud  when  repeated. 


4  Haft  thou  not  giv'n  thy  word 
To  fave  my  foul  from  death  ! 
And  I  can  truft  my  Lord 
To  keep  my  mortal  breath  : 
I'll  go  and  come, 
Nor  fear  to  die, 
'Till  from  on  high 
Thou  call  nie  home. 

Psalm  122,  CM. 


How  did  my  heart  rejoice  to  hear  My  friends  devoutly     fay,  •        "  In  Zicn     let  us  all  appear,  And  keep  the  folemn  day  !"    I  love  her  gates,  I  love  the  road  ;  The 


^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^ 


church  adorn'd  with  grace    Stands  like  a  palace  built  for  God  To  fhew  his  milder     face.  Up  to  her  courts  with  joys  unknown    The    holy  tribes  repair;  The 
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ft                 t            &  Moderate. 

Son    of    David  holds  his  throne,  And  fits  in  judgment  there.  He  hears  our  praifes  and  complaints  !  And  while  his  awful  voice  Divides  the  finners  from  the  faints,  W 

p"(  til;  Hi  i.-|d-t4  f'V  1 1 T  "IT  f.  f  f  JV'DlTf.f.l  Litis 


Fia. 


Cm. 


For. 


tendants  blcft.  My  foul  fiiall  pray  forZion  ftill.While  life  or  breath  rcmains,Where  my  beft  friends.my  kindred  dwell,  There  God  my  Saviour  reigns.There  God  my  Saviour  reigns. 
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No.  304.  Shrewsbury*  Ps.  122,    P.  M.  6's&8's.  175 

How  pleas'd  and  bled  was    I  To  hear  the  people  crv,  "  Come  let  us       feek     our  God  to  day  Yes,  with   a  cheerful    zeal,  We    hafte  to      Zion's      hill,  And 


Ph. 


Cresi 


^  there,  our       vows  and      honors       pay.         Yes     Ifrith    a       cheerful  ^     zeal,  We    hafte    to         Zion's        hill,  And  there    our  vows^ 


For. 


vows    and  honors  pay 
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2  Zion,  thrice  happy  place,    Adorn'd  with  wond'rous  grace, 

And  walls  of  ftrength  embrace  thee  round  ; 
In  thee  our  tribes  appear,    To  pray,  and  praife  and  hear, 
The  facred  gofpel's  joyful  found. 

3  There  David's  greater  Son    Has  fix'd  his  royal  throne, 

He  fits  for  grace  andjudgment  there  : 
Hz  bids  the  faints  be  glad,    He  makes  the  finner  fad, 
And  humble  fouls  rejoice  with  fear. 


Nezvent. 


air.   ____   ^   _____  ^ 

O    thou,  whofe  grace  and  juftice     reign,  Enthron'd  above 


4  May  peace  attend  thy  thy  gate,    And  joy  within  thee  wait, 

To  blefs  the  foul  of  ev'ry  gueft ; 
The  man  that  feeks  thy  peace.    And  wif'ues  thine  increafe, 
A  thoufund  bleiTings  on  him  reft. 

5  My  tongue  repeats  her  vows,    "  Peace  to  this  facred  houfe  !" 

For  here  my  friends  and  kindred  dwell  ; 
And  fince  my  glorious  God    Makes  thee  his  bleft  abode, 
My  foul  Hi  all  ever  love  thee  well. 

Psalm  123.    C.  M. 

the    fkies,  To      thee       our  hearts  would  tell     their  pain,  To  thee    we      lift      our  eyes. 


2  As  fervants  watch  their  mafter's  hand,    And  fear  the  angry  ftroke  ! 
Or  maids  before  their  miftrefs  ftand,    And  wait  a  peaceful  look  : 

3  So  for  our  fins  we  juftly  feel    Thy  difcipline,  O  God  ; 

Yet  wait  the  gracious  moment  ftill,    'Till  thou  remove  thy  rod. 


4  Thofe  that  in  wealth  and  pleafure  live,    Our  daily  groans  deride, 
And  thy  delays  of  mercy  give    Frefli  courage  to  their  pride. 

5  Our  foes  infult  us,  but  our  hope    In  thy  compaffion  lies  : 

This  thought  fliall  bear  our  fpirits  up,    That  God  will  not  defpife. 


176    Aro.  306, 


Rickmansworth. 


Psalm  124.    L,  M. 


Had  not  the  Lord,  may    Ifrael  fay,  Had  not  the  Lord  maintain'd  our  fide,  When  men  to  make  our  lives     a     prey,    Rofe  like   the     fwelling     of    the   tide  ; 
AIR.   


2  The  fwelling  tide  had  flopt  our  breath,    So  fiercely  did  the  waters  roll, 

We  had  been  fwallow'd  deep  in  death  ;  Proud  waters  had  o'crwhelm'd  our  foul. 

3  We  leap  for  joy,  we  fhout  and  fing,    Who  juft  cfcap'd  the  fatal  ftroke  ; 

So  fiies  the  bird  with  cheerful  wing,    Whsa  once  the  fowler's  fnare  is  broke. 


4  For  ever  blefTed  be  the  Lord,    Who  broke  the  fowler's  curfed  fnar», 

Who  fav'd  us  from  the  murd'ring  fword,    And  made  our  lives  and  fouls  his  cai 

5  Our  help  is  in  Jehovah's  name,    Who  form'd  the  earth  and  built  the  fkies  : 
He  that  upholds  that  wond'rous  frame,  Guards  his  own  church  with  watchful  cjt 


No.  307. 


Madrid. 


Psalm  125.    C.  M. 


Treble. 


Firm  as  a 


rock 


the 


Firm  as  a 


rock  the 


Counter. 
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Unfhaken      as  the  facred  hill,  And  firm  as  mountains  be, 


Firm  as  a  rock  the  foul  fhall  reft,  Firm  as  a        rock     the  foul  fliall  reft,  That  leans,  O  Lord,  01 


Firm  as  a 


rock 


the 


Firm  as  a  rock  the 


Firm  as  a  rock  the 


Firm  as  a  rock  the 


V    ~      '  that         ^       ^  ^  ^  that '  that  ^  '  ^Firm       *' "  .*"    ^  that 
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thee    that   leans,  O    Lord,  on    thee,    that   leans,  O  Lord,  on  thee,  that  leans,  O  Lord,  on  thee.  Firm  as  a  rock  the  foiil  fhall  reft,  that  leans,  O  Lord,  on  thee. 
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that  leans,  O  Lord,  on  ^       thee,    that  ^  that^  ^  Firm  ^    ^      ^     ^    ^  ^      ^  that 


that  that 

2  Not  walls,  nor  hills,  could  guard  fo  well    Old  Salem's  happy  ground. 
As  thofe  eternal  arms  of  love    That  ev'ry  faint  furround. 

3  While  tyrants  are  a  fmarting  fcourge    To  drive  them  near  to  God, 
Divine  compaffion  does  allay    The  fury  of  the  rod. 


Firm  '  that 

4  Deal  gently,  Lord,  with  fouls  fmcere,    And  lead  them  fafcly  on 
To  the  bright  gates  of  paradifc,    Where  Chi  ift  their  Lord  is  gone. 

5  But  if  wt;  tiace  thofe  crooked  ways    That  th'j  old  ferpent  drew, 
The  wrath  that  drove  him  fir  ft  to  hell    Shall  fmite  his  folPwers  too. 


No.  30  8  * 


AIR. 


Bankfield. 


Ps.  125, 


S.  M. 
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Firm  and  unmov'd     are    they  That  reft  their  fouls  on    God  ;  Firm  as  the  mount  where  David  dwelt,  Or  where  the  ark  abode. 


As  mountains  flood  to  guard  the  j 


city's     facred    ground,  So  God  and     his       almighty        love  Embrace  his  faints  around.     So  God  and  his      almighty        love  Embrace  his  faints  around. 


3  What  though  the  Father's  rod    Dropt  a  chaftifing  ftroke, 
Yet  left  it  wound  their  fouls  too  deep,    Its  fury  ihall  be  broke. 

4  Deal  gently,  Lord,  with  thofe    Whofe  faith  and  pious  fear, 

Whofe  hope  and  love,  and  ev'ry  grace,    Proclaim  their  hearts  finccre. 


5  Nor  fhall  the  tyrant's  rage    Too  long  opprefs  the  faint  ; 

The  God  of  Ifrael  will  fupport    His  children,  left  they  faint.  ' 

6  But  if  our  flavifli  fear    Will  choofe  the  road  to  hell, 

We  mull  expect  our  portion  there,    Where  bolder  finners  dwell. 


178    No.  309. 
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Ps.  126.  L.M, 


Soft. 
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The  grace    beyond    our  That  joy 
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When  God  reftoi'd     our     captive       ftate,     Joy    was  our  fong,  and     grace    our  theme  ! 


bur       hopes    fo   great,  That  joy   appear'd  a 


AIR. 
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The  grace    beyond  our 


Soft. 
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Loud. 
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painted       dream.    The  grace    beyond  our 


hopes    fo  great,  That 


pear'd  a  painted  dream. 
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2  The  fcofier  owns  thy  hand,  and  pays 
Unwilling  honors  to  thy  name  : 
While  we  with  pleafure  (hout  thy  praife, 
With  cheerful  notes  thy  love  proclaim. 


3  When  we  review  our  difmal  fears, 
'Twas  hard  to  think  they'd  vanilli  fo  ; 
With  God  we  left  our  flowing  tears, 
He  makes  oar  joys  like  rivers  flow. 


The  man  that  in  his  furrow'd  field, 
His  fcatter'd  feed  with  fadnefs  leaves. 
Will  fljout  to  fee  the  harveft  yield 
A  welcome  load  of  joyful  flieave:. 


No.  310.  ■        Archdak.  Ps, 126,    CM,  double.  tyg 


Soft. 
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Gres. 


Loud. 


fhe  world  beheld  the  glorious  change,And  did  thy  hand  confefs  ;My  tongue  broke  out  in  unknown  (trains,And  fung  furprifing  grace.My  tongue  broke  out  in  unknown  ftrains,And  Sec 
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"  Great  is  the  work,''  my  neighbours  cry'd,    And  own'd  thy  pow'r  divine 
"  Great  is  the  work,  my  heart  replyM,    And  be  the  glory  thine." 
The  Lord  can  clear  the  darkcfl  Ikies,    Can  give  us  day  for  night  ; 
Make  drops  of  facred  fori  ow  rite    To  rivers  of  delight, 


5  Let  thofe  that  fow  in  fadnefs,  wait    'Till  the  fair  harveft  come, 

They  fhall  confefs  their  fheaves  are  great,    And  fhout  the  blellings  home. 

C  Though  feed  lie  buried  long  in  the  duft,    It  (han't  deceive  their  hope  ! 
The  precious  grain  can  ne'er  be  loft,    For  grace  infures  the  crop. 


180    A7o.  on 
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German. 


Psalm.    127.    L.  M. 
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If  God  faccced  not,     all  the     coft  And  pains  to  build  the  houfc  are  loft  ;  If  God  the  city     will       not  keej 
w  v — ✓        v  y  w  V 
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not       keep,  The  watchful  guards  as       well    may  flecp. 
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2,  What  if  you  rife  before  the  fun, 

And  work  and  toil  when  day  is  done, 
Careful  and  fparing  eat  your  bread, 
To  fliun  that  poverty  you  dread  j 


3  'Tis  all  in  vain,  'till  God  hath  blcft  ; 
He  can  make  rich,  yet  gives  us  reft  ; 
Children  and  friends  are  bleftings  too, 
If  God  our  fov'reign  make  them  fo. 


4  Happy  the  man  to  whom  he  fends 
Obedient  children,  faithful  friends  : 
How  fweet  our  daily  comforts  prove, 
When  they  are  feafon'd  with  his  love  ! 


AIR. 
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Lyndelgrovgh. 
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If  ^  Gcd  tp  ■    build     the  houfe  deny,  Tlic 


Ps.  127.    C.  M. 


builders      work  in    vain  ;  And  towns  without   his    wakeful     eye,  An 


ufelefs      watch  maintain. 
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2  Before  the  morning  beams  arife, 
Your  painful  work  renew, 
And  'till  the  ftars  afcend  the  ikies 
Your  tirefome  tcil  purfue. 


3  Short  be  your  fleep,  and  coarfe  your  fare  ; 
In  vain,  'till  God  has  bleft  ; 
But  if  his  fmiles  attend  your  care, 
You  fhall  have  food  and  reft. 


4  Nor  children,  relatives,  nor  friends, 
Shall  real  bleftings  prove, 
Nor  all  the  earthly  joys  he  fends, 
If  fent  without  his  love. 
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Lounter. 
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Akcy,     '  Psalm.  128.  ^  C.  M.^ 
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O       happy  man,  whofe  foul  is       fill'd       With  zeal    and  rev'rend 


His   "  lips  to    God  their  "  honors    yield,  His  life     adorns       the  law. 
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2  A  careful  providence  fliall  ftand    And  ever  guard  thy  head, 
Shall  on  the  labours  of  thy  hand    Its  kindly  bleftings  fhed. 

3  Thy  wife  fhall  be  a  fruitful  vine  !     Thy  children  round  thy  board, 
Each  like  a  plant  of  honor  fhine,    And  learn  to  fear  the  Lord. 
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4  The  Lord  fhall  thy  beft  hopes  fulfil     For  months  and  years  to  come  ; 
The  Lord  who  dwells  on  Zion's  hill    Shall  fend  the  bleftings  home. 

5  This  is  the  man  whofe  happy  eyes    Shall  fee  his  houfe  increafe, 
Shall  fee  the  finking  church  arife,    Then  leave  the  world  in  peace, 


Up  from  my  youth,  may  Ifrael  fay,        Have    I    been  nurs'd    in  tears  ; 


Psalm  129.    C.  M.    ^  ^  181 

tedious  as    the  years. 


Aim.  A7(9.  314.  Hague. 
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My  griefs  were  conftant  as  the     day,  And 
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2  Up  from  my  youth  I  bore  the  rage    Of  all  the  fons  of  ftrife  ; 
Oft  they  aa'ail'd  my  riper  age,    But  not  deftroy'd  my  life. 

3  Their  cruel  plough  hatli  torn  my  flefh,    With  furrows  long  and  deep, 
Hourly  they  vex'd  my  wounds  afrefn:    Nor  let  my  forrows  fleep. 

4  The  Lord  grew  angry  on  his  throne,    And  with  impartial  eye, 
Meafur'd  the  miichiefs  they  had  done,    Then  let  his  arrows  fly. 

5  How  was  their  infolence  furpri/.'d,    To  hear  hist'muders  roll  ! 
And  all  the  foes  cf  Zion  iliz'd    With  horror  to  the  foul. 


=31 


6  Thus  fhall  the  men  that  hate  the  faints,    Be  blafted  from  the  ficy  ; 

Their  glory  fades,  their  courage  faints,    And  all  their  projects  die. 
7.  [What  though  they  flourifti  tail  and  fair    They  have  no  root  beneath 

Their  growth  lhali  perifh  in  defpair,    And  lie  defpis'd  in  death. 
8  So  corn  that  on  the  houfe  top  ftands,    No  hope  of  haivcft  gives  ; 

The  reaper  ne'er  fhall  fill  his  hands,    Not  binder  fold  the  (heaves, 
g  It  fprings  and  withers  on  the  place  :    No  traveler  beftows 

A  word  of  bleSIng  on  the  grafs,    Nor  minds,  it  as  he  goes.] 

Psalm  iqo,    C.  M. 


AIR. 
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fent  my    cries  to 


feek 
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thy  gr 
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2  Great  God,  fhould  thy  feverer  eye,    And  thine  impartial  hand,  5 
Maik  and  revenge  iniquity,    No  mortal  fleih  could  ftand. 

3  But  there  are  pardons  with  my  God,    For  crimes  cf  high  degree  ;  6 
Thy  Son  has  bought  them  with  his  blood,    To  draw  us  near  to  thee. 

4  [I  wait  for  thy  ialvation,  Lord,    With  ftrong  defires  I  wait  ;  7 
My  foul  invited  by  thy  word,    Stands  watching  at  thy  gate.  The  Lord  is  good  as  well  as  juft, 

8.  There's  full  redemption  at  his  throne    For  Tinners  long  enflav'd  ; 
The  great  Redeemer  is  his  ion  :    And  Ifrael  (hall  be  fav'd. 

No.  116.  St-.  Bartholomew's. 


Juft  as  the  guards  that  keep  the  night    Long  for  the  morning  Ikies, 
Watch  the  firft  beams  or  breaking  light,    And  meet  them  with  their  eyes  ; 
So  waits  my  fenil  to  fee  thy  grace,    And  more  intent  than  they 
Meets  the  firft  op'nings  of  thy  face,    And  finds  a  brighter  day  ; 
Then  in  the  Lord  let  Ifrael  truft,    Let  Ifrael  feek  his  face  ; 

And  plenteous  is  his  grace. 


Ps.  130.    L.  M. 
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From  deep     diftrefs  and.    troubled  thoughts,  To  thee,  my  God,  I 


rais'd  my  cries :  If 


thou    feverely  mark  our  faults,  No  fie  lh  can  (land    before  thines  eye 


— ;— f  T^STf 


But  thou  haft  built  thy  throne  of  grace,  Free  to  difpenfc  thy  pardons  there,  *  '  4^Iy  truft  is  fix'd  upon  thy  word,  Nor  fhall  I  truft  thy  word  in  vain  ;  -.jfc 
That  finncrs  may  approach  thy  face,    And  hope  and  love  as  well  as  fear.  Let  mourning  fouls  addrefs  the  Lord,    And  find  relief  from  all  their  pain. 

As  the  benighted  pilgrims  wait,    And  long  and  wifh  for  breaking  day,  5  Great  is  his  love,  and  large  his  grace,    Thro'  the  redem  ption  of  his  Soil 


So  waits  my  foul  before  tbv 


When  will  my  God  his  face  difplay 


He  turn?  our  feet  from  iinful  ways,    And  pardons  what  our  hands  have  done. 


Psalm  131.  CM. 


182    Afa.  317. 


-1 — A7* 
Is     there  ambition 


in  my  heart  ?  Search,  gracious  God,  and  fee 


Or       do    I       act    a       haughty       part  ?       Lord    I     appeal     to  thee. 


2  I  charge  my  thoughts,  be  humble  flill,  And  all  my  carriage  mild, 
'  Content,  my  Father,  with  thy  will,    And  quiet  as  a  child. 


3  The  patient  foul,  the  lowly  mind,    Shall  have  a  large  reward 
Let  faints  in  forrow  lie  refign'd,    And  truft  a  faithful  Lord. 


k    AIR^  No.  ^    _     ^  ^         ^    Western,  ^     Ps.  132.    L.  M.  double. 

Where  {hall  we   go    to    feek  and   find    An         habi    -       taiion         for  our    God,       A  dwelling  for  th'  eternal  mind  Among  the  fons  of  flefh  and  blood  ? 


Pia. 


For. 


The  God  of 


Jacob       chofe  th: 


hill  Of    Zion       for    his    ancient  reft  ;  And  Zion    is  his  dwelling  ftill,  His  church  is  with  his       prefence  bleft. 

/"">    S~s     S~\    /">  /"^  .  fl  O  _Q. 


3  I  :cre  will  I  fix  my  gracious  throne,    And  reign  forever,  faith  the  Lord  ;  '  e  Girded  with  truth,  and  cloth'd  with  grace,    My  priefts,  my  minifters  fhall  fiiine  ; 
Here  fhall  my  pow'r  and  love  be  known,  And  bleffings  fliail  attend  my  word.  Not  Aaron  in  his  coftly  drefs,    Made  an  appearance  fo  divin«V 

4  Here  will  I  meet  the  hungry  poor,    And  fill  their  fouls  with  living  bread,  6  The  faints  unable  to  contain   .Their  inward  joys  {hall  fliout  and  fing  ; 
tinners  that  wait  before  my  door,     With  fvveet  provifion  fhall  be  fed.  The  Son  of  David  here  fhall  reign,    And  Zion  triumph  in  her  King* 

'  ■'         7  [Jefus  fhall  fee  a  numerous  feed    Born  here  t'  uphold  his  glorious  name  ; 

His  crown  fhall  fiouiifii  on  his  head    While  all  his  foes  are  cloth'd  with  fhame. 


No.  319,  Brixham.  Ps,  132.    C.  M.  3  verses,,  183 


No  fleep  nsr  flumber  to  his  eyes,  Good  David  would  afford,  'Till  he  had  found  below  the  fk 
1  


ies    A   dwelling     For   the   Lord.    A   dwelling  for  the  Lord. 

tr 


Mczza  voce. 

-%c  


The  Lord  in  Zion  plac'd  his  name,  His  ark  was  fettled  there  :  To  Zion        the    whole     nation  came,  To     worfhip       thrice    a  year.  To   worfiiip    thrice   a  year.  ^ 


 x>rug_d-.e— e 


Ph. 


For. 


But  we  have  no     fuch  lengths  to      go,       Nor   wander     far  abroad  ;  Where'er  thy     faints   aflemble  now,  There  is  a  houfe  for  God.  There  is  a  houfe  for  God. 


r-w  t  -T —  T=_^  \-*t- 1_jt  t  \-*--r—, ; — t — 1  iT  TPHr  T-^f-P-TrTir    f  r^t— r^=—         r-\-*—\-*\-r — — 

4  Arife,  O  King  of  grace,  arife,    And  enter  to  thy  reft,  6  Here,  mighty  God,  accept  onr  vows,    Here  let  thy  praife  be  fpread  : 
Lo  !  thy  church  waits  wtih  longing  eyes,    Thus  to  be  own'd  and  blefs'd.  Blefs  the  provifions  of  thy  houfe,    And  fill  thy  poor  with  bread. 

5  Enter  with  all  thy  glorious  train,    Thy  ipirit  and  thy  word  :  7  Here  let  the  Son  of  David  reign,    Let  God's  anointed  (bine  ! 
A-  that  the  ark  did  once  contain,    Could  no  fuch  grace  afford.  Juftice  and  truth  his  court  maintain,    With  love  and  pow'r  divine. 

8  Here  let  him  hold  a  lading  throne,    And  as  his  kingdom  grows, 
Frefti  honors  (ball  adorn  his  crown,    And  fliame  confound  his  foes. 

0-Thc  7th  and  8th  verses  to  be  sung  in  the  music  of  the  2<3  and  3d  verse?. 


mm 


184    No.  320. 


Soiithzcark, 


Psalm  133.    C,  M. 

Pia. 


Lo  !  what  an       enter    -    tain    -    -    .       ing  fight  Are  brethren  who  agree:        Brethren  whofe  cheerful  heaits  unite,  In  bonds  of  piety.  In  bonds  of  piety?' 


Lo  !  what  an  entertaining  fight  Are 


s  h? — ~ 


Lo  !  what  an  enter    -  tain  -    ing  fight  Are 

2  When  dreams  of  love  from  Chrift  the  fpring 
Dt-fcend  to  ev'ry  foul, 
And  heav'nly  peace,  with  balmy  wing, 
Shades  and  bedews  the  whole, 


3  'Tis  like  the  oil  divinely  fweet, 
On  Aaron's  reverend  ht  id, 
The  trickling  drops  perftim'd  his  feet, 
And  o'er  his  garments  fpread. 


4  'Tis  pleafant  as  the  morning  dews, 
That  fall  on  Zion's  hill, 
Where  God  his  mildeft  glory  fhews, 
And  makes'  his  grace  diftil. 


AI 


R.   No.  321. 


Bowe. 


w.— --•=>s._ft.  ~  ^  -1  


Ps.  1 33.    S.  M. 


Bleft  are  the   ions  of  peace,  Whofe  hearts     and  hopes   are     one>        Whole  kind  defigns  to         ferve     and  pleafe,  Thro' 


all 


— i_, 

their 


actions  r»s* 


Thro'  all  their 
-Par* 


actions 


run. 


*  Thro'       ail  the  actions  riiH* 


2  Bleft  is  the  pious  houfe, 

Where  zeal  and  friendlhip  meet, 

Their  fongs  of  praife,  their  mingled  vows, 

Make  their  communion  i'weet. 


3  Thus  when  on  Aaron's  head 
They  pour'd  the  rich  perfume, 
The  oil  through  all  his  raiment  fpread. 
And  pleafure  riU'd  the  room. 


a-fh'ons 

4  Thus  on  the  heav'nly  hills 
The  faints  are  bleft  above, 
Where  joy  like  morning  dew  diftjl** 
And  all  the  air  is  love. 


air. •  No.  322.         '  ^      Ledbury.  _         Ps.  133.    P.  M.^  6's  &  8's. 


How       pleafant     'tis    to     fee    Kindred  and     friends  agree.       Each  in  their  proper  ftation    move  : 


And  each  fulfil  their  part,  With  fympathizijig 


or* 


^  -p  ^  .        f       p  £  *  p  ^  >_     -       -  a  if- 


185 


heart,  In    all    the  cares    of     life    and    love  !    And  each    fulfil     their    part  With    fympathifing       heart,    In       all  the  cares  of     life  and 

tr  tr 


love. 


US! 


2  'Tis  like  the  ointment  fhed    On  Aaron's  facred  head, 
Divinely  rich,  divinely  fweet  ! 
The  oil  through  all  the  room    Diffus'd  a  choice  perfume, 
Ran  through  his  robes,  and  bleft  hi:,  feet.  • 


3  Like  fruitful  fhow'rs  of  rain,    That  water  all  the  plain, 
Defcending  from  the  neighboring  hills  : 
Such  dreams  of  pleafure  roll    Through  ev'ry  friendly  foul, 
Where  love  like  heav'nly  dew  diftils. 


Austria, 


Psalm  134.    C.  Mk!  ^ 


Ye  that  obey  th'  immortal  king,  Attend  his  holy  place,         Bow  to  the  glories       of       his  pow'r,  And    blefs  his       wond'rous    grace,    his    vvond'rous  grace. 


■a— ■• 


Slow  and  Soft. 


Cres. 


'W'SXZmZm.' 

>— -2  s 


-e-- 


Lift  up  your  hands  by  morning  light,  And  fend  your  fouls  on  high  ;  Raife  your  admiring   thoughts  by       night,    Above  the 


ftarry  Iky. 


— :2:i:-:-~ej 


i86 


Andantino. 


The    God    of   Zion    cheers  our    hearts  with  rays  of  quick'ning  grace  ;  The  God,  who  fpread  the  heav'ns  abroad,  And  rules   the     fwell  -    ing  feas. 


Fortifiimo. 


AIR    Afo.  324.  ^         ^  Shefnal.  ,B  '         Psalm  135.^    L.  ^M.  lJiPart. 

Praife    ye  the    Lord ;     exalt     his    name,        While     in  his       holy    courts  ye    wait,  Ye  faints  that  to  his  houfe     belong  Or  ftand  attendir 


mg 


Soft, 


Loud. 


at  his  gate. 


Ye    faints  that     to    his    houfe     belong,  Ye    faints,  that   to  his    houfe  belong, 


Or  ftand 


attending 


at    his  gate. 


nz—zz — nxzozx: 

 .C  IZ  x. 


-o- 


2  Praife  ye  the  Lord  ;  the  Lord  is  gqod  :    To  praife  his  name  is  fweet  employ  ; 
Ifrael  he  chol'e  of  old,  and  ftill    His  church  is  his  peculiar  joy. 

3  The  Lord  htmfelf  will  judge  his  faints  :    He  treats  his  ferv ants  as  his  friends  : 
And  when  he  hears  their  lore  complaints,    Repents  the  fortows  that  he  fends. 


4  Through  ev'ry  age  the  Lord  declares    His  name,  and  breaks  th'  opprefibr's  rod  ; 
He  gives  his  fuff'ring  fervants  reft,    And  will  be  known  th'  Almighty  God. 

5  Blefs  ye  the  Lord,  who  tafte  his  love,    People  and  ptiefts  exalt  his  name  : 
Among  his  faints  he  ever  dwells  :    His  church  is  his  Jerufalem. 


AIR. 


No.  335, 


S wis  den  . 


Great  is  the.  Lord,  exalted  high,    Above  all  pow'rs  and  ev'ry  throne  : 

Great  is  the  Lord,  exalted  high,  Above  all  pow'rs  and  ev'ry  throne  :  Whate'er 


Ps.  135.    L,  M.  2^  Part, 

iigiiiiiiiiipi 


18 


7 


he   pleafe     in     earth  or     fea.   Or    heav'n    or    hell,  his  hand  halh  done. 


he  pleafe 


Or  heav'n  or  hell, 


Great  is  the  Lord,  exalted  high,  Above  all  pow'rs  and  ev'ry  throne  :  W 

At  his  command  the  vapors  rife,    The  light'nings  ftafh,  the  thunders  roar, 
He  pours  the  rain,  he  brings  the  wind    And  tempeft  from  his  airy  More, 
'Twas  he  thofc  dreadful  tokens  fent,    O  Egypt,  through  thy  ftubborn  land;  ; 
When  all  thy  lirft-bcrn  beatts  and  men,    Fell  dead  by  his  avenging  hand. 


hate'er  he  ple.ife 


zM 


Or  heav'n  or  hell, 

4  What  mighty  nations,  mighty  kings,  He  flew,  and  their  whole  country  gave 
To  Ifrael,  whom  his  hand  redeem'd,    No  more  to  be  proud  Phaiaoh's  {lave  ? 

5.  His  pow'r  the  fame,  the  faKie  his  grace,  That  faves  us  from  the  hods  of  hell 
And  heav'n  he  gives  us  to  poffefs,    Whence  thole  apoitate  angels  fell. 


air    No.  326.  Skip  ton.  Ps.  135.    C.  M.  double. 

Awake,      ye       faints,  to  praife  your  king,  Your  fvveete it     paffions    raife,       Your         picus         pleafure    while  you      fing,  Increafing      with  the  praUe* 


Pia. 


For. 


tr 


:SzPS"3rF&?-^::T::E::u:::5:::§:::33 


Great     is  the  Lord ;  and  works  unknown,  Are  his     divine  employ 


But    ftiil  his       faints  are  near  his     throne,  His     treafure       and  his 


j°y- 


3  Heav'n,  earth  and  fea  confefs  his  hand  ;    He  bids  the  vapors  rife  ; 
Lighting  and  ltorm  at  his  command    Sweep  through  the  founding  (hies. 

4  All  pow'r  that  gods  or  kings  have  claim'd    Is  found  with  him  alone  ; 
But  heathen  gods  fliould  ne'er  be,iiam'd    Where  our  Jehovah's  known. 

5  Which  of  the  llocks  or  Hones  theytiuft    Can  give  them  fhow'rs  cf  rain  ? 
In  vain  tliey.wriihip  gliu'ring  dull,    And  pray  to  gold  in  vain. 


6  [Their  gods  have  tongues  that  cannot  talk,    Such  as  their  makers  gave 
Their  feet  were  ne'er  defign'd  to  walk,    Nor  hands  have  pow'r  to  fave. 

7  Blind  .ire  their  eyes,  their  ears  are  deaf,     Nor  hear  when  mortals  pray  ; 
Mortals  that  wait  for  their  relief,    Are  blind  and  deaf  as  they.] 

8  Ye  faints  adore  the  living  God,    Serve  Lim  with  faith  and  fear  ; 
He  makes  the  ckurches  his  abode,    And  claims  your  honors  there. 


Dettengen. 

tr 


Loud. 


Psalm  136.    CM,  double. 


Soft. 


188    No.  327, 

AIR.        Repeat  Soft.      ^  _  _  ^  ^ 

What  wonders  Lath  his  wifdom  done  ;  "  How  mighty  is  his  hand  !"  Heav'n,  earth  and 


Give  thinks  to  God  the  fov'reign  Lord  :  Kis  mercies  ftill  endure 
And  be  the  King  of  Kings  ador'd  :     His  truth  is  ever  fure. 


Loud. 


Soft  Loud.  Soft.  Loud.  tr 

3EE:  ^rE±Et^^±r^i^i^z|:=dr*t3^^b  l^zzzz^^zzztz^Bt^n* 


fea  he  fram'd    alone  ;  How  wide  is  his  command  !  Heav'n,  earth  and  fea,  Heav'n,  earth  and  fea  he  franrd  alone  ;  How  wide  is  his  command  !  How  wide  is  his  command  ! 


;  zz*  iz^zz  jzfc  I 


iztz 


3  The  fun  fupplies  the  day  with  light  !    How  bright  his  counfels  fhine  ! 
The  moon  and  ftars  adorn  the  night :    His  works  are  all  divine. 

4  [He  (truck  the  fons  of  Egypt  dead  ;    How  mighty  is  his  rod  ? 
And  thence  with  joy  his  people  led  :    How  gracious  is  our  God  ! 

5  He  cleft  the  fwelling  fea  in  two  ;    His  arm  is  great  in  might  : 
And  gave  the  tribes  a  parTage  through  :    Kis  pow'r  and  grace  unite. 

6  But  Pharaoh's  army  there  he  drown'd  ;    How  glorious  are  his  ways  • 
And  brought  his  faints  through  dtfert  ground  :    Eternal  be  his  praife. 


I  a 


Great  monarchs  feH  beneath  his  hand  ;    Victorious  is  his  fword  : 
While  Ifrael  took  thepromis'd  land  ;    And  faithful  is  his  word.  J 
He  faw  the  nations  dead  in  fin  ;    He  felt  his  pity  move  : 
How  fad  the  Mate  the  world  was  in  !    How  boundlefs  was  his  love  ! 
He  fent  to  fave  us  from  our  woe  ;    His  goodnefs  never  fails  ; 
From  death  and  hell,  and  ev'ry  foe  ;    And  Mill  his  grace  prevails. 
Give  thanks  to  God,  the  heav'nly  King,    His  mercies  Mill  endure; 
Let  the  whole  earth  his  praifes  ling  :    His  truth  is  ever  fure; 


.  ^  Ai!t.    No.  328.        \\.  :  Shropshire. 


Ps.  T36.    H.  M. 


Give    thanks  to  God    mod       high,  The 


u 


_  ay- 

^zzzzr 


ver    -  fal       Lord  :    The  foreign  king  of  kings  ;     And       be       his    grace        a-  ^ 


dor'dj  "  His  pow'r  and  grace  Are  ft  ill    the    fame  :  And    let     his  name  Have 


mi 


-irp; 


endlefs  praife.    And    let  his  name  Have  endlefs  praife.  Have     endlefs  praife. 


to 
•  F 


ii 


 £  v^-- 


:2~ 


[He  fmote  the  firfl  born  fons,    The  flow'r  of  Egypt,  dead, 
And  thence  his  chofen  tribes,    With  joy  and  glory  led. 
"  Thy  mercy,  Lord,    Shall  (till  endure  ; 
"  And  ever  lure     Abides  thy  word." 


—  r.  -y  i 

|E3| 


His  pow'r  and  lifted  rod    Cleft  the  Red  Sea  in  two 
And  for  his  people  made    A  wond'reus  paffage  through. 
"  His  pow'r  and  grace    Are  flill  the  fame  ; 

Have  endLfs  praife." 


AIR. 


2  How  mighty  is  his  hand  !    What  wonders  hath  he  done  ! 
He  form'd  the  earth  and  fcas,    And  fpiead  the  hcav'n's  alone 

"  Thy  mercy,  Lord,    Shall  flill  endure  : 
"  And  ever  fure    Abides  thy  word." 

3  His  wifdom  iram'd  the  furt,    To  crown  the  day  with  light  ; 
The  moon  and  twinkling  ftars,    To  cheer  the  darkfome  night. 

"  His  pow'r  and  grace    Are  flill  the  fame  ; 

"  And  let  his  name    Have  endlefs  praife."  "  And  let  his  name 

•      -    6  But  cruel  Pharaoh  there    With  all  his  holt  he  drown'd, 

And  brought  his  Ifrael  fafe    Through  a  long  deiert  ground. 
"  Thy  mercy,  Lord,    Shall  Hill  endure  ; 
"  And  ever  fure    Abides  thy  woid.'' 

No.  329.  Banbury.  Ps.  136. 

Moderately  flow. 

dreadful 


jtL  M.    Verse  7th. 


The  kings  of 


Canaan     fell       beneath  his 


hand  ;  While 

EE 


his 


own 


took 


poftf 


f:on 


~r.ZT 

their 


land. 


:si: 


§g§H 


j~T— ^ — ; 


Loud. 


"  His  pow'r   and       grace    Are  full 


He  faw  the  nations  lie    All  perifhing  in  fin. 

And  pity'd  the  fad  ftate  the  ruin'd  world  was  fn. 
«,  Thy  mercy,  Lord,  '  Shall  flill  endure  :  • 
"  And  ever  fure.  '   Abides  thy  word." 


IS- 


9  He  fent  his  only  fon    To  fave  us  from  our  woe, 
From  Satan,  fin  and  death,    And  ev'ry  hurtful  foe, 
"  His  pow'r  and  grace    Are  ft  ill  the  f;«ne  ; 
*'  And  let  his  name  h:;ve  endlefs  praife." 


10  Give  thanks  aloud  to  God,  To  God  the  heav'nly  king  ; 
And  let  the  fpacious  earth    His  works  and  glories  fing. 
"  Thy  mercy,  Lord,    Shall  ft  ill  endure  : 
s'  And  ever  fure   Abides  thy  word. 


igo    No.  330.  Southampton.  Ps.  136.    L.  M. 

Soft. 


AIR, 

■9*«*C  


Give       to      our       God         im    -    mortal    praife  I      Mercy  and         truth      are  all 


Soft 


his  ways  ! 


g$-=«-  A-j-f — 1  j  -f -5k-  jjf  ^3 


Loud 

"  Wonders  of  grace,  to  God  belong,  Rc 


:ei_ 

-P  


Loud. 


Soft. 


Loud. 


King  of 


peat  his  mercies,  Repeat  his  mercies,  Repeat  his  mercies 


&2!  


your  fong.", 
h- 


Give       to  the 


Loid        of         lords  renown,  The 


=cEdbS3=±3fe:^* 


Sott. 


Loud- 


Soft. 


sves. 


Loud. 


kings       with    glory  crown  ;  "  His  mercits  ever,  ever  fliall  endure,    When  lords  and  kings  are  known  no  more.  When  lords  and  kings       are   known       no  more." 


tr 


— 1 

:q 

j- .z. — «>  '  ~~"D"~  J — t— — p"  ' 


3=3 


3  He  built  the  earth,  he  fpread  the  fky,    And  fix'd  the  (tarry  lights  on  high  : 
"  Wonders  of  grace  to  God  belong,    Repeat  his  mercies  in  your  fong." 

4  He  fills  the  fun  with  morning  light,    He  bids  the  moon  direct  the  night ; 

"  His  mercies  ever  fliall  endure,    When  funs  arid  moons  fliall  fliine  no  more.", 

5  The  Jews  he  freed  from  Pharaoh's  hand,  And  brought  iheftl  to  the  promis'd  land; 
"  Wonders  of  grace  to  God  belong,    Repeat  his  mercies  in  your  fong." 


6  He  faw  the  Gentiles  dead  in  fin,    And  felt  his  pity  work  within  ; 

"  His  mercies  ever  fhall  endure,    When  death  and  fin  fhall  reign  no  more," 

7  He  fent  his  Son  with  pow'i  to  fave    From  guilt  and  darknefs  and  the  grave  : 
"  Wonders  of  grace  to  God  belong,    Repeat  his  mercies  in  your  fong." 

8  Thro'  this  vain  world  he  guides  our  feet,    And  leads  us  to  his  heav'niy  feat 
"  His  mercies  ever  fliall  endure,    When  this  vain  world  IhaU  be  no  jnore." 


AIR. 


No.  33  i. 


Mendon\ 


Psalm  137.    P.M.  io's. 


APPENDIX. 


19l 


Along  the  banks  where  Babel's  current  flows,    Our  captive  bands  in  deep  defpondcnce  ftray'd,       While     ZIon's        fail    in    fad  remembrance  rofe,  Her 


zzsziziz? 


friends,  her  children,  mingled  with  the  dead.       The       tunelefs    harp,  that  once  with  joy  we       ftrung,   When  praife  employ'd  and  mirth  infpir'd  the  lay, 


 r_R-t  


zzj: 
.zt: 


In  mournful       filence  on       the    willows  hung; 


And    growing      grief       prolong 'd      the  tedious 


day. 


"  tiizzi: 


-ZTiBziEt 
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he  barbarous  tyrants,  to  increafe  the  woe,  With  taunting  fmiles,  a  fongof  Zion  claim  ;  5  If  e'er  my  memory  lofe  thy  lovely  nprr;e,  If  my  cold  heart  negleeT  my  kindred  race, 

facred  praile  in  ftrains  melodious  flow,While  they  blafpheme  the  great  Jehovah's  name.  Let  dire  deilruction  leize  this  guilty  frame  ;  My  hand  (hall  periih  and  my  voice  fliall  ceafe. 

ut  how,  in  heathen  chains  and  lands  unknown,  Shall  Ifrael's  fons  a  fong  of  Zion  raife  I  6  Yet  (hall  the  Lord,  who  hears  when  Zion  calls,  O'ertake  her  toes  with  terror  3:  difinay. 

elplefs  Salem,  pod's  terrslhial  throne,  Thou  land  of  glory,  facred  mount  of  praile.  His  arm  avenge  her  defolated  walls,    And  raife  her  children  to  eternal  day. 


192    No.  332. 


AIR. 


Greensbiirg\ 


Psalm  138.    L.  M. 


With  all  my  povv'rs  of  heart  and  tongue  I'll  praife  my  Maker 


in       my  long  ;  Angels  fhall  hear  the  notes  I  raife,  Approve  the  long  and    join  the  praife. 


2  Angels  that  make  the  church  their  care    Shall  witnefs  n.y  devotion  there, 
While  holy  zeal  directs  my  eyes    To  thy  fair  temple  in  the  ikies.] 

3  I'll  ling  thy  truth  and  mercy,  Lord,    I'll  fing  the  wonders  of  thy  word  ; 
.Not  all  the  works  and  names  below    So  much  thy  pow'r  and  glfcry  fliow. 

4  To  God  I  cry'd  when  troubles  rofe  ;    He  heard  me  and  fubclu'd  my  foes  ; 
He  did  my  riling  fears  control,    And  ftrcngth  diffus'd  thro'  all  znyibul. 


5  The  God  of  hcav'n  maintains  his  ftate,  Frowns  on  the  proud  and  fcorns  the  gre; 
But  from  his  throne  defcends  to  fee    The  fons  of  humble  poverty. 

6  Amid  a  thoufand  lhares  I  (land    Upheld  and  guarded  by  thy  hand  ; 
Thy  words  my  fainting  foul  revive,    And  keep  my  dying  f.iith  alive. 

7  Grace  will  complete  what  grace  begins,    To  lave  from  forrow  or  from  fins  : 
The  work  that  wifdom  undertakes    Eternal  mercy  ne'er  forlukes.  •  * 


AIR.      NO.  333. 


Camberwell. 


Psalm  139.    L.  M.  1 fl  Part.  D. 


Lord,  thou  haft  fearch'd  and  feen  me  through  ;    Thine  eye  commands  with  piercing  view,  My  rifing  and  my  refting  hours,  My  heart  and  flefti  with     all   their  pow'rs. 


w  w 


,  B 


— » 




a  "  


2  My  thoughts,  before  they  are  my  own, 
Are  to  my  God  diftinclly  known  ; 
He  knows  the  words  I  mean  to  fpeak. 
Ere  from  my  op'nmg  lips  they  break, 


3  Within  thy  circling  pow'r  I  ftand  ; 
On  ev'ry  fide  I  find  thy  hand  : 
Awake,  alleep,  at  home,  abroad, 
I  am  furrounded  ft  ill  with  God. 


4  Amazing  knowledge,  vaft  and  great  ! 
What  large  extent  !  what  lofty  height  ; 
My  foul  with  all  the  pow'rs  I  boaft 
Is  in  the  boundlefs  profpect  loft.. 


CHORUS.    To  be  sung  in  the  5th,  icth  and  13th  verses  only. 


Loud  when  repeated. 


|t  y  «q_  ^  ,    _   *  _   a-_  ^_   _  _  _  _  _   1  * 


~*~\  s^Z^If 


"  O  may  thcie  thoughts  poflefs  my  breaft,  Where'er  I  rove,  where'er  I  reft  :    Nor  let  my  weaker  paffions  dare  Confentto  fin  for  God  is  there. 


WO 


PAUSE  T. 

6  Could  I  To  falfe,  fo  faithlefs  prove,    To  quit  thy  fervice  and  thy  love, 
Where,  Lord,  could  I  thy  prefence  fhun,    Or  from  thy  dreadful  glory  run  ? 

7  If  up  to  heav'n  I  take  my  flight,    'Tis  there  thou  dwell'ft  enthron'd  in  light  ; 
Or  dive  to  hell,  there  vengeance  reigns,  And  Satan  groans  beneath  thy  chains. 

8  If  mounted  on  a  morning  ray,    I  fly  beyond  the  weftern  lea, 

Thy  fwifter  hand  would  firft  arrive,    And  there  arreft  thy  fugitive. 

9  Or  fhould  I  try  to  fhun  thy  fight    Beneath  the  ipreading  veil  of  night, 
One  glance  of  thine,  one  piercing  ray,    Would  kindle  darknefs  into  day. 


.10  "  O  may  thefe  thoughts  pofTefs  my  break,    Where'er  I  rove,  where'er  I  reft  ! 
"  Nor  let  my  weaker  pailions  dare,    Confent  to  fin,  for  God  is  there." 

■  PAUSE  II. 

1 1  The  veil  of  night  is  no  difguife,    No  fireen  from  thy  all  (earthing  eyes  : 
Thy  hand  can  feize  thy  foes  as  foon,    Thro  midnight  iliades  as  blazing  noon. 

12  Midnight  and  noon  in  ihis  agree,    Great  God  they're  both  alike  to  thee  ; 
Not  death  can  hide  what  God  will  fpy,  .And  hell  lies  naked  to  his  eye. 

13  ."  O  may  thefe  thoughts  poilefs  my  bread,    Where'er  I  rove,  where'er  I  refl  : 
"  Nor  let  my  weaker  paflions  dare,    Confem  to  fin,  for  God  is  there." 


AIR.     MO-  334- 


Fairfax. 


Ps. 


L.  M.  2d  Part 


'Twas  from  thy  hand,  my  God  I  came       A  work  of  fuch      a  curious  frame ;    In  me  thy    fear  -  ful     won  -  ders    fhine,       And  earth  proclaims  thy  {kill  divine. 


2  Thine  eyes  did  all  my  limbs  furvey,    Which  yet  in  dark  confufion  lay  ; 
Thou  faw'ft  the  daily  growth  chey  took,    Form'd  by  the  model  of  thy  book. 

3  By  thee  my  growing  parts  were  nam'd,And  what  thy  fov'reign  councils  fram'd, 
(The  breathing  lungs,  the  beating  heart)    Was  copy'd  with  unerring  art. 

4  At  laft  to  fhew  my  Maker's  name,    God  ftamp'd  his  image  on  thy  frame, 
And  in  fome  unknown  moment  join'd    The  finifii'd  members  of  the  mind. 


8  Thefe  on  my  heart  are  ftiil  imprefs'd,    With  thefe  I  give  my  eyes  to  reft  ; 
And  at  my  waking  hour  I  find    God  and  his  love  poffeis  my  miud. 


5  There  the  young  feeds  of  thought  began,    And  all  the  paffions  of  the  man  ; 
Great  God,  our  infant  nature  pays    Immortal  tribute  to  thy  praife. 

6  Lord,  fince  in  my  advancing  age,    I've  adted  on  life's  bufy  ftage, 

Thy  .thoughts  of  love  to  me  furmount    The  pow'r  of  numbsrs  to  recount. 

7  I  could  furvey  the  ocean  o'er,    And  count  each  fand  that  makes  the  fhore, 
Before  my  fwifteft  thoughts  could  trace    The  num'ious  wonders  of  thy  grace. 


air.   A»  335*  Bampton.  Ps.  139.    L.  M.  3d  Part. 

tefESjj^  t±- :±5  cpi----  &  SgsE  t&^t-f?-  ffeK 

My  God,  what  inward     grief   I       feel!       When  impious  men  tranfgrefs  thy  will !  I  mourn  to  hear  their  lips  profane,    Take  thy  tremendous  name  in  vain. 


Does  not  my  foul  deteft  and  hate 
The  fons  of  malice  and  deceit  f 
Thofe  that  oppofe  thy  laws  and  thee, 
I  count  them  enemies  to  me. 

A  2 


B 

3  Lord,  fearch  my  foul,  try  ev'ry  thought ; 
Though  my  own  heart  accufe  me  not 
Of  walking  in  a  falfe  difguife, 
I  beg  the  trial  of  thine  eyes. 


Doth  (ecret  mifchief  hirk  within  ? 
Do  I  indulge  fome  unknown  fin  ? 
O  turn  my  feet  whene'er  I  ftray, 
Aad  lead  me  in  thy  peifeit  way. 


ig4    Afc.  336.  Seville.  f*s.  139.  C.  M.  \jl  Part. 

t„      ~ll     — „„n    .1         t»  . — :_  ~   ij  -  n..^         Oiun  ~~~     /V— T  f   ;u     i.      .•  *    j,  - 


In     all    my     vaft  con  -  cerns  with  thee,  In  vain  my  foul    would  fry  To 


thy       pre  -  fence,   Lord,    or  flee  thd   Ho  -  tree    of  thine  eye. 


*  2  Thy  all-furrounding  fight  farveys    My  rifing  and  my  reft, 

My  public  walks,  my  private  ways,    And  iecrets  of  my  breaft. 
3  My  thoughts  lie  open  to  the  Lord,    Before  they're  form'd  within  J 
And  ere  my  lips  pronounce  the  word,-    He  krrows  the  fenfe  I  mean. 


AIR. 


No  00 


37- 


tVaybridge. 


4  O  wond'rous  knowledge,  deep  and  high  !    Where  can  a  creature  hide  \ 

Within  thy  circling  arms  I  lie,    Befet  on  ev'ry  fide. 
f  So  let  thy  grace  furround  me  ft  ill,    And  like  a  bulwark  prove, 

To  guard  my  foul  from  ev'ry  ill,    Secur'd  by  fov'reign  love. 

ft.  139.  \ft  Part.  Verse  6.  pause.- 


Lord;  where  fliaU  guilt'/   fouh  retire,     Forgotten  and  unknown'  ?     fn  hell  they  meet  thy  Vengeful  ire,  In  heav'n  thy  glorioUs  throne.  In  heav'n  thy  glorious  throne. 


-t — H^^-it-: 


7  Should  I  fupprefs  my  vital  breath    To  'fcape  the  wrath  divine, 

•  Thy  voice  could  break  the  bars  of  death.    And  make  the  grave  refign. 

8  If  wing'd  with  beams  of  morning  light,    I  fly  beyond  the  Weft, 

Thy  hail  J  which  mull  fupport  my  flight    Would  foon  betray  my  reft. 


9  If  o'er  my  fins  I  think  to  draw    The  curtains  of  the  night, 
Thofe  flaming  eyes  that  guard  thy  law,    Would  turn  the  lhades  to  light. 
IO  The  beams  of  noon,  the  midnight-hour,    Are  both  alike  to  thee: 
O  may  I  ne'er  provoke  that  pow'r    From  which  I  cannot  flee  t 


No4  338.  -       ^  Sudbury.  ^  Ps.  1^39.    C.  M.  id  Part. 


wn  thy  hand  That 


built    my     humble  clay. 


When     *  I    with    pleafing     wonder    ftand,  And       all  my  frame  furvey,  Lord,    'tis  thy  work  :  I  o 


2  Thy  hand  yfty  heart  and  reins  poileft,    Where' unborn  nature  gitw, 
Thy  wifdom  all  my  features  trae'd,    And  all  my  members  drew. 

3  Thine  eye  with  niceft  care  furvey'd    The  growth  of  every  part, 
'Till  the  whole  fcheme  thy  thoughts  had  laid,    Was  copy 'J  by  thy  art 


to 


4  Heav'n,  earth  and  fea,  and  fire  and  wind    Shew  me  thy  wond'rous  fliill, 
But  I  review  myfelf  and  find    Diviner  wonders  Mill. 

5  Thy  awful  glories  round  me  fhine,    My  flefli  proclaims  thy  praife  j 
Lord,  to  thy  works  of  nature  join    Thy  miracles  of  grace. 


No-  339- 


Cronswick. 


Soft. 


Loud. 


Ps.  139.    C.  M.  3d  Part. 


J95 


Lord,  when  I  count  thy  mercies  o'er, 


Not  all  the  lands  that   fpread    the    $iore  To       equal         numbers  rife. 


They  ftrike  me  witji  furprifc,  They  ft:  ike  me  furorife  ; 


izjr.z: 

pli 




f  My  fleih  with  fear  and  wonder  (lands,    The  product  of  thy  /kill, 
And  hourly  bleffings  from  thy  hands    Thy  thoughts  of  love  rtvca! 


3  Thefe  on  my  heart  by  night  I  keep  :    How  kind,  how  dear  to  me  ! 
O  may  the  hour  that  cuJg  my  fleep,    Still  find  my  thoughts  with  thee. 


No.  340.  Conway.  Psalm  140,    C  M.  appendix. 

Protect  us,  Lord,  from  fatal  harm  ;  Behold  our  rifmg  woes ;  Behold  cur  rifmg  woes  ;  \V«  truft  alone  thy  pow'rful  arm,  To  fcatter  all  our  foes,  To  fcatter  all  our  foes. 

.ir  -  "'  r'  *  °  '  ' 


:±i~=: 


2  Their  tongur  is  like  a  poifon'd  dart,    Their  thoughts  are  full  of  guile. 
While  rage  and  carnage  fwell  their  heart',    They  wear  a  peaceful  fmile 

3  O  God  of  grace,  thy  guardian  care,    When  foes  without  invade, 
Or  fpread  within  a  deeper  laare.    Supplies  pur  conftant  aid. 


4  Let  falfhood  flee  before  thy  face,    Thy  heav'nly  truth  extend, 
All  nations  tafte  thy  heav'nly  grace,    And  all  delufion  end. 

5  With  daily  bread  the  poor  fupply.    The  caufe  of  jultice  plcid, 
And  be  thy  church  exalted  high,    With  Chrift  the  glorious  head. 


AIR. 


No.  341. 


Luton. 


My  God,  accept  my  early  vows,  Like  morning 


incenfe        in     thy  hotife,  And  let  my  nightly 


Psalm  L.  M, 

worfliip  rife,  Sweet  as 


mil.  1  A  i .     jlj.  ivi» 

iiilSiiiiillip 


the  ev'ning 


facrifice. 
■"-+-H-!»-4~f 


Brifcl 


Watch  o'er  my  lips,  and  guard  them  Lord, 
From  ev'ry  raili  and  iieedlefs  word  :  '  '  ': 
Nor  let  my  feet  incline  to  tread 
The  guilty  path,  where  fmaers  lead 


3  O  may  the  righteous,  when  I  ftray, 
Smite' and  reprove  my  wand'ring  way  ! 
Their  gentle  words,  like  ointment  fhed, 
Shall  never  bruifc,  but  cheer  my  head, 


4  When  I  behold  them  prefl  with  grief, 
I'll  cry  to  heav'n  for  their  relief ; 
And  by  my  warm  petitions  prove 
l.Iovv  much  I  prize  their  faithful  love» 


lg6    Ar<9.  342°.  Sturbridge*  Psalrn  142.    CM.  double* 

To       God      I  made  my       forrows  known,  From  God  I  fought       relief :  In     long  complaints   before    his  throne     I     pouVd  out   all    my  grief. 


IS: 


q   - 

-1 — 


..) — 


My     foul  was       overwhelmed  with  woes,  My  heart    began       to  breal 


11       my       burden  knows,  He    knows  the  ways       I  take. 


 t-~P- 


3  On  ev'ry  fide,  I  cad  mine  eye,    And  found  my  helpers  gone, 
While  friends  and  ftrangers  pad  me. by,    Ncgledted  and  unknown. 

4  Then  did  I  raife  a  louder  cry,    And  call'd  thy  mercy  near, 

"  Thou  art  my  portion  when  I  die,    Be  thou  my  refuge  here." 

air.   No.  34 3.  _  Mizpeh. 


5  I  ,o*rd,  I  am  brought  exceeding  low,    Now  let  thine  ear  attend, 

'  Ari  l  make  my  foes  who  vex  me,  know    I've  an  Almighty  friend. 

6  From  my  fad  prifon  fet  me  free,    Then  mail  I  praife  thy  name, 
And  holy  men  ihail  join  with  me,    Thy  kindnefs  to  proclaim. 


Psalm  143.    L.  M. 


£5= 

EE 


My  righteous  Judge,  my  gracious  God,  Hear  when  I  fpread  my  hands  abroad,  And  cry  for  fuccour  from  thy  throne,0  make  thy  truth  and  mercy  known.  Omake  thy  truth,&c 


O 


p— 


e_Tp-P   _ 


make  thy  truth    and  mercy  know 
O  make  thy  truth  and  mercy  known.  O  make  thy  truth  and  mercy  known 


2  Let  judgment  not  againft  me  pafs  ;    Behold  thy  fcrvant  pleads  thy  grace 
Should  juftice  call  us  to  thy  bar,    No  man  alive  is  guiUlefs  there. 

3  Look  down  in  pity,  Lord,  and  lee,    The  mighty  woes  that  burden  me  ; 
Down  to  the  dud  my  life  is  brought,    Like  one  long  bury'd  and  forgot. 


4  I  dwell  in  darknefs  and  unfeen,    My  heart  is  dcfolate  within  ; 

My  thoughts  in  mufing  flence  trace    The  ancient  wonders  of  thy  grace. 

5  Thence  I  derive  a  glimpfe  of  hope    To  bear  my  finking  fpirits  up  ; 

I  ftretch  my  hand  to  God  again,    And  third  like  parched  lands  for  rain. 


6  For  thee  I  thirfr,  I  pray,  I  mourn  ;    When  will  thy  fmiling  face  return  i 
Shall  all  my  joys  on  earth  remove  ?    And  God  forever  hide  his  love  ? 

7  My  God,  thy  long  delay  to  faVe,    Will  link  thy  pris'ner  to  the  grave  ; 

My  heart  grows  faint,  and  dim  mine  eye  ;    Make  hafle  to  help  before  I  die. 

8  The  night  is  witnefs  to  my  tears,    Diftrefllng  pains,  diftreiiing  fears  ; 

O  might  I  hear  thy  mcining  voice,    How  would  my  weary 'd  pow'rs  rejoice  ! 


$  In  thee  I  trufl,  to  thee  I  figh,    And  lift  my  weary  foul  on  high  ; 
For  thee  fit  waiting  all  the  day,    And  wear  'he  tirtfome  hours  away. 

10  Break  off  my  fetters,  Lord,  and  fliow    Which  is  the  path  my  feet  fhould  go  ; 
If  ihares  and  foes  befet  the  road,    I  flee  to  hide  me  near  my  God. 

11  Teach  me  to  do  thy  holy  will,    And  lead  me  to  thy  heav'nly  hill  ; 
Let  the  good  fpirit  of  thy  love    Conduct  me  to  thy  courts  above. 


12  Then  fiiall  my  foul  no  more  complain,    The  tempt r  then  fliall  rage  in  vain  ; 
And  fleih  that  was  my  foe  before,    Shall  never  vex  my  fpirit  more. 


No.  344. 


Pownalborough, 


Psalm  144.    C.  M.  ifl  Part, 


4- 


He  fends   his  Spirit 


For  ev 


bklTed 


be    the  Lord,  My    Saviour    and  my    fhield  ; 


He      fends  his    Spiiit,    fends  his  Spirit 


He  fends  his     Spirit    with   his  woid,  He  fends  his  Spirit,     fends  his  Spirit 


He  fends  his      Spirit    with  his  word,  He  fends  his  Spirit 


3 


-4- — P 


field.  He 


— k — 

with  his  word,  To  (    arm    me    for  the 


 p-  5-  f-  -  


with  his  word 


— *- 


with  his  word, 


T  


He       fends  his  Spirit 
—  «v-- 

:cE±zzc~t:: 

He 


v/ith  his  word,  To 


arm 


me 


for  the 


field. 


—  —^t— *— ■ F   ^  ^  '" 


~zl~-     J  -  " 

with  his  word,  To    arm    me  for..      the         field.  He 

2  When  fin  and  iicll  their  force  unite,    He  makes  my  foul  his  care, 
Inftrucls  me  in  the  heav'nly  fight,    And  guards  me  through  the  war. 


-p  


3  A  friend  and  herper  fo  divine  Doth  my  weak  courage  raife  ; 
'  He  makes  the  glorious  vift'ry  mine,    And  his  ftiall  be  the  p.., 


198  JV0.345. 


England,  Ps.  144.    CM.  id  Part, 

His     life    a    fhadow,  light  and  vain,         Still  haft'ning    to     the  duft. 


AIR.  ^  ^ «^       -  ^ 

Lord,  what    js  man,  poor    feeble    man,         Born    of  the    earth  at      firft  ; 


z,  Q  what  is  feeble  d'/jng  itian»    Or  an/  °f  n's  race» 
■    *  That  God  fhould  make  it  his  concern,    To  vifit  him  with  grace  \ 


\    air.   No.  346- 


Ulversiou,, 


Happy  the       city     where  their       fons    Like  pillars  round    a  palace 


l  Happy  the  country,  where  the  fheep,    Cattle,  and  corn,  haw  large  increafe 
Where' men  fecurely  wort  or  lleep,    Nor  fons  of  plunder  break  [heir  peace. 


?That  God  who  darts  his  lightnings  down,    Who  fhakes  the  worlds  above, 
And  mountains  tremble  at  his  irown,    Mow  wemd'rous  is  his  love  I 


Ps.  144.    L.  M. 


fct,     And  daughters  bright  as  polifli'd  ftones  Give  ftrength  and  beauty  to  the  fyate. 

3  Happy  the  nation  thus  endow'd,    But  more  divinely  bleft  are  thofe 
;     Oa  whom  the  all  fufficient  God    Himfelf  with  all  his  grace  beftows. 


AIR. 


347.  Charleston.  Psalm  145.    L.  M. 

My    God,     my  kingj    Thy    var'ous  praife,  Shall   fill    the        remnant    of  my  days,  Thy  grace  employ  my  humble  tongue,'Till  death  and  glory  raifc  the  fong. 


4  Thy  works  with  fov 'reign  glory  fhine,    And  fpeak  thy  majefty  divine  ; 
Let'ev'ry  realm' with  joy  proclaim    The  found  and  honor  of  thy  name, 


3  The  wings  of  ev'ry  hour  fhail  bear    Some  thankful  tribute  to  thine  ear  ; 
'  And  ev'ry  fettirg  fun  mall  fee    New  works  of  duty  done  for  thee. 

3  Thy  truth  and  jullice  I'll  proclaim  ;    Thy  bounty  flows  an  endlets  ftream  ;  5  Let  diftant  times  and  nations  ratfc    The  long  fucoeffionof  thy  praife  ; 

Thy  mercy  iwift  ;  thine  anger  flow,    But  dreadful  to  the  ftubborn  foe.  And  unborn  ages  make  my  fong    The  joy  and  labonr  of  their  tongue. 

6  But  who  can  fpeak  thy  wond'rous  deeds  ?    Thy  greatnefs  all  our  thoughts  exceeds  ; 
Vaft  and  unfearthjible  thy  ways,    Vaft  and  immortal  be  thy  praife. 


AIR. 


No,  34^0  Okehigham 

live  rn 


Long    as    I       live    I'll  bl'efs  thy  name,  My    King,  my  God    of     love  ; 


Ps.  i  44^    C.  M,  ijl  Part.  D,  I99 


My    work  and   joy  fhali     be    the    fame,  In      the  bright  world  above 


Soft.  .  ^  ^  Lcmd"      "  j  .   ■  _  tr 

Great       is  the    Lord,  his   pow'r  unknown,  And    let    His    praife  be  great  :        I'll       fing  the         honors        of  thy  throne*  Thy  works  of  grace  repeat. 


— i_I  i 


3  Thy  grace  (hall  dwell  upon  my  tongue  ;    And  while  my  lips  rejoice, 
The  men  that  hear  my  facred  fong    Shall  join  their  cheerful  voice, 

4  Fathers  to  fons  (hall  teach  thy  name,    And  children  learn  thy  ways  ? 
Ages  to  come  thy  truth  proclaim,    And  nations  found  thy  praife. 


5  Thy  glorious  deeds  of  ancient  date    Shall  through  the  world  be  known  ; 

.  Thine  arm  of  pow'r,  thine  heav'nly  (late,    With  public  fplendour  fhown. 

6  The  world  is  ilianag'd  by  thy  hands,    Thy  faints  are  rul'd  by  love  ; 
And  thine  eternal  kingdom  Hands,    Though  rocks  and  hills  remove. 


Ail:   Ate.  349*  Penngrove.  Vs.  145.    C.  M.  2d  Part 

Sweet  is  the  mem'ry  of  thy  grace,  My  God,  my  heav'nly  king  ;  Let  age  to  age  thy  righteoufneis  In  founds  of  glory  fing.  In  founds  of  glory  fing.  In  founds  of  glofy  fing. 


In  founds  of  glory  fing. 

Pi 

In  founds  of  glory  fing,  In 


:3£ 


■1  God  reigns  on  high,  but  ne'er  confines    His  goodnefs  to  the  fkies* ;  * 
Thro'  the  whole  earth  his  bounty  (nines    And  ev'ry  want  fupplies*  " 

3  With  longing  eyes  thy  creatures  wait    On  thee  for  daily  food, 
Thy  lib'ral  hand  provides  their  meat,    And  fills  their  mouths  with  good. 


4  How  kind  are  thy  companions,  Lord  ! 

But  foon  he  fends  his  pard'ning  word 
J  Creatures,  with  all  their  endlefs  race, 

Eut  faints,  that  talte  rbj  richer  grace, 


How  flow  thine  anger  moves  t 
To  cheer  the  fouls  he  loves. 
Thy  pow'r  and  praife  proclaim  ; 
Delight  to  blefs  thy  name. 


200 

AIR. 


Afa.  350.  Hiimber:  Ps.  145.    CM.  3d  Part, 

37                          ^  s  WW                                  W                        "  v  y  '  v.  y  v  ^  V  O 

Let            ev'ry  tongue  thy    goodnefs  fpeak,  Thou  fov'reign  Lord    of       all  !  Thy  Itremh'ning  hands  uohold  the  weak,  And  .raifc  the     poor  that  fall 

 »  vJz^^i-  — >  v  /  v  y     °  *         v_y  w  w  •  x_s 


2  When  fcrrow. bows  the  fpirit  down,    Or  virtue  lies  diftreft 

Beneath  fome  proud  oppreflbr's  frown,    Thou  giv'ft  the  mourners  reft. 

3  The  Lord  fupports  our  tott'ring  days,    And  guides  our  giddy  youth  : 
Holy  and  juft  are  all  his  ways,    And.  aH  his  words  are  truth. 

4  He  knows  the  pain  his  fervants  feel,    He  hears  his  children  cry, 
And  their  belt  willies  to  fulfil 


His  grace  is  ever  nigh. 


His  mercy  never  fhall  remove    From  men  of  heart  fincere 

He  i'uves  the  fouls,  whole  humble  love    Isjoin'd  with  holy  fear. 

[His  ftubborn  foes  his  fword  lhall  flay,    And  pierce  their  hearts  with  pain  ; 

But  none  that  ferve  the  Lord  fliall  fay,    "  They  fought  his  aid  in  vain.' J 

[My  hps  (lirfll  dwell  upon  his  praife,    And  fpread  his  fame  abroad  j 

Let  all  die  Ions  of  Adam  raifc    The  honors  of  their  God. 3, 


AIR. 


No.  351. 


Orville. 


Psalm  146.    L.  M. 


Praife     ye       the      Lord,    my     heart  lhall       join  In 


-p-  --r  -  p  -. ■  - 


3  divine  ;    Now  while 

&=icg^rf3r|EEi33Sa 


3EIE? 

BiE^ETE 

3  19 — r-B^- 

zzzrPzzfe- 

bode,  And    when    my       foul     afcends  to      God.       Now  while  the  flefti  is    mine  abode       And  when    my  foul  afccnd3    to  Gcd. 


rzP: 


:zzfzzz^zzzr.:|:?z^jjj 


Praife- fhall  employ  my  noblcft  pow'rs,    While  immortality  endures  ; 

My  days  of  praife  fhall  ne'er  be  paft,    While  life  and  thought  and  being  laft. 

Wf  7  fbould  I  make  a  man  my  tru!t  i    Princes  mull:  die  and  turn  to  dull  ; 

Th.ir  breach  departs,  their  pomp  ami  pow'r    And  thoughts  all  vanifli  in  an.hour. 

Happy  the  man  who  ft  hopes  rely    On  Lfrael's  God  :  he  made  the  fky, 

And  earth  and  feas,  with  all  their  train,    And  none  fhall  find  his  promifc  vein. 


5  His  truth  for  ever  Hands  fecure  :    He  faves  the  oppreft,  he  feeds  the  poor  5 
He  fends  the  lab'ring  confeitnee  peace,    And  grants  the  pris'ner  fweet  rekafe. 

0  The  Lord  hath  eyes  to  give. the  blind  }    The  Lord  fupports  the  finking  mind  j 
He  helps  the  tlranger  in  dillrcfs.    The  widow  and  the  fatherlefs. 

7  He  loves  his  faints,  he  knows  them- well,    But  turns  the  wicked  down  to  hell  1 
Thy  God,  O  Zion,  ever  reigns  ;    Praiie  him  in  tverkfting  ftrains. 


AIR 
SI 


k.   No.  352, 


Crownpoint. 


Ps.  146.  P.M. 
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Tjjyor.  I'll     praife  my  maker     with    my  breath,  And     when    my  voi 


:zi: 


in  death.  Praife  fliall  employ 


rit^r^fESztrp  zizr  ±z: 

my       nobler  pow'rs  ;  My 


zj-I-  >  1 — d_f-~-— .zjziz — ~J.±:jvi2iszD:±z3r3":d~ifr~zcr": 


days    of  praife    fliall  ne'er     be  pad,  While       life    and    thought  and 


-e— -r 


ZQZ 


az 


beicg 


laft,    Or  immor 


tal 


Mil 

lty  endurer. 


5 


s-zzjj- 


Why  fhould  I  make  a  man  my  truft  ?    Princes  muft  die  and  turn  to  dull  : 

Vain  is  the  help  of  fiefh.  and  blood  ; 
Their  breath  departs,  their  pomp  and  pow'r    And  thoughts  all  vanifti  in  an  hour* 

Nor  can  they  make  their  promife  good. 
Happy  the  man  whofe  hopes  rely    On  Ifrael's  God :  He  made  the  iky, 

And  earth  and  feas,  with  all  their  train  ; 
Mis  truth  for  ever  ftands  fecure  :    Pie  faves  th'  oppreft,  he  feeds  the  peer, 

And  none  fliall  find  his  promife  vain. 

6 


4  The  Lord  hath  eyes  to  give  the  blind  ;    The  Lord  fupports  the  finking  mind  : 
He  fends  the  laboring  confcicnce  peace, 

He  helps  the  flranger  in  diilrefs,    The  widow  and  the  fatherlefs, 
And  grants  the  prifoncr  fweet  rcleafe. 

5  He  lores  his  faints,  he  knows  them  well,    But  turns  the  wicked  down  to  hell  > 
Thy  God,  O  Zion,  ever  reigns : 

Let  ev'ry  tongue,  let  ev'ry  age,    In  this  exalted  work  engage  : 
Praife  him  in  everlafling  ftrains. 
I'll  praife  him  while  he  lends  me  breath,    And  when  my  voice  is  loll  in  dead), 

Praife  fliall  employ  my  nobler  pow'rs  : 
My  days  of  praife  fhall  ne'er  be  paft,    While  life  and  thought  and  being  laft, 
Or  immortality  endures. 

Kettlebys.  Psalm  147,    L.  Iv 

Soft. 

I  raSfe  ye  the  Lord  :  'tis  good  to  raife  Our  hearts  and  voices  in  his  praife  :  His  nature  and  his  works  invite  To  make  this  duty  our  delight.  To  make  this  duty      our  delight. 

^hzzi:±zz4z:zz!t;— z^z^zzz;^ 


EE 
1 


AIR. 
Pi 


No  353- 


g  Pzzjzz:zTz;:^z:ziz|:gz:z)Tz1: 


i/7  Part. 

Lend. 


^z^±.d:_±:lz^iz§iiz 


zz±s:z:z:Bz1zlizEzz^^^ 


zs: 


2  The  Lord  builds  up  Jerufalem, 
And  gathers  nations  to  his  name  : 
His  mercy  m«Us  the  ftubborn  foul. 
And  makes  tl*s  broken  fpirit  whole. 

B  2 


He  form'd  the  ftars,  thofe  heav'rily  flames, 
He  counts  their  numbers,  calls  their  names : 
His  wifdom's  vaft,  and  knows  no  bound, 
A  deep  where  all  our  thoughts  are  drown'd. 


4  Great  is  the  Lord,  and  great  his  might ; 
And  all  his  glories  infinite  : 
He  crowns  the  meek,  rewards  the  juft, 
A  Ed  treads  the,  wicked  to  the  duic, 


202  No.  354.  Cvokham.  Ps.  147.    L.  M.  Part  t,  Verse  5,  Pause* 

AIR. 

Sing   to   the    Lord,     exalt   him  high,     Who  fpre ads  his  clouds  all  round  the  iky  ;    There  he  prepares  the  fruitful  rain,       Nor  lets  the  drops  defcend  in  vain. 


EE333 


6  He  makes  the  grafs  the  hills  adorn, 

And  clothes  the  fmiling  fields  with  corn  ; 
The  beafts  with  food  his  hands  fupply, 
And  the  young  ravens  when  they  cry. 


 h 

What  is  the  creature's  fkill  or  force, 
The  fprightly  man,  the  warlike  horfej 
The  nimble  wit,  the  active  limb  ! 
All  are  too  mean  delights  for  him. 


j — M-.L---^a! 

8  But  faints  are  lovely  in  his  fight ; 
He  views  his  children  with  delight : 
He  fees  their  hope,  he  knows  their  fear, 
And  looks  and  loves  his  image  there. 


s.  147.  L.  M.  2d  Part.  D. 


Waldoborough. 


1  air.  No.  355. 

Let  Zion  praife  the  mighty  God 


And  make  his  honois  known  abroad  ;    For  fweet  the  joy  our  fongs  to  ra'ife, 


And  glorious  is  the  work  of  praife. 


SOft"  3  ~i 


Our  children  are  fecure  and  bleft, 


Loud 


Our  fhores  have  peace,  our  cities  reft  ;    He  feeds  our  fons  with  fineft  wheat,       And  adds  his  blefiing  to  their  meat. 


— M"*  """* ;  ..j*- 


11! 


3  The  changing  feafons  he  ordains,    The  early  and  the  later  rains; 

His  flakes  of  fnow  like  wool  he  ftuds,    And  thus  the  fpringing  corn  defends. 

4  With  hoary  froft  he  ftrews  the  ground  ;    His  hail  defcends  with  clatt'ring  found  ; 
Where  is  the  man  fo  vainly  bold,    That  dares  defy  his  dreadful  cold  ! 


5  He  bids  the  Southern  breezes  blow  ;    The  ice  difiblves,  the  waters  flow  : 
But  he  hath  nobler  works  and  ways    To  call  his  people  to  his  praife. 

6  To  all  our  realm  his  laws  are  fhown  ;    His  gofpel  through  the  nation  known  j 
He  hath  not  thus  reveal'd  his  word    To  ev'ry  land  :  Praife  ye  the  Lord. 


No.  356. 

^    AlR.  Andante. 


E 


Ontario, 


Ps.  147.  C,M. 


203 


With  fongs  and      honors       founding    loud,    Addrefs     the  Lord    on     high  5  Over  the  heav'ns  he  fpreads  his  cloud,  And       waters     veil    the  rky. 


He    fends    his,     flipw'rs  cf        bleffings       down  To  cheer   the    plains       below;       He  makes  the  grafs  the  mountains  crown,  And   corn    in    vallies  grow. 


Soft. 


Cres. 


Loud. 

^  _^  ^  


He  gives  the     grazing       ox  his  meat,  He  hears  the     ravens        cry:        But  man,  who  taftes  his    fine  ft  wheat,,         Should    raife    his    honors  high. 


-P 


Should  raife  his 


Should  raife 


Andante, 


Pia. 


For. 


His     hoarj     frofc,  his     fleecy    (how,  Dcfcer.d      and       clothe  the    ground :    The       liquid       fireams  forbear  to    flow     In     icy         fetters  bound. 

illllliiiplililiililiil 


-j. — ,  aa 


Adagio. 


When  frpm  his  dreadful  (lores  on         high     He  pours  the       ratt'ling         hail,     The  wretch  who  dares  this  God  defy,      Shall  find  his       courage  fail. 


205 


Pia.    Allegro  moderato.  tr 

He    fends  his  word  and       melts  the  fnow,  The  fields  no     longer  mourn  ;        He    calls  the        waimer     gales    to    blow,  And  bids  the  Spring  return. 

tr 

:^tJiilii 


Jjrisk, 


The    changing   wind    the      flying    cloud,      Obey       his  mighty 


word, 


With     fongs  and  honors      founding  loud,  With 


With  fongs  and    honors        founding  loud,  With  fengs  and  honors 


With    fongs  and  honois 


fongs  and  honors  founding  loud,  Praife  ye  the  fov'ieign   Lord,    Praife  ye  the  fov'reign,  fov'reign  Lord.  With  fongs  and  honors  founding  loud,  Praife  ye  the  fov'reign  Lord. 


fongs  and  honors  founding  loud, 


Praife  ye  the  fov're'gn,  fov'reign  Lord.  With 


fongs  anc[  lienors  founding  loud* 


PraTe  ye  the  fov'reign  Lord,     The    fov'reign  Lord,  With 


2o6      No.  257  Clapham.  Psalm  148  H.  M. 


*  Loud.  Soft.  Loud.  tr. 


bright,  In    worlds  of   light    begin  the  fong.    Ye      holy    throng  of    angels    bright,  In  worlds  of  light  begin  the 


fong. 


In     worlds  of   light  begin  the  fong. 


2  Thou  fun  with  drizzling  rays, 
And  moon  that  rules  the  night, 
Shine  to  your  Maker's  praife, 
With  ftars  of  twinkling  light. 

His  powV  declare,  Ye  floods  on  high; 
And  clouds  that  fly    In  empty  air. 


-h 

The  Aiming  world*  above, 

In  glorious  order  ftand, 

Or  in  fwift  courfes  move 

13y  his  fupreme  command. 

He  fp.iks  the  word,  And  all  their 
From  nothing  came    To  praife  the 


frame 
Lord. 


4  He  mov'd  their  mighty  wheels 
In  unknown  ages  pail, 
And  each  his  word  fulfils 
While  time  and  nature  laft. 

Tn  difF'rent  ways    H;s  works  proclaim 
His  wond'rous  name,  and  fpeak  his  praife. 


•    No.  358  Praise.  Ps.  148  Verse  5.  Pause. 

Let  all  the  earth  born  race,    And    monfters      of   the  deep,  And  nfli  that  cleave  the  fea,  Or  in  their    bofom    fleep.  From  fea  and  fhore  their  tribute     pay,    And  , 


20 


7 


~    ftill  difplay  their  Maker's  ^°T'r'  ^rom  ^ea  anc*  ^'10re  ^le'r  *nBW 


and        ftill      difplay,    and  ftiil     difp'.ay    their        Maker's  pow'r. 


~~C^ — tt  *~ 


6  Ye  vapours,  hail  and  fnow, 
Praife  ye  th'  Almighty  Lord, 
And  ftormy  winds  that  blow 
To  execute  his  word- 
When  lighfnmgs  fhine,    Or  thunders  roar, 
Let  earth  adore,    His  hand  divine. 

9  Virgins  and  youths,  engage 
To  found  his  praife  divine, 
While  infancy  and  age 
Their  feebler  voices  join 


and       ftill    difplay  their    Maker's  pow'r. 
Ye  mountains  near  the  Ikies, 
With  lofty  cedars  there, 
And  trees  of  humbler  fize, 
That  fruit  in  plenty  bear. 

Beafts  wild  and  tame,  Birds,  flies  and  worms, 
111  various  forms,    Exalt  his  name. 


Wide  as  he  reigns,    His  name  be  fung 


AIR. 


No. 


By  ev'ry  tongue, 


359- 


In  endlefs  ftrains. 

Coos. 


and  ftill 
Ye  kings  and  judges  fear, 
Tiie  Lord  the  fovVeign  King, 
And  while  you  rule  rs  here, 
His  heay'nly  honors  ftng  : 

Nor  let  the  dream    Of  pow'r  and  Mate 
Make  you  forget    His  pow'r  fuprcme. 
So  Let  all  the  nations  fear 
The  God  that  rules  above  : 
He  brings  his  people  near, 
And  makes  them  tafte  his  love ; 

While  earth  and  fky    Attempt  his  praife, 
His  faints  ftiall  raife    His  honors  high. 

Ps.  /  4 8.    L.  M.  Double. 
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dwell, 


Loud      hallelujahs      to       the     Lord,     From  diftant  worlds  where  creatures 


Let  heav'n  begin  the  folemn  word,  And  found  it  dreadful  down  to  hell 


Sing  of  his  love  in  heav'nly  ftrains,  And.  fpeak  bow  fietCC  his  terrors  be.  And  Cptak  how  fierce  his  terrors  be. 

™  *  *    •  ^  ©  ~~ 


The 
J5Z"*; 


~.:m 


Lord  !  how  abfolute  he  reigns  ;  Let  ev'ry  angel  bend  the  knee 


-J  L. 


3  High  on  a  throne  his  glories  dwell,    An  awful  throne  of  fhining  blifs 


6  Ye  fiowYy  plains  proclaim  his  (kill,    Valleys  lie  low  before  his  eye 
And  let  his  praife  from  ev'ry  hill    Rife  tuneful  to  the  neighboring  fky. 


Ye  ftubborn  oaks,  and  ftately  pines,    Bend  your  high  branches  and  adore  ; 


Fly  through  the  world,  O  fun,  and  tell    Flow  dark  thy  beams  compar'd  to  his. 

4  Awake,  ye  tempefts,  and  his  fame    In  founds  of  dreadful  praife  declare, 
And  the  fweet  whifper  of  his  name    Fill  ev'ry  gentler  breeze  of  air.  Praife  him  ye  beafts  in  difPrent  ftrains  ;    The  lamb  muft  bleat,  the  lion  roar. 

5  Let  ciouds,  and  winds,  and  waves  agree    To  join  their  praife  with  blazing  fire,  8  Birds,  ye  muft  make  this  praife  your  theme,    Nature  demands  a  fong  from  you*; 
Let  the  firm  earth  and  rolling  fea,    In  this  eternal  fong  confpire.  While  the  dumb  fifti  that  cut  tlie  ftream    Leap  up  and  mean  his  praifes  too. 

.  •  ClJ"  Thefe  two  lines  may  be  added  miljcn  fung  to  a  tune  of  fix  lines. 

Each  of  his  works  his  name  difplays, 
But  they  can  ne'er  fulfil  his  praife. 


Soft. 


O  for     a  fiiout    from       old       and    young,  Trcm     humble  (wains,  and 

Mortals  can   you  refrain  your  tongue,  When  nature     all    around  you  fings  ? 


208    Afo,  360,  Ludlow,  Ps.  148.    L.  M.  Verse  9. 


AIR. 


209 


Make  the    Creator's     faame  be     known  5  Loud  as  his     thunder     fhout  his  praife,        Loud  as  his   thunder  fhout  his  praife,  And  found  it      lofty        as  his  throne. 


But  faints,  who  beft  have  known  the 
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Loud.  Soft*  Loud. 


Are  bound  to    raife   the    nobleft  Cong.  fpeak  of  the  wonders     of  that  love,  Which  Gabriel  plays  on  ev'ry  chord,Which  Gabriel  plays  on  ev'ry  chord  :  From 


all     below     and     all    above,        Loud      hallelujahs     to    the    Lord.    From  all       belsw    and     all    above,         Loud     hallelujahs    to  the  Lord. 


A7o.  361* 


Millston* 


Ps.  148.    S.  M. 
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hofts,  the   fong  '  begin,  And  found    his  name  abroad 
Ye  heav'nly  hofts,  the       fong  begin,  And 

l^ifaS^-  T4n-^^-V^(^-^^r^-W 


Let    ev'ry  creature  join  To  praife  th'  eternal  God  ;  Ye  heav'nly  holts,  the  fong  begin,  Ye  heav'nly 
^        _     jr-v  £g  *_   _j  ^_ 
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Ye  heav'nly  hofts,  the  fong  begin, Ye  heav'nly  hofts  the  fong  begin,  And 

2  Thou  fun  with  golden  beams,    And  moon  with  paler  rays,  4  Ye  vapours,  when  you  rife,    Or  fall  in  fhow'rs,  or  fnow  ; 

Ye  Itarry  limits,  ye  twinkling  flames,    Shine  to  your  Maker's  praife.  "  Ye  thunders  murm'ring  round  the  fkies,    His  pow'r  and  glory  fhow. 

3  He  built  thoie  worlds  above,    And  fix'd  their  wond'rous  frame  :  5  Wind,  hail,  and  flalhing  fire,    Agree  to  praife  the  Lord, 
By  his  command  they  ftand  or  move,    And  ever  fpeak  his  name.  When  ye  in  dreadful  ftorms  confpire    To  execute  his  word. 

6  By  all  his  works  above    His.  honors  be  expreft  : 

But  faints  that  tafte  his  faving  love    Should  fing  his  praifes  beft. 

No.  362.  Watts'-  Ps.  148.    S.  M.   Verse  7.  Pause  rs 

AIR.  Soft,  Loud. 


^  


Let  earth  and  ocean  know,  They  owe  their  Maker  praife  ;  Praife  him  ye  wat'ry  worlds  below,  And  monfters 

■  ff  ■ 


of    the  feas.  And 


monfters 

— n« 


of  the 


feas. 


3  From  mountains  near  the  iky    Let  his  high  praife  refound,  «  10  Ye  birds  of  lofty  wing,    On  high  his  praifes  bear  ; 

From  humble  flirubs  and  cedars  high,    And  vales  and  fields  around.  -Or  fit  on  fiow'ry  bows,  and  fin g    Your  Maker's  glory  there. 

9  Ye  lions  of  the  wood,    And  tamer  beafts  that  graze,  II  Ye  creeping  ants  and  worms,    His  various  wifdom  fhow, 

Ye  live  upon  his  daily  food,    And  he  expects  your  praife.  And  flies  in  all  your  fliining  lwarms,    Praife  him  that  dreft  you  fo 

12  By  all  the  earth-born  race,  His  honors  be  expreft  ; 

But  faints  that  know  his  heav'nly  grace,    Should  learn  to  praife  him  beft. 

No.  363.  Mansfield.  Ps.  148.    S.  M.  Verse  13.  Pause  2. 

AIR.  Soft.  '  ^  Loud: 


ISzJiiP^ilPpiii 
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Monarchs  of  wide  command,  Praife  ye  th'eternal  King,  Judges  adore  that  fov'reign  hand,Whence  all  your  honors  fpring,  Judges  adore  that  fov'regn  hand,  Whence  all,  &c. 


14  Let  vig'rous  youth  engage 
To  found  his  praifes  high  : 
While  growing  babes  and  with'ring  age 
Their  feebler  voices  try. 


15  United  zeal  be  fhown 

His  wond'rous  fame  to  raife  : 
God  is  the  Lord,  his  name  alone 
Seferves  our  endlefs  nraife. 


16  Let  nature  join  with  art, 
And  all  pronounce  him  bleft, 
But  faints  that  dwell  fo  near  his  heart 
ohould  ling  his  praifes  beft. 


212      No,  364, 


Fairhaven* 


AIR. 


Psalm  149.    CM.  double* 


Soft. 


All       ye    who  love  the  Lord  rejoice,     And  let  your  fongs  be    new  ;     Amid    the  church  with  cheerful  voice    His     later     wonders  Ihew.  The  Jews,  the 


people     of   his  grace  Shall  their     Redeemer       fmg ;  And     Gentile    nations     join    the  praife,  While     Zion    owns,    While       Zion    owns  her  king. 


tr 


^-^  ^ — 
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3  The  Lord  takes  pleafure  in  the  jud,    Whom  finners  treat  with  fcorn  : 
The  meek  that  Ire  dci'pis'd  in  daft    Salvation  ihall  adorn. 

4  Saints  fhould  be  joyful  in  thfir  king,    Ev'n  on  a  dying  bed  ; 
And  like  the  fouh  in  glory  Grig,"   For  God  fhali  raife  the  dead. 

5  Then  his  high  praife  mall  fill  their  tongues,    Their  hands  fhall  weild  the  fword  ; 
And  vengeance  ihall  attend  their  longs,    The  vengeance  of  the  Lord. 


6  When  (Thrift  his  judgment  feat  afcends,    And  bids  the  world  appear, 
Thrones  are  prepar'd  for  all  his  friends,    Who  humbly  lov'd  him  here. 

7  Then  fhall  they  rule  with  iron  rod    Nations  that  dar'd  rebel  : 
And  join  the  fentence  of  their  God,    On  tyrants  doom'd  to  hell. 

8  The  royal  finners  bound  in  chains,    New  triumphs  fhall  afford  ; 
Such  honor  for  the  faints  remains ;    Praife  ye  and  love  the  Lord. 


Russia. 


Psalm  150*    C.  M.  3  Verses. 


In.    God's  own    houfe  pronounce  his  praife,  His  grace  he  there     reveals  ; 


To  heav'n  your   joy  and    wonder    raife,  Tor    there  his 


_ZZEZIZQI 
glory  dwells. 
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] 


Let       all    your       facred       paffions    move,       While    you    rehearfe  his    deeds:       But    the  great  work  of   faving  love  Your  higheft  praife  exceeds 

— e~ 
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All  that  have   motion,  life  and  breath,  Proclaim  your  Maker    bleft  ;   Yet  when  my  voice  expires  in  death,  My  foul  fliall  praife  him  beft.  My  foul  (hall  praife  him  beft. 


LONG  METRE. 

TO  God  the  Father,  God  tbe  Sort, 
And  God  the  Spirit  three  in  One? 
Be  honor,  praife,  and  glory  giv'n, 
By  all  on  earth  and  all  in  heav'n. 


COMMON  METRE. 

LIT  God  the  Father  and  the  Son, 
And  Spirit  be  ador'd, 
Where  there  are  works  to  make  him  known, 
Or  &i&tt  to  love  the  Lord* 


The  Christian  Doxology. 

COMMON  METRE,  where  the  tune 
includes  livo  ftanzas. 

THE  God  of  mercy  be  ador'd, 
Who  calls  our  fouls  from  death, 
Who  faves  by  his  redeeming  word, 

And  new  creating  breath. 
To  praife  the  Father  and  the  Son, 

And  Spirit  all  divine, 
The  One  in  Three  and  Three  in  One, 
Let  faints  and  angels  join. 


SHORT  METRE. 

YE. angels  round  the  throne, 
And  faints  that  dwell  below,. 
Worfhip  the  Father,  praife  the  Son, 
And  blefs  the  Spirit  too, 


PARTICULAR  METRE. 

NOW  to  the  great  and  facred  Three, 
The  Father,  Son,  and  Spirit,  be, 
Eternal  praife  and  glory  giv'n 
Thro'  all  the  worlds  where  God  is  known. 
By  all  the  angels  near  the  throne, 

And  all  the  faints  in  earth  and  heav'n. 


PARTICULAR  METRE. 

TO  God  the  Father's  throne, 
Perpetual  honors  raife, 
Glory  to  God  the  Son, 
To  God  the  Spirit  praife  : 

With  all  our  pow'rs, 
Eternal  King, 
Thy  name  we  fmg, 
While  faith  adores. 


ymns  and  Spiritual  Songs. 


5  ■ 


COLLECTED  FROM  THE  HOLT  SCRIPTURES, 

i 

BOOK  I. 

Parma.  Hvmn  i.    C.  M.   2  verses. 

And  forgs  before  unknown.  Let  elders  worfhip  at  his  feet,  Th 


AIR.  NO.  367. 

Behold  the  glories  of  the  Lamb  Amid  his  father's  throne  :  Prepare  new  honors  for  his  name,  Prepare  new,  &c.         And  fongs  before  unknown.  T 
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r  5 
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church  adore     around ;       With       vials  full  of  odours  fweet, 
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With     vials  full  of  odours     fweet    And  harps  of  fweeter    found,  And  harps  of  fweeter  found. 


v.  > 


zzzir 
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3  Thofe  arc  the  pray'rs  of  all  the  faints,    And  thefe  the  hymns  they  raiTe  ; 
Jefus  is  kind  to  our  complaints,    He  loves  to  hear  our  praife. 

4  [Eternal  Father,  who  fhall  look    Into  thy  fecret  will  ? 

Who  but  the  Son  fhall  take  that  book,    And  open  ev'ry  feal  ?  \ 

5  He  fhall  fulfil  thy  great  decrees,    The  Son  deferves  it  well ; 

Lo,  in  his  hand  the  fov'reign  keys,    Of  heav'n,  and  death,  and  hell  .kJ 


6  Now  to  the  Lamb  that  once  was  flain,    Be  endlefs  bleflings  paid  ; 
Salvation,  glory,  joy,  remain    Forever  on  thy  head. 

7  Thou  haft  redeem'd  our  fouls  with  blood,    Plaft  fet  the  pris'ners  free, 
Haft  made  us  kings  and  priefts  to  God,    And  we  fhall  reign  with  thee  ! 

?  The  worlds  of  nature  and  of  grace    Are  put  beneath  thy  pow'r  ; 
Then  lliorten  thefe  delaying  days,    And  bring  the  promis'd  hour. 


air.    No.  368.  Hanbury.  Hymn  2.    L.  M.    2^  verses. 

Ere  the  blue  heav'ns  were  ftretch'd  abroad,  From     everlafting     was     the     word  ;  With  God  he  was ;  the  word  was  God,  And  muft  divinely  be 


ador'd. 
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By  his  own   pow'r  were    all  things  made,  Ey     him  fupported    all  things  fland  ;  He      is  the  whole  creation's  head,  And  angels  fly  at        his  command. 


3  Ere  fin  was  born,  or  Satan  fell,    He  led  the  hoft  of  morning  ftars  ; 
(Thy  generation  who  can  tell,    Or  count  the  number  of  thy  years  ? 
4  But  lo,  he  leaves  thofe  heav'nly  forms,    The  word  defcends  and  dwells  in  clay; 
That  he  may  hold  converfe  with  worms,    DrefVd  in  fuch  feeble  fiefii  as  they, 


5  Mortals  with  joy  beheld  his  face    Th'  eternal  Father's  only  Son  ; 
How  full  of  truth  !  how  full  of  grace  !    When  thro'  his  eyes  the  Godhead  fhone.  j 

6  Archangels  leave  their  high  abode,    To  learn  new  myft'ries  here  and  tell 
The  love  of  our  defcending  God,    The  glories  of  Immanuel. 


A1R#   No.  369.  Seahrook-  Hymn  3.    S.  M.    2  verses. 

Behold,    the    grace  appears  !  The     promife        is  fulfill'd  ;       Mary,  the  wond'rous    virgin    bears,  And    Jefus       is    the  child  !  The  Lord,  the  highefl  God, 


:zEzE=: 


Soft. 


Loud. 


Calls  him  his  only     Son  ;  He  bids  him    rule  the  lands  abroad,  And  gives  him  David's  throne.  He  bids  him  rule  the   lands    abroad,  And  gives  him    David's  throne 


3E| 


iilllSIglgilill 
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3  O'er  Jacob  fhall  he  reign    With  a  peculiar  fway  ;  6  With  looks  and  heart  ferene,    Go  vifit  Chrift  your  King  ; 

The  nations  fhall  his  grace  obtain,    His  kingdom  ne'er  decay.}  And  ftraight  a  flaming  troop  was  feen  ;    The  Ihepherds  heard  them  fing  : 

4  To  bring  the  glorious  news,    A  heav'nly  form  appears  ;  7  Glory  to  God  on  high  !    And  heav'nly  peace  on  earih, 
He  tells  the  fhepherds  of  their  joys,    And  banifhes  their  fears.  Good  will  to  men,  to  angels  joy,    At  the  Redeemer's  birth. 

5  Go,  humble  fwains,  faid  he,    To  David's  city  fly  ;  8  [In  worfhip  fo  divine    Let  faints  employ  their  tongues, 

The  promis'd  infant,  born  to  day,    Doth  in  a  manger  lie.  With  the  celeflial  holt  we  join,    And  loud  repeat  their  fongs  : 

9  Glory  to  God  on  high  !  And  heav'nly  peace  on  earth, 
Good  will  to  men,  to  angels  joy,    At  our  Redeemer's  bii?h.] 


2i 6    No.  370 


Sub?nission% 


Hymn  5.  CM.  2  verses*        book  I J 

Naked       as  from  the  earth    we  came,  And    crept  to   life       at    firft,     We    to    the     eaith    return       again,    And       mingle  with   our  duft. 


The  dear  delights    we    here     enjoy,    And       fondly    call    our    own,    Are  but  fhort       favors    borrow'd    now,  To       be  repaid 


anon. 


=rz§rsdz±z§i: 
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3  'Tis  God  that  lifts  our  comforts  high, 
Or  finks  them  in  the  grave, 
He  gives  and  (bleffed  be  his  name  !) 
He  takes  but  what  he  gave. 


4  Peace,  all  our  angry  paffions  then, 
Let  each  rebellious  figh 
Be  filent  at  his  fov'reign  will, 
Aniev'ry  murmur  die. 


5  If  fmiling  mercy  crown  our  lives, 
Its  praifes  fhall  be  fpread, 
And  we'll  adore  the  juftice  too 
That  ftrikes  our  comforts  deadv 


No.  371. 


Rochester. 


Hymn  6.   C.  M. 


H3t~ 

AIR.      Great   God,    I     own    thy     fentence  juft,    And    nature    mult     decay;         I   yield   my       body         to    the    duft,    To  dwell  with    fellow  clay. 


— * — 


2  Yet  faith  may  triumph  o'er  the  grave,    And  trample  on  the  tombs  ; 
My  Jefus,  my  Redeemer  lives,    My  God,  my  Saviour  comes. 

3  The  mighty  conqu'ror  llia.ll  appear    High  on  a  royal  feat, 
And  death,  the  laft  of  ail  his  foes,    Lie  vanquifh'd  at  his  feet. 


4  Though  greedy  worms  devour  my  fkin,    And  gnaw  my  wafting  flefli, 
When  God  fhall  build  my  bones  again,     He'll  clothe  them  all  afrefh  : 

5  Then  fhall  I  fee  thy  lovely  face    With  ftrong  immortal  eyes, 
And  feaft  upon  thy  unkiioivn  grace    With  pleafurc  and  furprife. 


BOOK  I.     No.  372. 


Urmston* 


Hymn  7.    C.  M. 


AIR. 


Let  ev'ry    mortal  ear  attend,      And     ev'ry  heart  rejoice,  T 


Soft. 


Loud. 


21  7 


the  gofpel  founds,  With  an  inviting  voice*  With  an  inviting  voice.  With  an  inviting  voice. 


-n-  ©— 1 
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2  Ho  !  all  ye  hungry  ftarving  fouls,    That  feed  upon  the  wind, 
And  vainly  drive  with  earthly  toys    To  fill  an  empty  mind  : 

3  Eternal  wifdom  has  prepar'd    A  foul  reviving  feaft, 
And  bids  your  longing  appetites    The  rich  provifion  tafte. 

4  Ho  '  ye  that  pant  for  living  ftreams,    And  pine  away  and  die  ; 
Here  you  may  quench  your  raging  thiift    With  fpiings  that  never  dry. 

5  Rivers  of  love  and  mercy  here    In  a  rich  ocean  join  ; 
Salvation  in  abundance  flows,    Like  floods  of  milk  and  wine. 


:p 

With 

6  [Ye  perilhing  and  naked  poor,    Who  work  with  mighty  pain, 
To  weave  a  garment  of  your  own,    That  will  not  hide  your  fm  ; 

7  Come  naked  and  adorn  ycur  fouls    In  rcbes  piepar'd  by  God, 
Wrought  by  the  labours  of  his  Son,    And  dy'd  in  his  ov/n  blood. J 

8  Dear  God  !  the  treafures  of  thy  love    Are  everlafling  mines, 
Deep  as  our  helplefs  miferies  are,    And  boundlcfs  as  our  fins  ! 

9  The  happy  gates  of  gofpel  grace    Stand  open  night  and  day  : 
Lord,  we  are  come  to  leek  iupplies,    And  drive  our  wants  away. 


 5  -Li  


No.  373. 


Holderness. 


AIR. 


Soft. 


Hymn  8.    C.  M. 


I.orid. 


How  honor 


able 


is     the   place  Where  we       ador    -   ing    Hand,     Zion,       the  glory 


of     the    earth,  And  beauty 

I: 
■F 


of     the  land  1 
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Zion,    the    glory  of  the  earth,  And   beauty    of  the  land 


Zion,   the        glory  of  the  earth,  And 


beauty 


of  the 


land. 


:£=: 


Bulwarks  of  mighty  grace  defend    The  city  where  we  dwell  ; 
The  walls  of  ftrong  falvation  made,    Defy  th'  affaults  of  hell. 
Lift  up  the  everlafling  gates,    The  doors  wide  open  fling, 
Enter  ye  nations  that  obey    The  flatutes  of  our  king. 
Here  fliall  you  talte  unmingled  joys,    And  live  in  perfect  peace  ; 
You  that  have  known  Jehovah's  name,    And  ventur'd  on  his  grace. 
D  2 


5  Truft.  in  the  Lord,  forever  truft,    And  bai  ifli  all  your  fears  : 
Strength  in  the  Lord  Jehovah  dwells,    Etsrnal  as  his  years. 

6  What  though  the  rebels  dwell  on  high,    His  arm  fliall  bring  them  low  } 
Low  as  the  caverns  of  the  grave    Their  lofty  heads  fliall  bow. 

7  On  Babylon  our  feet  fliall  tre  td,    In  that  rejoicing  hour. 
The  ruins  of  her  walls  lhall  fpread    A  pavement  for  the  poor. 


218    No.  374. 


Ryegate. 


T     an  9.    CM.  2  verses.       book  i. 


!  AIR. 


In  vain  we       laviili     out    our    lives,   To     gather       empty     v         The    choiceft.    bleGings  earth  can  yield,  Will  ftarve  an  hungry  mind.  Come,  and  the 


Lord  fhall  feed    our    fouls  With  more     fubftaotial       meat,  With  fuch  as  faints  in  glory    love,  With  fuch    as     angels       eat.  With  fuch  as 


-p~f-e- 


m 


angels  eat. 


3  Our  God  Will  ev'ry  want  fupply,    And  fill  our  hearts  with  peace  ; 
He  gives  by  cov'nant  and  by  oath    The  riches  of  his  grace. 

4  Come,  and  he'll  cleanfe  our  ipotted  fouls,    And  wafii  away  our  ftains 
In  the  dear  fountain  that  his  Son,    Pour'd  from  his  dying  veins. 

5  [Our  guilt  (ball  vanifh  all  away,     Though  black  as  hell  before  ; 
Our  fins  fhall  fink  beneath  the  lea,    And  fhall  be  found  no  more. 

6  And  left  pollution  fliould  o'erfpread     Our  inward  pow'rs  again, 
His  lpirit  ftiall  bedew  our  fouls    Like  purifying  lain.] 


7  Our  heart,  that  flinty,  flubborn  thing,    That  terrors  cannot  move, 
That  fears  no  threat'nings  of  his  wrath,    Shall  be  diffolv'd  by  love 

8  Or  he  can  take,  the  flint  away    That  would  not  be  refin'd, 
And  from  the  treafures  of  his  grace    Beftow  a  fofter  mind, 

9  There  fhall  his  facred  Spirit  dwell,    And  deep  engrave  his  law, 
And  ev'ry  motion  of  our  fouls    To  fwift  obedience  draw, 

to  Thus  will  he  pour  falvation  down,    And  we  ftiall  render  praife  ; 
Wc  the  dear  people  of  his  love,    And  he  our  God  of  graca. 


book  I.    No,  375.  HaverhilL  Hymn  10.    C.  M.  219 


How    beauteous        are  their    feet,  Who  ftand  on    Zion's    hill  ;     Who   bring       falva    -    tion       on    their  tongues,  And  words  of  peace  reveal. 

AIR. 


Soft. 


Increafe. 


Loud. 


bring    fal    -       va    -    tion     on  their  tongues,  And    words     of   peace  reveal.  Who 


And  words  of  peace  reveal.  Who  bring  fal  -  va  -  tion  on  their  tongues,  And  words  of  peace  reveal. 
And     words    of  peace      reveal.  Who 


Who 
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Soft,,  Very  soft.         ^  Increase.  Loud.  Soft. 


£iz*: 

fEz: 


How  charming,  charming    is  their  voice, 


Zion,    behold  thy  Saviour 


How  fweet  the  tidings  are  !  How  fweet  the  tidings  arc  ! 


p^z^: :Etziz-rzr°iH 


r  c:t-zli:zj'ipzzzizzzzz 


How  charming,  charming  is     their  voice, 


Z£ 


Increase. 


 --r-F---ari5— r-J 


8== 

p  

Loud.  ! 


King, 


He  reigns  and  triumphs  here.  Zion 


He  reigns  and  triumphs,  He   reigns  and 


Zion,    behold,   Zion,    behold  thy  Saviour       King,  He  reigns,  He 


Zion,  behold  thy  Saiiour  King, 


Zion, 


He   reigns  and  triumphs, 


^  He  reigns  and  triumphs" 
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Mezza  Voce, 


Soft. 


— ,^(— — ,  ^ — 

triumphs 


He  reigns  How  happy,  happy  are   our  ears,  That 

reigns  and       triumphs,  He  icigns  and       triumphs  here.       How    happy  are  oar  ears,  That  hear  this  joyful  found, 


-Ot-^-t--  7   t-^- 


He    reigns,  He  reigns 

 ^  ^_^_^.^^_^_-^_-js._^_g_T_-r:.^_^  g_^„__x__  __T  ^. 

He  reigns 


Increase. 


Loud. 


hear  this  joyful  found, 


Which  Kings  and  Prophets  waited  for,  And  fought,  but  never  found.  Which  Kings  and  Prophets  waited  for,  And  fought,  but  never  found. 


J§E|: 


The  watchmen  join  their  voice,  And  tuneful  notes  employ, 


i4) — 


And  tuneful  notes  employ,  And  tuneful  notes,  And 


The  watchmen  }oin  their  voice,  And  tuneful  notes  employ ;  The  watchmen  join  their  voice,  And  tuneful  notes  employ, 


And 
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— *-a 
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tuneful  notes,  And  tuneful  notes  employ. 


Je    -     ru  -  falem    breaks  forth    in  fongs,  And  deferts  learn  the   joy.  The 


tuneful  notes,  And  tuneful  notes  employ, 


 T      1  " 


Jeru  -    falem,    Jeru    •    falem    breaks  forth  in  fongs,  And  deferts  learn  the  joy. 


Jerufalem       breaks  forth     in       fongs,       Je    -     ru  -  falem  breaks  forth    in  fongs,  And    deferts  learn  the   joy.  The 
 ^  _   ^  _-^Z^__- 


MM 



— 

And  tuneful  notes  employ. 


Je    -  rufalem  breaks  forth  in  fongs,  Jeru    -  falem  breaks  forth    in  fongs,  And  deferts  learn  the  joy. 


O  ^ 


watchmen  join,  The  watchmen  join  their  voice, 


And        tuneful  notes      employ,         Je    .     ru  -    falem  breaks 


s~\  "j£  -S-  


The  watchmen  join  their  voice, 


Watchmen  join  their 


voice, 


And     tuneful  notes  And      tuneful  notes  ^employ, 

^   -t>  ^'   :> 

And    tuneful    notes    em    -    ploy,    And        tuneful    notes  employ, 


 x — 


J*- 


tuneful  notes  employ, 


The  watchmen  join  their  voice,  And  tuneful  notes  em    -  ploy,  And 
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Mastoso. 

forth,    breaks          fortli       in       for.gs,  breaks  forth  in  fongs,  And 

Jetufalem  breaks  forlii  in  fcags,  And  deferts  learn  the       joy.    And   deferts  learn  the      joy.  The       Lord  make 

jufalern  breaks     forth       in        longs*  breaks  forth  in  longs,  And 

Je   -  ruiakni   breaks   forth      in         fcugs,  And  i 


Brisk.  Soft. 


Increase 


 '  C  p_x_j.__£ — | — -| —  i_  _j — I  

Let      cv'ry      nation,       ev'ry      nation      now   behold  Their  Saviour  and  their  Cod. 


bare    his     arm,  Thro*       all     the     earth  abroad. 


Their  Saviour  and  their  God. 


TZXX. 
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Loud. 


22^ 


-©-  -fi- 


— 


ation       row       be       -       hold  Their         Saviour,  their         Saviour,  their  Sa    ».   viour    and  their  God. 


Let  ev'ry 


•  r   l  . 


AIR 


No.  376. 


2  verses. 


Barnstable.  Hymn  11.    L.  h 

There  wae  an  hour  when  Chiiic  rejoie'd,  And  fpoke  his  joy  in  words  of     praife  ;  "  Father  I  thank  thee,  mighty  God,   Lord  of  the  earth,  and  heav'ns,  and  feas. 


SEMEi: F 


.p_i_ 


-i — 


I  J — L 


<(  I  thank  thy  fov'reign  pow'r  and  love,  Which  crowns  my  do&rine  with  (nccefs  %  And  makes  the  babes  in  knowledge  learn.  The  heighth  and  breadth,  and  length  of  grace, 


E3lEgf 


3  M  But  all  his  glory  lies  conceal'd,    From  men  of  prudence  and  of  might ; 

0  T^a  P«»C2  of  darkntfs  blinds  their  eyes,    And  their  own  pride  retiite  the  light. 

4  "  Father,  'tia  thus,  beeauie  thy  will    Chofe  andordain'd  it  fl.ould  be  fo  j 
u  'Ti>  thy  deligbl  V  abaft  tte  proud,   And  lay  the  haughty  {corner  low. 


<  *  There'*  none  can  know  the  Father  ri^ht,    But  thorn  who  leam  it  from  the  Son  <f 
f*  Nor  can  die  Son  be  well  rcceiv'd,    But  where  the  Father  mates  him  known^" 

6  Then  let  our  fouh  adore  our  Gr,d,    That  deals  his  graces  as  he  pleafe  • 
tiot  gives  to  mortals  an  ictfuni,    Or  of  hi$  a&oos  or  decrees, 


226    No.  377.  Weymouth. 


Hymn  12.  CM. 

iillliliili 


Jefus,  the     man  of    conftant    grief,  A      mourner        all    his    days:     His  fpirit    once  rejoie'd  aloud,  And  turn'd  his  joy  to  priufe.  And  turn'd  his  joy  to  pr 


j=:=:^zt±: 


2  Father  T  thank  thy  wond'rons  love, 
That  hath  reveal'd  thy  Son 
To  men  unlearned  ;  and  to  babes 
Has  made  the  gofpcl  knowm 


5  The  myft'ries  of  redeeming  grace 
Are  hidden  from  the  wile, 
While  pride  and  carnal  reas'nings  join 
To  fwell  and  blind  their  eyes. 


4  Thus  doth  the  Lord  of  heav'n  and  earth 
His  great  decrees  fulfil, 
And  orders  all  his  works  of  grace, 
JBy  his  own  fov'rcign  will. 


•  "     N°.  37S. 


Tolland. 


Hymn  1 3.    L.  M. 


The  lands  that  long    in  ^     darknefs  lay,  Now  have  hehcld  a  hcav'nly  light ;  Nations  that  fat  in  deaths  cold  made,  Are  blcft  with  beams  divinely  bright.  Ar«,&c 


^IIIeIIIIIP: 


z  The  virgin's  promis'd  Son  is  born  ;    Behold  the  expcfi'ed  child  appear 
What  t!i  .'.I  his  names  or  titles  be  ?    The  Wonderful,  The  Counfcllor. 


This  jnfanl  is  the  mighty  God,    Come  to  be  fucklcd  and  adqr'd  ; 
Tlx'  eternal  Father,  Prfnsg  of  peace,    The  Son  of  David  and  his  Lord.] 


4  The  government  of  earth  and  feas    Upon  his  moulders  mall  b~  laid  ; 
His  wide  dominions  (hall  increafe,    And  honors  to  his  name  be  paid. 

5  Jefus  the  holy  child  mall  fit    High  on  his  father  David's  throne, 
Shall  crulli  his  iocs  beneath  his  feet,    And  reign  to  ages  yet  unknown, 


BOOK  I.   No*  379. 


Triumph  of  Faith, 


AIR. 


Hymn  14.    L.  M.  2  verses.  227 


Who  tliall  the  Lord's  cleft  condemn,  '  J  is  God  that  julhlies  their  louls,  And  mercy,  like  a  mighty  dream,  O'er  all  their  fins  divinely  rolls.  Who  (hall  adjudge  the  (hints  t-ohcll  ?  'Til  Chrill  who  furici'd 


X;. 


in  their  (lead  ;  And  the  falvalion 


to  fulfil,  iichold  liiia  nfing  from  the  dead. 
-t  ^ — i-*T~i-«* — i  


3  He  lives  !  he  lives  !  and  fit-;  above,    For  ever  interceding  there  : 

Who  ihall  divide  us  from  his  love,    Or  what  lliould  tempt  us  to  defpair  ? 

4.  Shall  pcrfecution  or  dillrds,    Famine,  or  fword,  or  nakednefs  : 

lie  that  bath  lov'd  us,beais  us  through,  And  makes  us  moie  than  conquVovs  too. 

5  Faith  hath  an  overcoming  pow'r,    It  triumphs  in  the  dying  hour  ; 
Chrid  is  our  life,  our  joy,  our  hope,    Nor  can  we  link  with  Inch  a  prop. 

6  Not  all  that  men  on  earth  can  dp,    Nor  pow'rs  on  high,  nor  pow'rs  below, 
Shall  caufe  his  mercy  to  remove,    Or  \vean  our  hearts  from  Chrid  our  love. 


AIR.      NO.  38C 


w 

Kintsbrkfve. 


 riL  U 


Hymn  15,    L.  M. 


a3 


Let    me   but  hear  my      Saviour         lay,  Strength  ihall  be  equal  to    the  day  :  Then  I'll      rejoice  in 


deep      diftrefis,  Leaning  on  all-fufticicnt  grace.  Then 



 I "11      rejoipe      in    deep       diftrds,  Leaning  on    all    fufficient  grace. 


•G-  -B- 


3  I  glory  in  infirmity,    That  Chrift's  o\vn  pow'r  may  reft  on  me  : 

When  I  am  weak,  then  am  [  lining,    Grace  is  my  iliield,  and  Chrift  my  long. 

3  I  can  do  all  things,  or  can  boar     All  fuff'i  intrs,  if  my  Lord  lie  there  ; 
Sweet  pleafures  mingle  with  the  pains,    While  liis  left  hand  my  head  fuftains. 

4  But  If  the  Lord  be  once  withdrawn,    And  we  attempt  the  work  alone  ; 
When  new  temptations  fpring  and  rife,    We  find  how  great  our  wcaknela  is. 

5  So  Sampfon,  when  his  hair  was  loft,    Met  the  Philiflines  to  his  coft  ; 
Shook  his  vain  limbs  with  fad  furprife.    Made  feeble  fight,  and  loft  his  eyes. 


228    No.  381 

AIR.  Mod-rate. 


Mitcham. 


Hymn  16.    C.  M.  2  verses.       book  i. 


Hofan   *  na     to    the       royal  "        Son    Of       Pavid's       ancient     line  !  His     natures  two,  his        perfon  one,       Myflerious      and  divine. 


The  root     of    David        here    w»    find,  An,d   offspring    ia       the    fame  ;  Eter 


The  .root     of    David        hero    vrm    find,  An,4   offspring    is       the    fame  ;     Eter      -    nity       and  time    a»e    join'd    In    our       Jmmanuel's  name. 
W   V«3  W  W 


i 


3  Blefs'd  he  that  cornes  to  Wretched  men  With  peaceful  news  from  heav'n  i 
Hofanna,  of  the  higheft  ftrain,    To  Chrilt  the  Lord      aiy'n  I 


— 9— 


4  Let  mortals  ne'er  refufe  to  take    Th'  Hofanna  on  their  tongues, 
Left  rocks  and  Hones  fhouid  raife,    And  break  their  ftlencc  into  forgs. 


air.   No.  382.  Wirksworth.  Hymn  17.  CM. 


a  Joyful,  with  all  the  ftrengrh  I  have,  3  If  fin  he  pardon'd  I'm  fecure,  4  Nov/ to  the  God  of  victory 

My  quiv'ring  lip  fhouid  (ing,  Death  has  no  fting  befide  ;  Immortal  thanks  be  paid. 

Where  is  thy  boafted  vict'ry  grave  ?  The  law  gives  fin  its  damning  pow'r  j  Who  makes  us  conqu'rors,  while  we  die 

And  where  the  monfter's  It  ing  i  But  Chrilt  my  ranl'om  dy'd;  Through  Chrift  our  living  head. 


No,  383. 


Shoreditch* 


.^-i  xqz: 

Hear  what  the  voice  from  hsav'n  proclaims  For  all  the      pious      dead,       Sweet    is  the 


Hymn  18.    C.  M.  229 

favour       of  their  names,  And  foft  their     f.cepirg  bed. 


1  They  die  in  jefus,  and  are  blefs'd  i    Hot?  kind  their  {lumbers  are  ! 
From  fuff'rings  and  from  fins  releas'd,    And  freed  from  ev'ry  fnare. 


Waltham. 


Lord,  at    thy   temple"    We     appear^  As       happy    Simeon    came,        And  hope    ta  meet  our  Saviour     here;        O    make  our  joys  this  fame. 


3  Far  from  this  World  of  toil  and  ftrife.    They're  prefent  with  the  Lord  \ 
The  labours  of  their  mortal  life    End  in  a  large  reward. 

Hymn  1  9.    C.  M. 


2  With  what  divine  and  vaft  delight    The  good  old  man  was  fill'd, 
When  fondly  in  his  wither'd  aims    He  clafp'd  the  holy  Child  ; 

3  w  Now  I  eah  leave  this  world  he  cry'd,    Behold  thy  fervantdies  j 
M  I've  feen  thy  great  foliation,  Lord,    And  clole  my  peaceful  eyes. 

6  Then  will  ye  hear  my  heart  firings  break,    How  fwett  my  minutes  roll 
A  mortal  palenefs  on  my  cheek,    And  glory  in  my  foul.^. 


4  "  This  is  the  light  prepar'd  to  fhine    Upon  the  Gentile  lands, 
"  Thine  Ifrael's  glory,  and  their  hope,    To  break  their  flavifh  bands." 

5  Jefus  !  the  vifion  of  thy  face    Hath  overpowering  charms  ! 
Scarce  fliall  I  feel  death's  cold  embrace,    If  Chrift  be  in  my  arms> 


Am.  385. 


St.  George's, 


Kymn  20.  CM. 


Awake,  my  heart,  arife    my  tongue,  Prepare  A  tuneful  Voise  ',    In     God  the  life   of     all  my  joys,   Aloud  will  I    rejoice.  Aloud  will   I  rejoice. 


2  *Tis  ht  adornM  my  flaked  foe!*    And  made  falvalion  mine  ;  4  How  far  the  heav'nly  robe  exceeds    What  earthly  princes  wear  ! 

Upon  a  poor  polluted  worm    He  makes  his  graces  thine.  Thefe  ornaments,  how  bright  they  lhine  !    How  white  the  garments  are  k 

3  And  left:  the  fliadow  of  a  fpot    Should  on  my  foul  be  found,  5  The  Spirit  wrought  by  faith  and  love,    And  hope  in  ev'ry  grace  ; 
He  took  the  robe  the  Savioar  Wrought,.   And  caft  it  all  around.  But  jefus  fpent  his  life,  to  work    The  robe  of  righteoufnefs^ 

6  Strangely,  my  foul,  art  thou  array'd    By  tne  great  facred  Three  fc 
In  fweefceft  harmony  of  praife    Let  all  thy  pow'rs  agree. 


230    No.  386. 


San  tee. 


Hvmn  21.    CM.  2  verses. 


BOOK  I. 


AIR. 


Lo,  what  ;i  glorious  Tight  appears  To  our   believing         eyes  !      The  earth  and  fens  are  pafs'd  away,  The  earth  and  fcas  are  pafs'd  away,  And  the  old  rolling  flues. 


\D  


From  the  third  heay'n,  where  God  refides,  that  holy,  happy  place,  The  new  Jerulalcm  comes  down,  The  new  Jciufalepi  conies  down,  Adorn'd  with  lliining  grace,  Adorn'd,  Zee. 


-7* — 


3  Attending  angels  fliout  for  joy,    And  th 


'hi  armies  fin; 


t'  Mortal'.,  behold  the  facicd  feat    Oi  _\our  descending  King. 
4  "  The  God  of  glory  dfWvn  to  men    Removes  his  blels'd  abode  ; 
"  Men,  the  dear  objects  of  his  grace,    And  he  the  loving  God. 


5  His  own  foft  hand  fliall  wipe  the  tears    From  cv'ry  weeping  eye, 

f  And  pains,  and  groans,  and  griefs,  and  fears,    And  deatb  itielf  fliall  die.' 

6  How  long,  dear  Saviour,  O  how  long  !     Shall  this  bright  hour  delay  ? 
Fly  fwifter  round  ye  wheels  of  time,    And  bring  the  welcome  day. 


No.  Q87. 


Maxwell. 


Hymn  24.    L.  M. 


8t 


AIR.      In    vain  the       wealthy     mortals   toil,  And  heap  their  (Lining    daft    in  vain,  Look  down  and  fcorn  the  humble  poor,  And  boaft  their       lofty  hills  of  gain. 


l-  : 


3  Their  golden  cordials  cannot  cafe 
Their  pained  hearts  or  aching  heads, 
Nor  iri^lit,  nor  bribe  approaching  death 
From  glitt'iing  roofs  and  downy  beds, 


3  The  lingering, the  unwilling  foul, 
The  dilmal  fummons  mull  obey, 
And  bjd  a  long,  a  fad  farewell, 
To  the  pale  lump  of  lifelefs  clay. 


4.  Thence  they  are  huddled  to  the  grave, 
Where  kings  and  flaves  have  equal  thrones  ; 
Their  bones  without  dillinelion  lie 
Among  the  heaps  of  meaner  bones. 


BOOK  I.   No*  388, 


Ale  ester. 


.ymn  25, 


~~§zFp-F;:TFZi3T2~Pi2~§+''5" 

:EEEEE±=izzEiEZEiEEti:z 


zdlEE 


zEiLtEEElEiPiEEEE1 


AIR 


All     mortal        vani    -  tics    begone,      INor  tempt  my  eyes,  nor  tire  my  ears  :  Behold,    amid   th'  eternal     throne,      A    vilion       of  the  lamb  appears. 


hmBS3JplftTT*  Fr  P  ^)^SSSM3SBSSSSBBB^Si 


111111111: 


6  Our  voices  join  the  hcav'nly  flrain,    And  with  tranfporting  plcafure  fing, 
Worthy  the  Lamb  that  once  was  flairi,    To  be  our  teacher  and  our  king  ! 

7  His  words  of  prophecy  reveal    Eternal  councils,  deep  deiigns  : 

His  grace  and  vengeance  (hall  fulfil    The  peaceful  and  the  dreadful  lines. 

8  Thou  haft  redeem'd  our  fouls  from  hell     VVtth  thine  invaluable  blood  ; 
And  wretches  that  did  once  rebel    Are  now  made  fav'ntes  of  their  God. 

9  Worthy  fotever  is  the  Lord,    That  dy'd  for  treafons  not  his  own, 
By  ev'ry  tongue  to  be  ador'd,    And  dwell  upon  his  Father's  throne. 


ZEZZ 


z  [Glory  his  fleecy  robe  adorns,    Mark'd  with  the  bloody  death  he  bore  ; 
.Seven  are  his  eyes,  and  feven  his  horns,    To  i'peak  his  wifdom  and  his  pow'r. 
Lo,  lie  receives  a  fealed  book    From  him  that  fits  upon  the  throne  ; 
Jelus,  my  Lord  prevails  to  look    On  dark  decrees  and  things  unknown.] 
All  the  alfenibling  faints  around    Fall  worlhipping  before  the  Lamb, 
Anil  in  new  longs  of  gofpel  found    Addrels  their  honors  to  his  name. 
The  joy,  the  (hout,  the  harmony    Flies  o'er  the  everlafting  hills  ; 
Worthy  art  thou  alone,  they  cry,    To  read  die  book,  to  loofe  the  feals. 


Ar0-  389-  Normandy  Hymn  26.  CM. 


29  2 


— 

-9- 


Soft. 

F 


Book  I, 


He  gave  our  fouls  »    lively  hops 


majcfty  ador'd. 


When  from  the    dead  he  rais'd  his  Son,    And  calld  Mm  to  the  &y, 


Thu  they  frould  n#ver  dip,  ft* 


•-ai~' 


-SEE* 


)  4 


ztzz: 


gave  our  fouls  a  lively  hope  That  they  fhould  never  die. 


What  though  our  inbred     dm  teyube.  Oer 


t»     tm  th*     fiuft,  ¥§t  &  fhs 


— | — i~x  B-i— ^r--*-- — ~T-„,. 


2v:  |vs-{t2 


Moderate.  Soft. 
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Loud.  .  '  Mxstoso. 


AI 


r.   No.  39°* 


Assurance. 


Hymn  27.    C.  M. 


Death  may  difTolve  my  body  now,  And  bear  my  fpirit  home  ;     "Why  do  my  minutes  move  fo  flow,        Why  do  my  minutes  move  fo  flow,        Nor       my  Salvation 


come  ?    Nor    my    falvation    come  ?    With  heav'nly  weapons  I  have  fought,  The  battles  of  the  Lord,  Finifli'd  my  courier,  and  kept  the  faith, And  wait  a  fure  reward. 


^zzlzzzfzizpzzer^zzzizzz^zqziz: 
'i^zfzizzji^zz^zEzpzjz^zzzgzjz? 


1 


-mz=zzz: 


BOOK  I-  235 


God  hath  laid    up,    in  heav'n  for  me,  A  crown  which  cannot  fade  ;  A  crown  which  cannot,  cannot,  cannot  fade  ;       The     righteous  Judge,  at     that   great  day 


t  '  " 

!    Will  place  it  on  my  head,  Will  place  it  on  my  head..     Nor  hath  the  King  of  grace  decreed  This  prize  for  me  alone  ;  But  all  who  love  and  long  to  fee  Th'  appearance  of  his  Son, 


And  to  his  heav'nly  kingdom  take  This  feeble  foul  of  mine.       Heav'n  is  my  everlafling   aid,     Heav'n  is  my  ever- 


I 


Jefus,  the  Lord,  mail  guard  me  fafc  From  ev'ry  ill  defign  ; 
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lafting  aid,    And  hell  fhall  rnge  in  vain,  And  hell  fhall  rage  in  vain  ;        To  him     be  liigheft     glory  paid,  And  endlcfb  praife,  And  cndlcfs,  endlefs,  cndlefs  praife,  amen. 
  _   _      s~\  /*>  s~s  _  q    g1^        m  £m 


*—p—f> 
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AIR.     NO.  39I. 


Bozrah. 


Hymn  28.    C.  M.  2  verses. 


What    mighty   man,     or     mighty  God,  comes    travelling  in      Mate     Along     the       Idu    -    mean     road,     Away  from     Bozrah's  gate  ? 


The 


glory     of     his    robes  proclaim    'Tis  fome      victorious       king  !  « Tis   I    the     juft,     th'  Almighty    One,  That 


your 


falvation 


bring." 





— P.. 


-prqrcr§: 


3  Why,  mighty  Lord,  thy  faints  inquire,    Why  thine  apparel  red  ? 
And  all  thy  vefture  ftain'd  iilcc  thofe    Who  in  the  wine-prefs  tread  ? 

4  "  I  by  myfeif  have  trod  the  prefs,    And  crufli'd  my  foes  alone  ; 

"  My  wrath  has  liruck  the  rebels  dead,    My  fury  ftamp'd  them  down. 


5  "  'Tis  Edom's  blood  that  dyes  my  robes    With  joyful  fcarlet  Plains ; 

"  The  triumph  that  my  raiment  wears    Sprung  from  their  bleeding  veins. 

6  "  Thus  fhall  the  nations  be  deftroy'd    That  dare  infult  my  faints  ; 

"  J  have  an  arm  t'  avenge  their  wrongs,    An  ear  for  their  complaints. 


BOOK  I.  No,  392. 


Boothbay. 


Hymn  29.    C,  Mv 
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"  I  lift  my      banner,     faith  the    Lord,    Where     Antichrift.   has    ftood ;  The  city        of      my     gofpel    foes  Shall         be       a     f.cld  of  blood. 


AIR 


"  My  heart  has  ftudied  «juft  revenge,    And  now  the  day  appears, 
"  The  day  of  my  redeem' d  is  come,    To  wipe  away  their  tears. 
"  Quite  weary  is  my  patience  grown,    And  bids  my  fury  tro  : 
"  Swift  as  the  light'ning  it  fliall  move,    And  be  as  fatal  too. 

(5  Thy  honors,  O  victorious  King  !: 


While  we  thy  awful,  vengeance  fing,    And  our  deliv'rer  praife, 


4  "  I  call  for  helpers  but  in,  vain  :    Then  has  my  gofpel  none  ? 

"  Well  mine  own  arm  has  might  enough    To  crufli  my  foes  alone. 

5  "  Slaughter,  and  my  devouring  fword    Shall  walk  the  ftreets  around, 
"  Babel  fliall  reel  beneath  my  ftroke,    Aijd  dagger  to  the  ground," 

Thine  own  right  hand  fliall  raife, 


No.  393.  All-Saints.  Hymn  30.    L.  M. 


In  thine  own  ways,  O  God  of  love,  We  wait  the 
AIR. 


vifits    of  thy  grace  ;  Our  fouls  dcfire     is       to  thy  name,  And  the     remembrance     of   thy  face. 


My  thoughts  are  fearching,  Lord,  for  thee,  'Mong  the  black  fhades  of  lonefome  night, 
My  earnelt  cries  falute  the  ikies,    Before  the  dawn  reltore  the  light. 
Look  how  rebellious  men  deride    The  tender  patience  of  my  God  ; 
But  they  fliall  fee  thy  lifted  hand,    And  feel  the  f'courges  of  thy  rod. 

6  My  fword  (lull  boafl  its  thoufands  flain, 
While  heav'nly  peace  around  my  flock 


4  Hark  !  the  Eternal  rends  the  flsy,    A  mighty  voice  before  him  goes, 
A  voice  of  mufic  to  his  friends,    But  threat'ning  thunder  to  his  foes. 

5  Come,  children,  to  your  Father's  aims,    Hide  in  the  chambers  of  ray  grace 
'Till  the  fierce  florin  be  overblown,    And  my  avenging  fury  ceafe. 

And  drink  the  blood  of  haughty  kings, 
Stretches  its  foft  and  fliady  wings. 


38    No-  394- 
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Brcnntree* 


Hymn  32,    C.  M. 


BOOK  I. 


AIR.  Whence  do  our    mournful       tho'ts       arife,  And  where's  our       courage       fled  ?    Has  reftlefs 


iszzizs.: 

 A.- 


fin,  and     raging  hell,  Struck  all  our  comforts  dead  ? 


znzizizi 
.□zaz 


zi-rz=zr_: 


zz— iizatzSrEiEz^T 


2  Have  we  forgot  th'  Almighty  name,     That  form'd  the  earth  and  fea  i 
And  can  an  all-creating  arm    Grow  weary  or  decay 

3  Treasures  of  everlailing  might    In  our  Jehovah  dwell  ;  • 

He  gives  the  conqueft  to  the  weak,    And  treads  their  foes  to  hell. 


4  Mere  mortal  pow'r  fhall  fade  and  die,    And  youthful  vigor  ceafe  ! 
But  we  that  wait  upon  the  Lord,    Shall  feel  our  ftrength  increafe. 

5  The  faints  ilia.ll  mount  on  eagles'  v  ings    And  talte  the  promis'd  blifs, 
'Till  their  unwearied  feet  arrive    Where  perfect  pleafure  is. 


air.    No.  395.  Guernsey.  Hymn  39.    CM.  2  verses. 

S — .  V_V  FT         '  v>  5  <  ^/ 

Now  fhall  my  inward  joys  arife,  And  bunt  into  a  fong  :  Almighty  love,  infpires  my  heart,  And  pleafure  tunes  my  tongue.  And  pleafure  tunes  my  tongue.  God  on  his  thirfty  Zion's 

Kiisz^izfc^^ 


-9-  —  ^  ^ 

^ESSzEcESz^ 


^t*  zzt 

hill  Some  mercy  drops  has  thrown,  And  folemn  oaths  have  bound  his  love  To 

jjiTzzzr.  ZilZZZIXl 


v  y 

fhow'r  falvation  down.  And  folemn  oaths  have  bound  his  love  To  fhow'r  falvation  down. 


e- 


ifeozBzzi&Sz^  •  :   ;•; " '  "-•  qr?;:z:pzzpz  7  j.-,z 


3  Why  do  we  then  indulge  our  fears,    Sufpicions  and  complaints  ? 
Is  he  a  God,  and  (hall  his  grace,    Grow  weary  of  his  faints  ? 

4  Can  a  kind  woman  e'er  forget    The  infant  of  her  womb, 

And  'mong  a  thoul'and  tender  thoughts    Her  fuckling  have  no  room  ? 


5  Yet,  faith  the  Lord,  mould  nature  change,    And  mothers  mongers  prove, 

Zion  ft  ill  dwells  upon  the  heart     Of  everlafting  love. 

6  Deep  on  the  palms  of  both  my  hands    I  have  engrav'd  her  name  : 
My  hands  ihall  raife  her  ruin'd  walls,    And  build  her  broken  frame. 


book  tl  No.  396.  Glasgow.  Hymn  40.    L.  M.  2  verses.  239 

AIR. 

^         ^  _  ^  ^0  _/^\ _  ""^  ^;  ~"~         »  ^ -  — ■  ~p  ^l^J?!  _  ~^~p 

What  happy  men,  or  angels  thefe,  That  all  their  robes  are  fpotlefs  white  ?  Whence  did  this  glorious  troop    arrive       At  the  pure  realms  ofhcav'r.iy  light  ?  From 

j£jZ2bjgz£z|z^z^zE^  p^::|z'^:|:z«:.^zzz^zZj 


:zpz^z^ziZ4Zffzzezqz:szJz^z£u-iEzz3rt  :«sz£:E.  z^zziztzcgiffiztE:  f-  F: 


 — 

-at" 
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tort'ring  racks  and  burning  fires,  And  feas  of  their  own  blood  they  came  :  But  ndbler  blood  has  wafli'd  their  robes     Flowing  from    Chrift.    the  dying  Lamb. 


:|i£z  Jzjz^zz  briEzjrzppzrzzciz, 


.9. 

zizz: 
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—  & 


3  Now  they  approach  th' almighty  throne,     With  loud  Hofannas  night  and  day, 
Sweet  anthems  to  the  great  Three-One,    Meafure  their  blefs'd  eternity, 

4  No  more  (hall  hunger  pain  their  fouls  :    He  bids  cheir  parching  thirll  be  gone, 
And  fpreads  the  lhadow  of  his  wings,    Tofcreen  them  from  the  fcorching  fun. 


5  The  Lamb  that  fills  the  middle  throne,    Shall  (bed  around  his  milder  beams  ; 
There  thail  they  feaft  on  his  rich  love,     And  drink  fall  joys  from  living  Creams, 

6  Thusihali  their  mighty  blifs.  renew,    Through  the  vaft  round  of  endlefs  years, 
And  the  loft  hand  of  fov'reign  grace     Hcab  all  their  wounds,  and  wipes  their  tears. 


AIR    No-  397.  Indostan.  Hymn  41.    C.  M. 


Thefe  glorious  minds,  how  bright  they  ihine,  Whence  all  their  white  array  ? 


laft 


mg  Jay. 


iz^EiczFjaii 

How  came   they     to  the     happy  feats    of  ever 

s-£z ;  gr^^ii-PzzzzzTZizZjTiz: 
^z|dz||:- 
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24© 

From       tort'ring  pains    to       cndlefs   joy,  On       fiery       wheels  they  rode,  And  ftrangcly     wafh'd  their   garments    white,    In     Jefus'       dying  blood. 
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Now    they    approach  a       fpotlefs       God,  And     bow        before   his  throne  ;         Their   warbling  harps  and         facred  fongs,   Adore       the  Holy  One. 


^)lzzzzzdzxzQz^TJsiz^zdz 


1 — H— — 


The     unveil'd    glories       of     his     face    Among       his       faints  refide,  While  the     rich    treafure         of       his  grace  Sees  all  their  wants  fupply'd. 
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'  ^         The   Lamb  fhall      lead  his     heav'nly     flock,  Where     living       fountains       rife,    And  love      divine    Ihall      wipe   away    The    icrrows     of  their  eyes" 


£&zhz2z: 


M.  398. 


Wanstead. 


Hymii  42.  CM. 
^Eiz^ESEzrS^ 


Sfcfc 


IE 

AIR, 


tremble       for  our   God  Is       a     confirming  fire 


"zr_,„_IZ_^p_: 
.j* — ^ — — 

Adore  and 


zszpzizcizz 


:s: 


Almighty  .vengeance  how  it  burns  ;    How  bright  his  fury  glows  ; 

Vaft  magazines  of  plagues  and  Aorms    Lie  treafur'd  for  his  foes. 

Thofe  heaps  of  wrath  by  flow  degrees    Are  fore'd  into  a  flame, 

But  kindled,  Oh  !  how  fierce  they  blaze  !    And  rend  all  nature's  framei 

At  his  approach  the  mountains  flee,    And  feek  a  wat'ry  grave  ; 

The  frighted  fea  makes  hafte  away,    And  fhrinks  up  ev'ry  wave. 


=-zTZ-z^zi22rpzi  (zzpz^z:p£i5zxz2zx2zxzz^ : ;  :zz  z: 

His    jealous     eyes  his  wrath     inflame,  And  raife  his         vengeance  h 

zjzizzz~zizezpzxz0zz~zxzez^zzr'  z-z:  : z:^,.:  ;  -  izzx 

^t^±Z-O^^E£E£  =|  Z  XZZ 
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5  Through  the  wide  air  the  weighty  rocks     Are  fwjft  as  hailftones  hurl'd 
Who  dares  engage  bis  fiery  rage,    Than  (hakes  the  folid  world  ? 

6  Yet  mighty  God  !  thy  fov'reign  grace  .oils  regent  on  the  th:  one, 
.  The  refuge  of  thy  chofen  race,    When  wrath  comes  rufhing  down. 

7  Thy  hand  fliall  on  rebellious  kings    A  fiery  terr.ptll  pour, 
While  we  beneath  thy  flielt'ring  wings    Thy  jut'c  revenge  adore. 


AIR. 


No.  399. 


Smithjield. 


a  a — 0. 

Bears  the  lafl  judgment  down. 


'HZ 
ffi 


"  I  am  the  firft,  and  I  the  lafl,    Through  endlefs  years  the  fame  ; 
"  I  AM — is  my  memorial  (till,    And  my  eternal  name. 

3  "  Such  favors  as  a  God  can  give,    My  royal  grace  beftows  ; 

"  Yc  thirfty  fouls  come  talte  the  dreams    Where  life  and  pleafure  flows. 

4  "  The  faint  that  triumphs  o'er  his  fins,    I'll  own  him  for  afon  ; 
"  The  whole  creation  fha.ll  reward     The  conquefb  he  has  won. 

8  May  I  with  thofe  forever  dwell 


ZZZIIsSZ 


li 


G  2 


While  finners  baniih'd  down  to  hell,    Mo  more  offend  my  fight 


5  "  But  bloody  hands  and  hearts  unclean.    And  all  <he  lying  race, 
"  The  faithlefs  and  the  fcofring  crew,    That  fpnrn  at  offer'd  grace  ; 

6  "  They  fhall  be  taken  from  my  fight,    Bound  fad  in  iron  chaZis, 

"  And  headlong  plung'd  ir,t3  the  lake  Where  fire  and  darknefs  reigns. 
*}  O  may  I  (land  before  the  Lamb    When  earth-and  feas  are  fled  ! 

And  hear  the  Judge  pronounce  my  name    With  blefllngs  on  my  head. 
Who  here  were  my  delight, 


242    No.  400*  The  Christian  Race.  Hymn  48.    L.  M.        book  i. 

AIR. 


Awake  !  our  fouls,  away,  our  fears,  Let  ev'ry  trembling  tho't  be  gone  ;  Awake  !  and  run  the  heav'nly  race,And  put  a  cheerta!  courage  on.  True,  'tis  a  ftrait  and  thorny  road,  And 


BOOK  I. 


Adagio. 


Lively. 


Soft. 


Loud. 
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.ne'.t  away,  and  droop,  and  die.    Swift  as  an  eagle  cuis  the  air,  We'll  mount  aloft  to  thine  abode  ;  On  wings  of  love  our  fouls  {hall  fly,  On  wingj  of  love  our  fouls  (hall  fly,  Nor  tire  amid  the  heav'nly  road. 


— ! — L-J —  f— r3-  p-f 


AIR.      NO.  4OI. 


Chesterton. 


Hymn  49.    C.  M. 


Loud. 

:^:i:p=! 
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ztzzrziztztzrrzzizzzzzt 


How  ftrong  thine  arm  is,  mighty  pod  1  Who  would  not  fear  thy  name  ?  Jefus,  how  fweet  thy  graces  are  !  Who  would  not  fear  thy  name  ?  Who  would  not  love  the  Lamb  i 


IZiZDZ 


gggz|z£|zgE 


[ZDZezi 
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He  hath  done  more  than  Mofes  did,  Our  Prophet  and  our  King  ;  From  bonds  of  hell  he  freed  our  fouls,  And  taught  our  lips  to  fing.  And  taught  our    lips  to  fing. 

=":ziz.tzs: 


3  In  the  Red  Sea  by  Mofes'  hand    The  Egyptian  hoft  was  drown'd  ; 
But  his  own  blood  hides  all  our  fins,    And  guilt  no  more  is  found. 

4  When  through  the  defert  Ifrael  went,    With  manna  they  were  fed  j 
Our  Lord  writes  us  to  his  fldn.    And  culls  Lt  living  biead. 


5  Mofes  beheld  the  promis'd  land,    Yet  never  reach'd  the  place  : 
But  Chrift  fhall  bring  his  foll'wers  home,    To  fee  his  Father's  face. 

6  Then  (hall  our  love  and  joy  be  full,    And  feel  a  warmer  flame, 
And  fwcter  voices  tune  the  i'cng    Of  Mofes  and  the  Lamb. 


244  4^2. 


Aleppo. 


Hymn  50.    C.  M.  2  verses.       book  i. 


Now  be  the       God  of 


AIR. 


£g~3 
pact 

If   -  rael    blefs'd,  Who  makes  his  truth  appear ;  His  mighty       hand    ful    -  fils     his  word,  And     all    the  oaths  he  fware. 


— — i— — i— — -C—  J  dr- —  f— — I—  — *- 
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Now  he   bedews       old       David's  root  With  bleffings  from  the  fkies  :  He  makes  the  branch  of  promife  grow,  The  promis'd  horn  arife.  The  promis'd  horn  arife. 


[John  was  the  prophet  of  the  Lord,    To  go'before  his  face, 
'J  he  herald  which  our  Saviour  God    Sent  to  prepare  his  ways. 
He  makes  the  great  falvation  known,    He  fpeaks  of  pardon'd  fins  ; 
While  grace  divine,  and  heav'nly  love,    In  its  own  glory  ihines. 
"  Behold  the  Lamb  of  God,  he  cries,    That  takes  our  euilt  away  ; 
"  I  faw  the  Spirit  o'er  kis  head    On  his  baptifing  day.]" 


"  Be  ev'ry  vale  exalted  high,    Sink  ev'ry  mountain  low  ; 

«'  The  proud  rouft  ftoop,  and  humble  fouls    Shall  his  falvation  know. 

"  The  heathen  realmsjwith  Ifrael's  land      Shall  join  in  fwcet  accord  ; 

"  And  all  that's  born  of  man  fliall  fee,    The  glory  of  the  Lojd. 

"  Behold  the  morning  {tar  arife,    Ye  that  in  darknefs  fit  : 

"  He  marks  the  path  that  leads  to  peace    And  guides  our  doubtful  feet." 


300K  I.    No.  403. 
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AIR. 


Livingston* 


Hymn  51.    S.  M.  245 


To       God  the 


on    :    ly    wife,    Our         Saviour       and  our  King,  Let        all       the       faints        below       the  fides  Their  humble  praifcs  bring. 


jjE:*:^Ze3:^E^ 


Brr tr  
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l        -  Let        all       the         faints       below       the  fkies  Their      humble     praifes  bring.       'Tis   his  almighty      love,  His  counfel  and  his  care,  Pieferves  us 


Immortal  crowns  of  majefty, 


Immortal  crowns  of      majefty,     Immortal  crowns  of     majefty  and  cyerlafting 
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Dim. 
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everlafting,       everlafting    fongs.  Immortal  crowns  of  majefty,  And  everlafting  fongs.  Immortal  crowns  of  majefty^  of  majefty,  And  everlafting,  everlafting  fongs. 
And     everlafting  fongs. 

Afo.  404.  China.  Hymn  52.    L.  M. 

-  'Twas  the  commifHon  of  our  Lord,  Go  teach  the  nations,  and  baptize,  The  nations  have  receiv'd  the  word,  The  nations  have  receiv'd  the  word,  Since  he  afcended  to  the  hues. 
I        AIR.       ^  ^  _^   


l  He  fits  upon  th'  eternal  hills,     With  grace  and  pardon  in  his  hands, 

And  fends  his  cov'nant,  with  the  feals,    To  blefs  the  diftant  cliriftian  lands. 

3  Repent,  and  be  baptiz'd  he  faith,    For  the  remiflion  of  your  fins  ; 
And  thus  ou:  fenfe  aflifts  our  faith,    And  fiiews  us  what  his  gofpel  means. 


— — — X' — — sr.— xx — «» — iT  3o_ 


4  Our  fouls  he  wafhes  in  his  blood,    As  \vater  makes  the  body  clean  ; 
And  die  good  Spirit  from  our  God    Defcends  like  purifying  rain. 

5  Thus  we  engage  ourfclves  to  thee,    And  fcal  our  cov'nant  with  the  Lord  j 
O  may  the  great  Eternal  Three    In  heav'n  our  folemn  vows  record  ! 


AItt    No.  405.  Henley.  Hymn  53.    L.  M. 

various    methods    told  His  mind  and    will    to  faints  of     old,    Sent  his  own  Son,  with  truth  and  grace,  To  teach  us  in  thefe  latter  days. 


God,  who 


:EHE 


2  Our  nation  reads  the  written  word, 
That  book  of  life>  that  fure  record  ; 
The  bright  inheritance  of  heav'n, 
Is  by  the  fweet  conveyance  giv'n. 


tzx^p^rp=Jx^E|x|z§x|r^E^x^x| 

3  God's  kindeft  thoughts  are  here  exprefs'd, 
Able  to  m  ike  us  wife  and  blefs'd ; 
The  doctrines  are  divinely  true, 
Fit  for  reproof  and  comfort  too. 


4  Ye  people  all  who  read  his  love 
In  long  epiftles  from  above, 
(He  hath  not  fent  his  ficred  word 
To  every  land)  praifc  ye  the  L<  i  J, 
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Hymn  54.    L.  M.  book  t. 


IE; 

AIR. 
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Jefus  we   blefs  thy    Father's  name  ;  Thy  God  and  ours  are  both  the  fame  ;  W 
1 — \  / — n  /  "N  f  -\     /  >         f*\  f  \  s — n  / — -v 

Chriil  be  rny  llrft  erecTr,  he  faid,    Then  choie  otir  fouls  in  Chrift  o;ir  Head, 
Before  he  gave  the  mountains  birth,    Or  laid  foundations  for  the  earth. 
Thus  did  eternal  love  begin    To  raife  us  up  from  death  and  fin  ; 
Cur  characters  were  then  decreed  ;    Blamcleis  in  lore,  a  holy  feed. 


hat  heav'nly  bleffiags  from  his  throne  F»ow  down  to  finncrs         through        his  Son  ! 


'-Q-Q-Qt  t"  

4  i're.iefiiiiatcd  to  be  fons,  '  B&r:.  bj  degrees,  but  rlioofe  at  once,  w 
A  new  regenerated  race,    To  praife  the  gJory  of  his  jfcrace. 

5  With  C':rl!U  cur  Lord,  we  fliare  a  part    Ju  the  a£i  ilions  c  f  his  heart ; 
Nor  fhali  our  fouls  be  thence' rcmov'd,    'Till  he  forgets  his  firft  btWd. 


m. 
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AIR.   No.  407.  Bars  ton.  Hymn  55.    C.  M, 
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Whcn   we  are    rais'd  from  deep    dillrefs,       Our  God    deferves      a       fong ;   We  take  the 


O 


~~iz~zrcr._i-- — z\^,~t.  • 


pr.Lti.rn 


C=£E£*t 

of  our    pxaife  .  Frofii  Hcze     -    kiah's  tongue. 


^^^^^^^^^^^^^j^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^  ~~r-f-- 


2  The  gates  of  the  devouring  grave    Are  open'd  wide  in  vain, 
If  he  that  holds  the  keys  of  death    Commands  them  fa  ft  again. 

3  Pains  of  the  rlefh  arc  wont  t'  abufe    Our  minds  with  flavifh  fears  J  5 
Our  days  are  paft,  and  we  fhall  lofe    The  remnant  of  our  years. 

6  If  half  the  firings  of  life  mould  break, 


1111 





4  We  chatter  with  a  fwaiiow's  voice,    Or  like  a  dove  we  mourn, 
With  bitternefs  inftead  of  joys,    Afflicted  and  forlorn. 

5  Jehovah  fpeaks  the  healing  v.-o/d,    And  no  difeafe  withftands  ; 
Fevers  and  plagues  obey  the  Lord,    And  fly  at  his  commands. 

Ke  can  our  frame  reitore  ; 


He  cads  oui  fins  behind  his  back,    And  they  are  found  no  more 


AIR. 


No.  408. 


Epping. 


Hymn  §6.    C.  IvL 


 — -T-. 


ST 


Stf— 


h — j-g— f— +-r 

We  fine  the 


ie  glories  of        thy    love,    "We  found  thy  dreadful  name  :  The  chrifhan     church      unites    the   fon^s  Of  Mofes     and  the  . 


vrr 


of       thy  love, 


We  found  thy  dreadful  name  ;  The  chriftian 

— n- 
pcJr 


Hi 

Lamb. 


2  Great  God,  how  wound'rous  are  thy  works    Of  vengeance,  and  of  grace 
Thou  King  of  faints,  Almighty  Lord,    How  juft  and  true  thy  ways  ! 

3  Who  dares  refufe  to  fear  thy  name,    Or  worfhip  at  thy  throne  ! 
Thy  judgments  fpeak  thy  holinefs    Through  all  the  nations  known. 


Great  Babylon,  that  rules  the  earth,    Drunk  with  the  martyr's  blood, 
Her  crimes  lliall  fpeedily  awake    The  fury  of  our  God- 
5  The  cup  of  wrath  is  ready  mix'd,    And  the  mull  drink  the  dregs  ; 
Strong  is  the  Lord,  her  fev'rdign  judge,    And  lhall  fulfil  the  plagues. 


BOOK  I.     No.  409, 


Rittimworth, 


Hymn  57.    C.  M.  2  verses.  249 


AIR.  Moderate. 


Backward  with     humble  fhame  we     look    On    our  orig 


How    is   our     nature  dalh'd  and  broke    In  our  firfi:      father's     1  all-    To  all  that's 


— t  E""fc" 

ztzizp: 


good,    averfe      and    blind,  But  prone  to    all    that's    ill  ;    What  dreadful  darknefs  veils  our  mind  !  How     obflinate       our    will  !    How    obftinate     our     will ! 


3  Conceiv'd  in  fin  (O  wretched  Hate)    Before  we  draw  our  breath, 
The  firfl:  young  pulfe  begins  to  beat    Iniquity  and  death. 

4  How  ftrong  in  oui  degen'rate  blood    The  old  corruption  reigns, 

And  mingling  with  the  crooked  flood,    Wanders  through  all  our  veins  ! 

5  [Wild  and  unwholefome  as  the  root    Will  all  the  branches  be  : 
How  can  we  hope  for  living  fruit    Froai  fuch  a  deadly  tree  ? 


6  What  mortal  pow'r  from  things  unclean    Can  pure  productions  bring  ? 
Who  can  command  a  vita!  Itream    From  an  infected  fpring  ?~j 

7  Yet,  mighty  GoJ,  thy  wdnd'rous  love,    Can  make  our  nature  clean, 
While  Chrill  and  grace  prevail  above    The  tempter,  death,  and  fin. 

8  The  fecond  Adam  (hall  feftore    The  ruins  of  the  rirlt  ; 
Hofannato  that  fov'reign  pow'r    That  new  creates  our  dull  ! 


air.   No>  4io« 


Lockzuood. 


Hymn  58.    L.  M. 


-\~- 

King,  And  fought  the'battles  of  our  God. 

— !— **• 


Let    mortal  tongues  attempt   to    fing  The  wars  of  heav'n,  when    Michael  '  flood  Chief  gen'ial       of  th'  eternal 


Againft  the  dragon  and  his  hod    The  armies  of  the  Lord  prevail  ;  4  Now  is  the  hour'of  darknefs  pair,    Chrifl  has  afTum'd  his  reigning  pow'r 

Tn  vain  they  rage,  in  vain  they  hoaft,    Their  courage  finks,  their  weapons  fail.  Behold  the  great  accuier  ctaft    Down  from  the  lkies?  to  rife  no  mora. 

Down  to  the  earth  was  Satan  thrown,    Down  to  the  earth  his  legions  fell  ;  5  'Twas  by  thy  blood,  immortal  L  >.mb,     Thine  armies  trod  the  tempter  down; 

Then  was  the  trump  of  triumph  blown,    And  Ihook  the  dreadful  deeps  of  hell.  'Twas  by  thy  word  and  pow'rful  name    They  guin'd  the  battle  and  renown. 

G  Rejoice,  ye  heav'ns,  let  ev'ry  liar  Shine  with  new  glories  round  the  fky  : 
Saints,  while  ye  ling  the  heav'nly  war,    Raife  your  ddiv'rer's  name  on  high. 

H  2 
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AIR. 

:zh: 


Babylon  s  Fall. 


Hymn  59.    L.M.  2  verses.     book  r. 


 Q. 


-c-i-n.  


In  Gabriel's  hand,  a     mighty    ftone,    Lies  a  fair    type    of        Babylon  :       Prophets  rejoice,  and      all    ye      faints,  God  fnall  avenge  your  long  complaints 


J        ^        Hefaid,       and  dreadful  ^    as  he    flood,    He  funk  the    millftone    in  the    flood:  Thus    terribly   fhall  Babel      fall,    Thus,  and  no  more  be  found  at  all. 

.  .  :  ^  ^   ^     - 
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Whitest  ozim. 


Hymn  60.    L.  M. 


AIR.        Our  fouls  lliall  magnify  the  Lord,  In  God  the  Saviour  we  rejoice  ;  While  we  repeat  the  Virgin's  long,  May  the  fame  fpiiit  tune  our  voice.  May  the  fame  fpitit,  &C. 


0Z2- 


~3T  Q 
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2  [The  Highefl  faw  her  low  eflate,    And  mighty  things  his  hand  hath  done  :  4  To  thofe  that  fear  a-nd  trufl  the  Lord,    His  mercy  fl.inds  forever  fure  : 
His  overlliadowing  povr'r  and  grace    Makes  her  the  mother  of  his  Son.  From  age  to  age  his  promife  lives,    And  the  performance  is  fecure. 

3  Let  cv'ry  nation  call  her  blelt    And  endlefs  years  prolong  her  fame  ;  5  He  lpake  to  Ab'ram  and  his  feed,     In  thee  fhall  all  the  earth,  be  blefs'd  : 
But  God  alone  mult  be  ador'd  ;    Holy  and  rev'rend  is  his  name.]  The  mem'ry  of  that  ancient  word,    Lav  long  in  his  eternal  breafl. 

6  But  now  no  more  (hall  Ifiael  wait,    No  more  the  Gentiles  lie  forlorn  ; 
Lo,  the  defire  of  nations  comes  j    Behold  the  promis'd  feed  is  bcrn  I 


BOOK  I.  413, 


Hills  ea. 

Soft.  Lou  J. 


Hymn  61.    L.  M. 


Soft. 


Loud. 


251 


Be  humble  honors  paid  below, 


E=BEE§ 


FTn — 


AIR.    Now  to  the  Lord,  who  makes  us  know  The  wonders  of  his  dying  love.    And  drains  of  nobler  praife  above.  Be  humble  honors  paid  below,  And  drains  of  nobler  praife  above. 


 q_   ;   _    -£     -p  -p 


2  'Tvvas  he  that  e'eans'd  our  foulefl  fins,    And  wafiVd  us  in  his  richeft  blood  ; 
'Tis  he  that  makes  us  priefts  and  kings,    And  brings  us  rebels  near  to  God. 

3  To  Jefus  our  atoning  Priefl,    To  Jefus  our  fuperior  King, 

Be  evcrlailing  pow'r  cor.feft,    And  ev'ry  tongue  his  glory  fing. 


4  Behold  on  flying  clouds  he  comes,    And  ev'ry  eye  fhail  fee  him  move  ; 
Though  with  our  fins  we  piere'd  him  once.    Then  he  difplays  his  pard'ning  love. 

5  The  unbelieving  world  fhall  wail,    While  we  rejoice  to  fee  the  day  : 
Come,  Lord,  nor  let  thy  promife  fail,    Nor  let  thy  chariots  long  delay. 


Dunk 

r~ \ 


irk. 


AIR.       NO-  414; 


Hymn  62.    C.  M. 


a 
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I  Come,  let  us  join  our  cheer!  ul  fongs,  With     angels  round    the     throne;    Ten    thoufand       tlioufand    are  their  tongues,  But  all  their  joys,  But     all  their  joys  are 


°ue.  Ten    thoufand,  thoufand  aie  their  tongues,  But  all  their  joys,  but  all  their  joys  are  one. 


Woithy  the  Lamb,  who  dy'd,  they  cry,  To  be,  to  be  e;:- 

-iizzz£z=ztet&=&±:£t=^btzf:j£-z^zfczezni 
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aked  thus  :    Worthy  the  Lamb,  our       lips    reply,  For       he    was  flain  for       us.  Worthy  the  Lamb'  our  lips  reply,  For  he  was  flain,  For 

Worthy  the  Lamb,  eur  lips  reply      For  he     was      flain,  For 

Worthy  the  Lamb,  our  lips  reply,  For 


he  was  flain    for  us. 


rr:  (  «* 


Jefus       is  worthy  to  receive  Honor  and  pow'r,  and  pow'r  divine  ;  And  bleffings,  jnore  than     we    can  give,  Be 


Lord,    Be,  Lord,  forever 


thine.  Let      all   who     dwell      above       the     fky,  And     air,  And  earth,  and    feas,   Confpire       to     lift  thy 


gOOK  I, 

With  Spirit. 
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glories   high,   And    fpeak  thine       endlefs  praife. 


The  whole  creation 


join 


in    one,       To  blefs,       to      blefs  the     facred    name  Of 


szt — rup_^_  r_M. — p._t_s — p—l-P  pi_dp3J_;f_i=u- — t->~- — 2 — ^-j— 
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him,  who  fits 


upon         the  throne,  And 
 H 


to  adore         the    Lamb.  The   whole      creation  join    in    one,   To       bleft  the  facred 


■W— T  0  1 


name    Of     him,    who       fits         upon       the    throne,    And  to 


adore         the     Lamb,  to       adore,        to  adore 


the 


Lamb. 


m 


m 


2<4  Ar0. 


415. 


Chichester. 


Hymn  63.    L.  M.  book  r. 
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&IR.    What  equal  lienors  fhall  wc  bring,  To  thee,  0  Lord,  cur  God,  the  Lamb,  When  all  the  notes  that  angels  ling,  Are  far  inferior  to  thy  name.  Arc  far  inferior  to  thy  name. 


2  Worthy  is  he  that  rnce  was  (Jain,    The  Prince  of  Life  that  groan'd  and  uy'd,  4  All  riches  are  his  native  right,    Yet  he  fuftain'd  amazing  lofs  ; 
Worthy  to  rife,  and  live,  and  reign    Afihis  Almighty  Father's  fide.  To  him  afciibe  eternal  might,'    Who  left  his  weaknefs  on  the  crofs. 

3  Pow'r  and  dominion  are  his  due,    Who  flood  condemn'd  at  Pilate's  bar,  5  Honor  immortal  muit  be  paid,    Inftead  of  fcandal  and  of  fcorn  ; 
Wiidom  belongs  to  Jefus  too,    Tho  he  was  charg'd  with  madnefs  there,  While  glory  fhines  around  his  head,    And  a  blight  crown  without  a  thorn. 

6  Bledings  for  ever  on  the  Lamb,    Who  bore  the  curfe  for  wretched  men  : 
Let  angels  found  his  facred  name,    And  ev'jy  creature  fay,  Amen. 


if   


||    air.   No.  416.  Adoption.  Hymn  64.    S.  M.  2  verses. 


r 


Behold  what  vyond'rous  5*race  The  Father  has  befiow'd  On  finners  of 


mortal     race,  To    call  them  Sons  of   God.  To     call  them    Sons  of  God. 


1T- 
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no    fur  -    prifing    thing,  That   we  flio uld  be  unknown  ;  The  Jewifli  world  knew  not  their  King,  God's  everlafting    Son.    God's  ever 


2T1 


Son. 


-2JS. 


a? 

la 


3  Nor  doth  it  yet  appear    How  great  we  mud  be  made  : 

But  when  we  fee  our  Saviour  here,    Wc  lhail  be  like  our  head. 

4  A  hope  fo  much  divine    May  trials  well  endure. 

May  purge  our  fouls  from  ferile  and  iin,    As  Chrift  the  Lord  is  pure. 


5  If  in  my  Father's  love    I  fhare  a  filial  part, 
Send  down  thy  fpirit  like  a  dove    To  reft  upon  my  heart. 

6  We  would  no  longer  lie     Like  flaves  beneath  the  throne  ; 
My  faith  fhall  Abba  Father  cry,    And  thou  the  kindred  own. 


1 
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AIR. 


Gravesend. 


Soft. 


Hymn  65.    L,  M. 


Loud- 


tr 
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Let  the  fev'nth  angel  found  on  high,  Let  Ihouts  be  heard  thro'  all  the  fky  !  Kings  of  the  earth  with  one  accord,  Give  up  your  kingdoms  to  the  Lord.  Give  up  your  Sec. 
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2  Almighty  God,  thy  pow'r  afTume, 
Who  waft,  and  art,  and  art  to  come  ; 
Jefus  the  Lamb,  who  once  was  flain> 
For  ever  live,  for  ever  reign. 


3  The  angry  nations  fret  an  J  rn.u. 
That  they  can  flay  the  lain  s  no  more  ; 
On  wings  of  vengeance  flLi  our  God, 
To  pay  the  long  arrears  of  uloodl 


AIR. 


No.  418. 


Italy. 


Hymn  66. 
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4  Now  muft  the  riling  dead  appear  : 
Now  the  decifive  fentence  henr  ; 
Now  the  dear  martyrs  of  the  Lord 
Receive  an  infinite  reward. 


L.  M.  2  verses. 
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Let    him      embrace    my    foul   and    prove,  Mine    int'reft.         in  his     heav'nly  love;  The  voice  that  tells  me  thou  art  mine,  Exceeds  the  LlefTings    of  the  vine. 

§E3EE=fc|Efcfcdd^ 
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Pia. 


Tor. 


On  thee,  th'anointing   fpirit  came,  And  fpreads  the  favour  of  thy  name,  That  oil  of  gladnefs  and  of  grace,  Draws  virgin  fouls  to  meet  thy  face.  Draws  virgin  fouls  to  meet  thy  face. 


§z*zlzE:Ez±E:EiEz^l:§=?:x:cz^:iz_z?ziEz?:i:^=f:i: 

3  Jefus  allure  me  by  thy  charms,    My  foul  fhnll  fly  into  thine  arms, 

Our  wand'ring  feet  thy  favors  bring    To  the  fair  chambers  of  the  King. 

4  [Wonder  and  pleafure  tunes  our  voice,    To  fpeak  thy  prailes  and  our  joys  ; 
Our  mem'ry  keeps  this  love  of  thine    Beyond  the  tafte  of  richeft  wine.] 

5  Though  in  ourfelves  deform'd  we  are,    And  black  as  Kedars  tents  appear, 
Yet  when  we  put  -thy  beauties  on,    Fair  as  the  courts  of  Solomon. 


p-t.o 
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6  [While  at  his  table  firs  the  King,    He  loves  to  fee  us  fmlfe  aiui  ifing  ; 

Our  graces  are  our  heft  perfume,    And  breathe  like  fpik'enard  round  the  room. 

7  As  myrrh  new  bleeding  from  the  tree,'  Such  is  a  dying  Cbrift  to  me; 
And  while  he  makes  my  ibul  his  gueft,    My  bofom,  Lord,  fhail  be  thy  reft. 

8  No  beams  of  cedar  or  of  fir,    Can  with  thy  courts  on  earih  compare, 
And  hCi-e  we  wait  until  thv  love    Riiife  us  to  nobler  feats  abpve./j 


256    No.  419* 


Venice. 


AIR 


Hymn  67.    L.  M.  2  verses.       book  i. 


^Thou,   whom  my     foul  admires        above    All  earthly     joys   and     earthly       love,      Tell  rne,  clear  fliepherd,  let  me  know 'Where  doth  thy  fv/eetcft  paftures  grow. 


Soft. 


Loud. 


Where     is     the  fhadow    of  that  rock,  Which  from  the  fun  defends  thy  flock  ?  Fain  would  I   feed    among  thy    fheep,  Among  them    reft,    Among  them  fleep. 


3  Why  fliould  thy  bride  appear  like  one 
That  turns  afidt  to  paths  unknown  ? 
My  conftant  feet  would  never  rove. 
Would  never  feek  another  love. 


4  [The  footfteps  of  thy  flock  I  fee  ; 
Thy  fwe'eteft  paftures  here  they  be  ; 
A  wond'rous  feaft  thy  love  prepares, 
Bought  with  thy  wounds,,  and  groans,  and  tears. 


5  His  deareft  flefh  he  makes  my  food, 
And  bids  me  drink  his  richeft  blood  ; 
Here  to  thefe  hills  my  foul  will  come, 
'Till  my  beloved  lead  me  home.] 


i 


A 


IR.   No.  420. 


Sharon. 


Hymn  68.    L.  M.  2  verses. 


Behold   the  Rofe  of 


 v.  <S 

isx  


Sharon  here,  The 


Lilly    which  the 


vallies  bear  ;     Behold    the  Tree    of  Life  that  gives  Refrelhing  fruit  and  healing  leaves  " 
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Among    the    thorns  fo  lillies    lhine  :  Among  wild  gourds  the  noble  vine  ;  So       in     my     eyes,  my    .  Saviour  proves  Amid  a  thoufand  meaner  loves. 
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3  Beneath  his  cooling  fnade  I  fat,    To  ftiield  me  from  the  burning  heat  ; 
Of  heav'nly  fruit  he  fpreads.a  feaft,    To  feed  my  eyes  and  pleaie  my  tafte. 

4  [Kindly  he  brought  me  to  the  place    Where  ftands  the  banquet  of  his  grace  ; 
He  faw  me  faint,  and  o'er  my  head,    The  banner  of  his  love  he  fpread. 


IZZZZZ^ibriZZZZ 
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5  With  living  bread  and  gen'roos  Wine,    He  cheers  this  finking  heart  of  mine  ; 
And  op'ning  his  own  hinrt  to  me,    He  Ihows  his  thoughts,  how  kind  they  be.} 

6  O  never  let  my  Loid  depart,    Lie  down  and  reft  upon  my  heart  ; 

I  charge  my  fins  not  once  to  move,    Nor  itir,  nor  wake,  nor  giieve  my  love. 
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Hymji  69.    L.  M. 
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The       voice       of  my 
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The     Voice  of 


my 
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Gently    he  draws  my   heart  a- 


cyes  of   love    he     looks    at       me ;    Now    in  the  gofpel's         cleared    glafs,  He  lhows  the  beauties  of  his  face. 


Rife,         rife,    rife,  faith  my  Lord,  make 


fcOOK  I. 
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facred     turtle    dove  we  hear  Proclaim  the  new  the  joy ful  year. 
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Th'  immortal         vine       of       heav'nly  root        Bloflbms  and       buds,  and 
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facred    turtle    dove  we  hear  Proclaim  tbe  new,  the  joyful  year. 
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Lo,  we  are  come  to       tafle    the    wine  ; 


Lo, 


we  are 
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Our  fouls 
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Lo,  we  are  come  to    tafte      die  wine 
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Soft.  Gres.  Soft. 


And  when  we  hear  our  Jefus  fay,  Rile    up,  my  love,  make  hafte  away  ! 
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Loud. 
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hind, 
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Our  hearts  would  fain    outfly     the  wind,  And  leave 


all  earthly 


=9= 

loves  behind, 


love  .behind. 
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And     leave    all  earthly 
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No.  422. 


Surrinam. 


AIR.  Andante 


Hymn  60.    L.  M* 


^  


Hark !  the     Redeemer       from  on 


high         Sweetly     invites     his     f^v'rites    nigh;    From  caves  of  daaknefs  and  of  doubt,  Ke  gently  fpeaks  and  calls  us  out. 


Sofc. 


Loud. 


My   dove,  who     hideft         in  the  rock,  Thine  heart  almoft  with    forrow  broke  ; 


Lift  up  thy  face,       forget     thy   fear,  And  let  thy  voice  delight  mine  ear. 
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Duett.  Tenor. 


BOOK 


Thy    voice  to  me  founds  ever  fweet ;  My  graces  in  thy  count'nance    meet;       Though  the  vain  world  thy  face     defpife,  'Tis  bright  and       comely  in  mine  eye  ■ 
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joyfjl       lips  lhall  raife  The  voice  of  pray'r  and  that  of  p 
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*  -■     a  Y;  •      ->i  —         ■  V*  ■  : 

Dear  Lord,  our   thankful  heart  receives  The  hope  thy       invi    -    tacion  gives;  To  thee   our  joyful 
I     am    my  Love?s,  and     he  is  mine  ;  Our  hearts,  our  hopes,  our  paffions  join  ;  JNor   let  a 


+:-:J] 

xzzdr 


Soft. 

1 J?  Tr^^. 


Duett. 


My     foul    to       paflures    fair  he    leads,  Ahiong  the     lillies    where  he   feeds;   Among  the  faints  (whofe  robes  are  white,  Waih'd  in  his  blood)  is  his  deliVht- 

idTrdlc,  ^  1  £> 

~f z^zlz^z^ixi^.~"iiiIrEr^|z.^ziz:  :zj^z^]  i;^z^~  i-zzjzz zijzz^c^zdzjzzzzzziizz^ii^ 
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ning    light  I  fee, 

iiiiiiizfe^ 


.   ,  ■  ■  br^Sk,  and  fhadows  flee,    '.    'Till  the  fweet  dawning    light  I     fee,       Thine  eyes  to  me-ward    often    turn,  Nor    let    my   foul  in     darknefs  mourn. 

 r-  * 


._^__^_.^TZ^__^ 


£-+- 

Bp! — 

BOOK  I*  zbz 

u 

Andante. 


Be  like  a  hart  on  mountains  green,  on  mountains  green, Leap  o'er  the  hiils  of  fear  &  fin  ;  Nor  guilt  nor  unbelief  divide,  Nor  guiltmor  unbelief  divide  My  Lord  &  Saviour  from  my  fide- 


'  Be  like  A  hart  on  mountains  green,  on  mountains  green,      Leap  o'er  the  hills  of  fear  and  fin  ;  Nor  guilt  nor  Unbelief  divide  My 

Be  like  a  hart  on  mountains  green,  Leap  o'er  the  hills  of  fear.        and  fin  ;  Nor  guilt  nor  unbelief,  nor  unbelief  divide  My 


No.  423.  Greenston.  Hymn  71.    L,  M.  2  verses. 


Often   I     feek  my  Lord  by     night,    Jefus,  my    love,  my     foul's     delight ;  With  warm  defire  and    reftlefs    thought  I      feek  him     oft,    but  fiiltti  him  not. 


Then  I      arife,    and  fearch  the  ftreet,  Till    I    my  Lord,  my    Saviour     meet ;      I  afk  the    watchmen       of  the    night,    Where  did  you  fee  my  foul's     delight  ? 


3  Sometimes  I  find  him  in  my  way  ;    Directed  by  a  heav'nly  ray  ;  5  He  gives  me  there  his  bleeding  heart,    Pierc'd  for  my  fake  with  deadly  fmart ; 
I  leap  for  joy  to  fee  his  face,    And  hold  him  faft  in  mine  embrace.  I  give  my  foul  to  him,  and  there    Our  loves  their  mutual  tokens  fhare. 

4  I  bring  him  to  my  mother's  home,    Nor  does  my  Lord  refufe  to  come  6  I  charge  you  all,  ye  earthly  toys,    Approach  not  to  dillnrb  my  joys  ; 
To  Sion's  fiicred  chambers  where    My  foul  firft  drew  the  vital  air.  Nor  fin.  nor  hell  ccme  near  my  heart,    Nor  caufe  my  Saviour  to  depart. 

K  2 
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^  1  - 


/ — \ 


Jefus,  thou         ever    -    lafting  King,  Accept  the  tribute  which  we  bring  ;  Accept  the        well  deferv'd        renown,  And  wear  our     praifes       as  thy  crown. 


izrzzEzE 


flip 


3  Let  ev'ry  act  of  worfhip  be,    Like  our  efpoufals,  Lord,  to  thee  ; 

Like  the  dear  hour,  when  from  above    We  firft  receiv'd  thy  pledge  of  love. 

4  The  gladnefs  of  that  happy  day  !    Our  hearts  would  wifh  it  long  to  itay  ; 
Nor  let  our  faith  forfake  its  hold,    Nor  comfort  fink,  nor  love  grow  cold. 


5  Each  foll'wing  minute  as  it  flies,    Increafe  thy  praife,  improve  our  joys, 
'Till  we  are  rais'd  to  fing  thy  name    At  the  great  fupper  of  the  Lamb. 

6  O  that  the  months  would  roll  away,    And  bring  that  coronation  day  ! 
The  King  of  grace  Hall  fill  the  throne,    With  all  his  Father's  glories  or.. 


AIR.      NO.  425. 

jfcifczEiE"* 


Dunham. 
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Hymn  73.    L.  M.  2  versus. 


Kind  is  the  fpeech  of  Chrifl.  our  Lord,    AfTeclion    founds  in       ev'ry    word;    Lo,  thou  art  fair,  my   love  he    cries,  Not  the  young  doves  have  fweeter  eyes. 


1  Jz^zpreE^rpzpEI: 


EE 
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Sweet  are  thy    lips,  thy  pleafing  voice  Salutes  mine  ears  with      fecret       joys;  No  fpice  fo    much    delights  the    fmell,  Nor  milk  nor     horjey    talks  fo  well. 


3  Thou  art  all  fair,  my  bride,  to  me  ;    I  will  behold  no  fpot  in  thee. 
What  mighty  wonders  love  performs,    And  puts  a  comelinefs  or.  worms  ! 

4  Defil'd  and  loathfome  as  we  are,    He  makes  us  white  and  calls  us  fair  ; 
Adorns  us  with  that  heav'nly  diefs,    His  graces  and  his  righteoufnefs.  To  Sion  where  his  glories  are  ;    Not  Lebanon  is  half  fo  fair. 

7  Nor  dens  of  prey,  nor  fl.ow'ry  plains,    JNor  earthly  joys,  nor  earthly  pains, 
Shall  hold  my  ftet,  or  foice  my  ftay,    When  Chrilt  invites  my  foul  away. 


5  My  filter  and  my  fpoufe,  he  cries,    Bound  to  my  heart  by  various  tics, 
Thy  pow'rfu)  love  my  heart  detains    In  ftrong  delight  and  pleafing  chains. 

6  He  calls  me  from  the  Leopard's  den,    From  this  wide  world  of  bealts  and  men, 


air.   No-  426.  ^     ^  Nubia.  .  ^      ^     ^  Hymn  74.    L.  M.  ^verses. 

a    garden  well    around,    Chofen    and,    made      peculiar       ground ;  A  little     fpot      inclos'd    by  grace, 


Wc 


Soft. 


EElErL. 
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Loud. 

r~\  ss  /""-s  f\ 


Like  trees  of  myrrh  and  fpice  vre  ftand,  Planted  by     God  the  Father's  hand, 


And  all  the  fprings  in      Sion     flow,  To     make  the  young  plantation 


3  Awake,  O  heav'nly  wind,  and  come,    Blow  on  this  garden  of  perfume  ; 
Spirit  divine,  defend  and  breath    A  gracious  gale  on  plants  beneath. 

4  Make  our  belt  fpices  flow  abroad,    To  entertain  our  Saviour  God  : 
And  faith  and  love,  and  joy  appear,    And  ev'ry  grace  be  active  here. 

5  I-et  my  bebved  come  and  tafte    His  pleafant  fruits  at  his  own  feaft  ; 

I  come  my  fpoufe,  I  come,  he  cries,    With  love  and  uleaftye  in  his  eyes. 


6  Our  Lord  into  his  garden  comes    Well  pleas'd  to  fmell  our  poor  perfumes, 
And  calls  us  to  a  feaft  divine,    Sweeter  than  honey,  milk  or  wine. 

7  Eat  of  the  tree  of  life  my  friends,    The  bleiiings  that  my  father  fends  ; 
Your  tafte  fhall  all  my  dainties  prove,    And  drink  abundance  ol  my  love. 

8  Jefus,  we  will  frequent  thy  board,    And  fing  the  bounties  of  our  Lord  ; 

Bnt  the  rich  food  on  which  we  live    Demands  more  praife  than  tongue  can  g' 
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No. 


AIR. 


427.  Amcrtoiu  Hymn  75.    L.  M.  book  i. 


The  wor.d'rir.g  world  inquires  to  know  Why  I  ihaold  love  my  Jcius  fo  :  What  are  his  charms,  fay  they,  above    The  objects  of  a  moital  love  :  Tile  objects  0/  a  mortal  love, 

Tcmr.  ! 
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Yes,  my  beloved  to 
All  human  beauties, 


iy  fight    Shews  a  fweet  mixture  red  and  white  : 
all  divine,     f  n  my  beloved  meet  and  fhine. 
White  is  his  foul,  from  blemilh  free  ;    Red  with  the  blood  he  flicd  for  me  ; 
The  faireft  often  thonfand  fairs  ;    A  fun  among  ten  thoufand  liars. 
His  head  the  fineft' gold  excels  ;    There  wifdom  in  perfection  dwells, 
And  glory  like  a  crown  adorns    Thofe  temples  once  belet  with  thorns. 
Companions  in  his  heart  are  found,    Cloi'c  by  the  iignals  of  his  woutid  : 
His  facred  lide  no  more  ilia.il  bear    The  cruel  fcourge,  the  piercing  Ipear. 

10  All  over  glorious  is  my  Lord, 


n  l  i 


No.  423, 


His  woith  if  all  the  nations  knew, 

Wmckelsea* 


His  hands  are  fairer  to  behold    Than  diamonds  fet  in  rings  of  gpid  ; 
Thofe  heav'nly  hands,  that  on  the  tree    Were  naii'd,  and  tern,  ar.d  bled  for  me. 
7  Though  once  he  bow'd  his  feeble  knees    Loaded  with  fins  and  agonies, 
Now  on  the  throne  of  his  command    His  legs  like  marble  pillais  ftand. 
$  His  eyes  arc  majelty  and  love.    The  eagle  temper'd  with  the  dove  ; 

No  more  fhall  trickling  forrows  roll    Through  thofe  dear  windows  of  his  foul-. 
9  His  mouth  that  pour'd  out  long  complaints, Now  fmilesSc  cheers  his  fainting  faints 
His  countenance,  more  graceful  is    Than  Lebanon  widi  all  its  trees 
Rluft  be  belov'd,  and  yefadoi'd  ; 

Sure  the  whole  earth  would  love  him  too. 


Hymn  76.    L.  M.  2  verses. 
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When  ftrangers 


ftand  and  '  hear    me         tell    What  beauties    in    my  Saviour  dwell 


Whs 
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rs  lie  is 


gone  they  fain  would  know,  That  they  might  feek  anjjHove  him  too. 
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kecfihis  throne,  On  hills  of  light,  in  worlds  unknown  ; 


My     beft  beloved 


tz+TzrJzrzr.:; 
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But    he     defcends      and  fliows  his  face    In  the  young  gardens  of  his  grace. 


3  In  vineyards  planted  by  his  hand,    W  here  fruitful  trees  in  order  ftand  ; 
lie  feeds  among  the  fpicy  beds,    Where  lillies  fhow  tlu-ir  fpotle.'s  heads. 

4  He  lias  cngrofs'd  my  watmclt  love.    No  earthly  charms  my  foul  can  move  : 
I  have  a  rnanfion  in  his  heart,    Iscr  death  nor  hell  (hall  make  us  part. 


5  He  takes  my  foul  e'er  I'm  aware,    And  fhows  me  where  his  glories  are  ; 
No  chai^ot  of  Arnminadih'    The  heav'nly  'rapture  can  defcribc. 

6  O  may  my  fpifit  daily  rife    On  wings  of  faith  above  the  fl>ies, 

'Till  death  fhall  make  my  laft  remove,    To  dwell  forever  with  my  love. 
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Ophir. 


Hymn  77,    L.  M. 
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AIR.  Soft. 


Now    in  the    gall'ries  of  his  grace  Appears  the    King,  and  thus 
-rr- — :  l~r  -I — l-T- 


he      fays,    "  How  fair     my    faints  are  in    my  fight,  My  love  how  pleafant  for  delight. 


reus  i  frriik^Hirfw  pte 
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Loud. 
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love    how  pleafant  for  delight.  How  fair  my    faints  are    in    my  fight,  My  love  how  pleafant  for  delight.  My  love  how       pleaf.mt  -  for 


delight 


zi  n_T  (jz 
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z  Kind  is  thy  language,  fov'reign  L^rd,    There's  heav'nly  grace  in  ev'ry  word  ; 

From  that  dear  mouth  a  ftrcnm  divine  Flows  fweeter  than  the  choiceft  wine. 
3  Such  wond'rous  love  awakes  die  lip    Of  faints  that  were  almoft  afleep 

To  fpeak  the  praifes  of  thy  name,    And  make  our  cold  affections  flame. 


0 


Thefe  are  the  joys  he  lets  us  know    In  fields  and  villages  below  : 
Gives  us  a  relilh  of  his  love,    But  keeps  his  nobleft  feaft  above. 
In  Paradiic,  within  the  gates    An  higher  entertainment  waits  ; 
Fruits  new  and  old  laid  up  in  More,    Where  we  fliall  feed  but  thirft  no 


j    air.   No.  430.  Plastow.  Hymn  78.    L.  M. 


Who  is  this  fair  one 


in    diflrefs    That  travels  from  the  wildernefs  ?     And  prefs'd  with    farrows  and  with  fins,    On  her  be 


lov    -       ed  Lord  flie  leans. 


This  is  the  fpoufe  of  Chrift  our  God,    Bought  with  the  trenfures  of  his  blood  : 
And  her  requeft,  and  her  complaint,    Is  but  the  voice  of  ev'ry  faint. 
"  O  let  my  name  engraven  ftand,    Both  on  thy  heart  and  on  thy  hand  ; 
Seal  me  upon  thine  arm,  and  wear,    That  pledge  of  love  for  ever  there. 
Stronger  than  death  thy  love  is  known,  Which  floods  of  wrath  could  never  drown; 
And  hell  and.  earth  in  vain  combine    To  quench-  a  fire  fo  much  divine. 


5  But  I  am  jealous  of  my  heart,    Led  it  fliould  once  from  thee  depart  ; 
Then  let  thy  name  be  well  imprefs'd,    As  a  fair  fignet  on  my  breaft. 

6  'Till  thou  haft  brought  me  to  thy  home,    Where  fears  and  doubts  can  never  come, 
Thy  count'nance  let  mc  often  fee,    And  often  thou  (halt  hear  from  me. 

7  Come,  my  beloved,  hafte  away,    Cut  fliort  the  hours  of  thy  delay  ; 
Fly  like  a  youthful  heart  or  roe    Over  die  hills  where  fpices  grow." 
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Morning  Hymn.  Hymn  79.    L.  M,  book  i. 


God  of  the  morning,  at  whofe  voice  The  cheerful  fun  makes  hafte  to  rife,  And  like  a  giant  doth  rejoice  To  run  his  journey  thio'  the  fkies.  From  t.he  fair  chambers  of  theeaft,  The 

AIR    ■  :   '  '  ' 
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And  without  wearinefs  or  reft,  Round 


circuit  of  his  race  begins  Round  the  whole  earth  he  Wes  and  fliines.  And  without  wearinefs  or  reft,  Round  the  whole  earth  he  flies  and  fhine.  Round,  &c. 
3Z±lfzP=S~T  -r-4—rr  


And  without  wearinefs  or  reft,  Round 


3  Oh,  like  the  fun  may  I  fulfil    Th'  appointed  duties  of  the  day, 

With  ready  mind  and  aclive  will    March  on  and  keep  my  heav'nly  way. 

4  But  I  fliall  rove,  and  lofe  the  race,    If  God  my  fun  fijould  difappear, 
And  leave  me  in  this  world's  wild  maze,    To  foliow  cv'ry  wand'ring  Mar. 


5  Lord,  thy  commands  are  clean  and  pure,    Enlight'ning  our  beclouded  eyes  ; 
Thy  threat'nings  juft,  thy  promife  fure,    Thy  gofpel  makes  the  fimple  wife. 

6  Give  me  thy  counfel  for  my  guide,    And  then  receive  me  to  thy  blifs  ; 
All  my  defires  and  hopes  befide    Are  faint  and  cold  conipar'd  with  this. 


Book  i.  No.  482. 


Evening  Hymn. 


Hymn  80.    L.  M,  2  verses.  271 


AIR.    Moderate.  ^  ^  ^  ^  p. 

Thus  far  the  Lord  has    led  me     on,  Thus  far  his    pow'r     prolongs  my    days,  And     ev'ry     evening  (hall  make  known,  Some  frefh  memorials  of  his  grace. 


BBS 


liiift 


Much  of  my  time  has  run  to  wafte,  And  I  perhaps  am  near  my  home  ;  But  he  forgives  my  follies  part,  He  gives  me  ftrehgth  for  days  to  come.  He  gives  me  ftrength  for  &c. 


3  I  lay  my  body  down  to  fleep,    Peace  is  the  pillow  for  my  head  ; 

While  well  appointed  angels  keep    Their  watchful  ftations  round  my  bed. 

4  In  vain  the  fons  of  earth  or  hell    Tell  me  a  fhoufand  frightful  things  ; 
My  God  in  fafety  makes  me  dwell    Beneath  the  fhadow  of  his  wings. 


5  Faith  in  his  name,  forbids  my  fear  :    O  may  thy  prefence  ne'er  depart, 
An.-)  in  the  morning  make  me  hear    The  love  and  kiiidnefs  of  thy  heart. 

6  Thus  when  the  night  of  death  fliall  come,  My  flefh  fhall  reft  beneath  the  ground, 
And  vail  ..hy  voice  to  roufe  my  tumb,    With  fweet  falvation  in  the  found. 


AIR.      NO.  483. 


Morning  Song. 


Hymn  81.    L.  M. 


My  God,  how  cndlefs  is  thy  love  !  Thy  gifts  are  ev'ry  evening  new  ;  And  morning  mercies  from  above, 
  s^s  _  _ 


Gently   diftil       like   early  dew. 

.  /  \ 


And 


_        _   _       *  ■  ________  _j   j   —  ^.ij-^<^  "T*5  _J  zd 


tores  the  light,  And  quicken's  all  my  drowfy  pow'rs.  Thy  fov'reign  word  reftorcs  the  light,  And  quickens  all  my  drowfy  pow'rs.  I  yield   my  pow'rs  to  thy  command,  To 


thee  I   conftcrate   my  days  ;    To   thee   I     confecrate   my  days  ;    Perpetual  bleffings  from  thine  hand,  Perpetual  bleffings,       Perpetual  bleffings  from  thine  hand, 


W~  =. 

E>  


•Perpetual  bleffings 


thine      hand,  De- 


Perpetual  bleffings  from  thine  hand,  Perpetual  bleffings  from  thine  hand, 
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Demand  perpetual         fongs      of   praife,    De       -  rnand,  Demand        perpetual       longs     of  praife. 


73 


mand  per 
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mand  perpetual       fongs    of     praife,  De 


petual  fongs    of       praife.  Demand 


ism  i 


— x>- 


p.  : 

-4- — 3- 


.UJL  


Demand  perpetual 


fongs       of  praife.  Demand 


Shall  the  vile  race  of  flefii  and  blood  Contend  with  their  Creator  God  ?    Shall  mortal  worms  prefume  to  be     More     holy,      wife,     or  juft  than  he  ?        Behold  he  , 

AIR 


Their  natures,  when  compar'd  with  his,  Are  neither  Loiy,  juft  nor  wife. 
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How  frail  are      we  ! 


How    glorious    thou  1 


Wo  more    the    fons    of    earth   'fhall    dare    With  an  e 


ternal 


God  compare. 


Hymn  83.  CM. 

Not    from    the     dud       affliction     grows,    Nor   troubles    rife    by    chance  ;  Yet  we    are       born  to    cares    and  woes,    A         fad    inher    -  itance. 


A;  fparks  break  out  from  burning  coals, 
And  ftill  are  upward  borne  ; 
So  grief  is  rooted  in  our  fouls, 
And  man  grows  up  to  mourn. 


Yet  with  my  God  I  leave  my  caufe* 
And  trufthij  promis'd  grace  ; 
He  rules  me  by  his  well  known  laws 
Of  love  and  righteoulnefs. 


4  Not  all  the  pains  that  e'er  I  bore 
Shall  fpoil  my  future  peace, 
For  death  and  hell  can  do  no  more 
Than  what  my  Father  pleafe. 


air.   No.  4.36-.  -  ■■  Medway. 


Hymn  84. 

--- r-e-T- 


L..M. 


Jehovah  fpeaks,  let    Ifrael    hear,  Let  all  the  earth  rejoice  and  fear, 


fov'reign  honors     and  his  names. 


 at. 


2  "lam  the  laft,  and  I  the  firft,    The  Saviour  God,  and  God  the  juft  ; . 
There's  none  befides  pretends  to  fliew    Such  juftice  and  falvation  too. 

3  Ye  that  in  {hades  of  darknefs  dwell,    Juft  on  the  verge  of  death  and  hell,. 
Look  up  to  me  from  diflant  lands ;    Light,  life,  and  heav'n  are  in  my  hands. 

6  In  me,  the  Lord,  fhall  all  the  feed 
And  by  their  fliiaiag  graces  prove 


4  I  by  my  holy  name  have  fwom,    Nor  fhall  the  woid  in  vain  return  ; 

To  me  fhall  all  things  bend  the  knee,    And  ev'py  tongue  fhall  fwear  to  me. 

5  In  me  alone  fhall  men  confefs    Lies  all  their  ftrength  and  righteoufhefs. 
But  fuch  as  dare  defpife  my  name*,    I'll  clothe  them  with  eternal  flume. 

Of  Ifrael  from  their  fins  be  freed, 
Their  int'reft  in  my  pard'ning  love."  ■ 


ji 


276    At?.  437,   _  ^   St.  Thomas's.  Hymn  85.    S.  M. 

The  Lord  on    high  proclaims       His       Godhead    from  his    throne  ;       Mercy       and  juftice  are     the  names  By  which  I    will  be 

^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^ 
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known. 


II 

li 


2  Ye  dying  fouls  that  fit 
In  darkneE  and  diftrcfs, 
Look  from  the  borders  of  the  pit 
To  my  recov'iing  gra».e. 


3  Sin,"ers  fhall  hear  the  found  ; 
Their  th-nkiiii  tongues  (hall  own, 
Our  righttoainefs  and  flrengih  is  found 
In  thee,  my  Lord,  alone. 


4  In  thee  fhall  Ifrael  truft, 
And  fee  their  guilt  forgiv'n  ; 
God  will  pronounce  the  fanners  juft, 
And  take  the  faints  lo  htav'n. 


No.  438. 

Pll 


Bangor 


— e_ 
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Hymn  86.    C.  M. 


z|zfz|z^z|zgzjz|zgz|l 


:gz|EE 


Ml 


How  fhould  the    fons    of       Adam's   race    Be    pure        before    their    God  I  If 


he  contend  in 


We 


fall       beneath  his 


rightcoufnef; 

&Erj!::£lz3zS 


rod. 

izqzI? 


E  "  t      p  I^p  ^  ^    c    (-    t  "  iz  [~    [~    ^  [~ 

2  To  vindicate  my  words  and  thoughts     I'll  make  no  more  pretence  ;  4  Mountains  by  his  almighty  wrath    From  their  old  feats  are  torn  ; 
Not  one  of  all  my  thoufand  faults    Can  bear  a  juft  defc  ce.  He  fiiakes  the  earth  from  fouth  to  north,    And  all  her  pillars  mourn. 

3  Strong  is  his  arm,  his  heart  is  wife  ;    What  vain  prelumer's  dare  5  He  bids  the  inn  forbear  to  rife,    The  obedient  fun  forbears  ; 
Againlt  their  Maker's  hand  to  rife    Or  'tempt  th'  unequal  war  ?  His  hand  with  JackcJoth  ipreads  the  fkies,    And  feals  up  all  the  fiats. 

6  He  walks  upon  the  ftormy  fea  ;  Flies  on  the  ftormy  wind  ; 

Theie'i  none  can  trace  his  woiid'rous  way,    Or  his  dark  footfteps  find. 

air.    No-  439.  .  ^      Norwirk.    ^  ^  .      Hymn  87.    L.  M. 

Thus    faith    t]ie  high  and         lofty         One,    "  I    lit      upon        my         holy  throne ; 


zr& 


My  name  is  God,  I  dwell  on  high,  I  dwell  on  high,  Dwell 


IZJ:' 


:t  


-p 


My  name  is  God,  I  dwell  on.  high, 


My  name  is  God,  I  dwell  on  high,  My  name  is  Gcd,  I  dwell  on  high, 
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in    my  own  eter 


ni    •    ty.    Dwell    in       my    own  eter 


ty.    Dwell    in       my  own 


ter    -  ni 
tr 


Dwell  in 


:t=i: 


my    own  e 


 IJ]  — 

Hid! 


Dwell      in      my    own  eter 


ty- 


2  But  I  defcend  to  worlds  below,    On  earth  I  have  a  manfion  too  ; 
The  humble  fpirit  and  contrite    Is  an  abode  of  my  delight, 

3  The  humble  foul  my  words  revive,    I  bid  the  mourning  finner  live  ; 
Heal  all  the  broken  hearts  I  find,    And  eafe  the  forrows  of  the  mind. 


4  When  I  contend  againft  their  fin,       I  make  them  know  how  vile  they've  been  ; 
Buc  fhould  my  wrarh  for  ever  fmoke,  Their  fouls  would  fink  beneath  my  flroke." 

5  O  may  thy  pard'ning  grace  be  nigh,    Left  we  lliould  faint,  djgfpair  and  die  ! 
Thus  lliall  our  better  thoughts  approve    The  method's  of  thy  chafl'ning  love. 


AIR. 


No.  440. 

 — t-^  


Boundbrook. 


Hymn  88.    L.  M. 


Life  is    the  time     to  ferve  the  Lord,    The  time  t'  infure  the  great  reward,  And  while  the  lamp  holds  out  to  burn,      The         vileft       finner       may  return. 


-«=- — 


Life      is  the  hour  that  God  has    giv'n     To  'fcape  from  hell  and    fly    to    heav'n  ;    The  day  of  grace,  and  mortals  may       Secure    the    bleffings      of  the  day. 


 ±§_dt,*g— £  X  -£-£  £-3.*3- 


3  The  living  know  that  they  mud  die,    But  all  the  dead  forgotten  lie  ; 
Their  mem'ry  and  their  fenfe  is  gone,    Alike  unknowing  and  unknown. 

4  Their  hatred  and  their  love  is  loft,    Their  envy  bury'd  in  the  duft  ; 
They  have  no  lhare  in  all  that's  done    Beneath  the  circuit  of  the  fun. 


5  Then  what  my  thonghts  defign  to  do,    My  hands,  with  all  your  might  purfue, 
Since  no  de-vice,  nor  work  is  found,    Nor  faith,  nor  hope,  beneath  the  ground. 

6  There  are  no  acls  of  pardon  pall    In  the  cold  grave  to  which  we  hafle, 
But  darknefs,  death,  and  long  defnair 


Reign  in  eternal  filencc  there. 


2-?  8  No. 
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Ashbury.  Hymn  8g.    L,  M. 


AIR.    Ye  fonsof 


Adam,  vain  and  young,    Indulge  your  eyes,  indulge  your  tongue  Tafte  the  delights  your    fouls   defire,  And  give  a  loofe  to  all  your  fire. 


2  P'lifue  the  pleafures  you  defien    And  cheer  your  hearts  with  for^s  and  wine,  4  The  vengeance  to  your  follies  due    Should  ftrike  your  hearts  with  terror  thro': 
E  joy  the  day  of  mirth  ;  but  know    There  is  a  dav  of  judgment  too.  '   How  will  ye  (land  before  his  face,    Or  anfwer  for  his  injur'd  grace  i 

3  God  from  on  high  beholds  your  thoughts,    His  book  records  your  fee  ret  faults  ;  5  Almighty  God   turn  ofF  their  eyes    From  rhefe  alluring  vanities, 
The  works  of  darknefs  you  have  dune    Mutt  all  app.ar  before  the  luii.  And  let  the  thunder  oi  thy  word    Awake  their  fouls  to  fear  the  Lord. 


AIR.      No.  442. 


Randolph. 


Hvmn  co.    C.  M. 


Q- 


z  t: 

the    young  tribes  cf 


Adam      rife,  And  through  all    nature        2ove,  Fulfil     the    withes       of  their  eyes,  And  tafte    the    joys    they  love. 


m 


2  Th  v  give  a  loofe  to  wild  defires  ; 

But  let  the  tinners  know 

The  Uriel  accounc  that  God  requires 

Of  all  the  works  they  do. 


3  The  Judge  prepares  his  throne  on  high, 

The  frighted  earth  and  feas 
Avoid  he  fury  of  his  eye, 
And  flee  beioie  his  tace. 


4.  How  mall  I  bea*  that  dreadful  day, 

And  lland  the  fiery  telt  * 
I'd  give  all  mortal  joys  away 
To  be  for  ever  bleft. 


AIR. 


No.  443.  Butle^h.  Hymn  g  i 


L.  M. 


Now  in  the  heat  of    youthful    blood,         Remember  your  Creator       God  ; 


Behold  the  months  come  haft'ning  on,  When  you  (hall  fay  "  my  joys  are  gone 


2  Behold  the  aged  finner  goes, 

Laden  with  guilt  and  heavy  woes, 

Down  to  the  regions  of  the  dead, 
With  endlda  curfes  on  his  head. 


3  The  dud  returns  to  duft  again  : 
The  foul  in  agonies  of  pain 
Afcends  to  God  ;  not  there  to  dwell, 
But  hears  her  doom,  and  finks  to  hell. 


4  Eternal  King,  I  fear  thy  name, 
Teach  me  to  know  how  frail  I  am  j. 
And  when  my  foul  muft  hence  remove. 
Give  me  a  manfion  in  thy  love. 


BOOK  I.  No.  444, 

AIR.  ^  ^_  ^ 

Shall    wifdom       cry  aloud, 


Nat  ekes. 


Hymn  92.    S.  M.  2  verses,  279 

And    not  her    fpeech  be  heard  ?      The     voice  of    God's    e    -   ternal    word,  Deferves       it      no     regard  ? 


"  I    was  his  chief  delight, 


His       ever    -   lafting     Son  ; 


Before    the      firft    of       all      his  works 


■1 — 


^-=^-T— n.  — -  


Creation 


was  beuun. 


3  Before  the  flying  clouds,    Before  the  folid  land, 
Before  the  fields,  before  the  floods,    I  dwelt  at  his  right  hand. 

4  When  he  adorn'd  the  Ikies,    And  built  them,  I  was  there, 
To  order,  when  the  fun  (hould  rife,    And  marftial  ev'ry  liar. 

5  When  he  pour'd  out  the  lea,    And  fpfead  the  flowing  deep, 
I  gave  the  flood  a  firm  decree,    In  its  own  bounds  to  keep. 


 — o-JJ- 


6  Upon  the  empty  air    The  earth  was  balanc'd  well  ; 

Wi;h  joy  I  faw  the  m.mfion  where    The  ions  of  men  lhoulJ  dwell. 
'1  My  bnfy  thoughts  at  ti  lt    On  their  falvation  ran, 

Ere  fra        born  01  ^darn's  dult    Was  fafhion'd  to  a  man. 
■8   Then  come,  receive  my  grace,    Ye  children  anil  be  v  ife  ; 

Happy  the  man  that  keeps  my  ways  ;    The  man  that  lliuns  them  dies. 


air.   No.  445.  Brecknock.  Hymn  93.    L.  M. 


Thus  faith  the   wifdom     of  the  Lord,  "  Bleft  is  the   man  that  hears  my  word,      Keeps    daily  watch    before    my  gates,  And  at  my   feet  for  mercy  waits. 


2  The  foul  that  feeks  me  {hall  obtain    Immortal  wealth,  and  heav'nly  gain  ;  3  But  the  vile  wretch  that  flies  from  me,    Doth  his  own  foul  an  injury  ; 

Immortal  life  is  his  reward,    Life  and  the  favour  of  the  Lord.  Fools  that  againft  my  grace  rebel    Seek  death,  and  love  the  road  to  hell. 


280    No.  446.  Westham.  Hymn  94.    CM/  &ook  r 

Tain  are  the  hopes  the  fons  of  men  On  their  own  woiks  have  buiJt  ;  Their  hearts  by  nature  all  unclean,  And  all  their  actions  guilt.  And  all  their        actions  guilt. 


2  Let  Jew  and  Gentile  flop  their  mouthsj 
Without  a  murm'ring  word, 
And  the  whole  race  of  Adam  ftand 
Guilty  before  the  Lord. 


3  In  vain  we  afk  God's  righteous  law 
To  juflify  us  now, 
Since  to  convince,  and  to  condemn, 
Is  all  the  law  can  do. 


4  Jefus  how  glorious  is  thy  grace, 
When  in  thy  name  we  truft  ! 
Our  faith  receives  a  righteoufnefs 
That  makes  the  finner  juft. 


AIR.     AO.  44  7. 


Croyland. 


Hymn  95.    C.  M.  2  verses. 


Soft. 


Not  all  the  outward  forms  on  earth,  Nor  rites  that  God  has  giv'n,  Nor  will  of  man,  nor  blood  of  beafls,  Can  raife  a  foul  to  heav'n        The   fov'reign    will  of 


— 
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Loud. 
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God    alone       Creates       us  heirs    of   grace ;  Born    in    the  image 


of   his  Son,  A    new  peculiar     race,    A     new     peculiar  race. 

1 


-e- 


3  The  fpitit  like  fome  heav'nly  wind,    Blows  on  the  fons  of  flefh, 
New  models  all  the  carnal  mind,    And  forms  the  man  afrefii. 


j  t — 

4  Our  quicken'd  fculs  awake  and  rife    From  the  Ibhg  fleep  of  death  ; 
On  heav'nly  things  we  fix  our  eyes,    And  praife  employs  our  breath. 


f 


book  I.  No.  448.  Frederic ksburgh  Hymn  96*    C.  M. 


But       few       among    the       carnal    wife,  But       few       of        nobler     race,  Obtain'd  the      favor     of   thine  eyes,      Almighty  King 
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grace. 


2  He  takes  the  men  of  meaneft  name 
For  fons  and  heirs  of  God  ; 
And  thus  he  pours  abundant  fhame 
On  honorable  blood. 


3  He  calls  the  fool,  and  makes  him  know 
The  myft'ries  of  his  grace, 
To  bring  afpiring  wifdom  low, 
And  all  its  pride  abafe. 


4  Nature  has  all  its  glories  loft, 
When  brought  before  his  throne  ; 
No  flefh  lhall  in  his  prelence  boaft 
But  in  the  Lord  alone. 


O 


No.  449. 


Danbury. 


Hymn  97.    L.  M, 


Bury'd  in  fhadows  of  the  night,  We  lie  till  Chrift  reftores  the  light,  Wifdom  defcends  to  heal  the  blind,  And  chafe  the  daiknefs  of  the  mind.  And  chafe  the  darknefs  of  the  mind.  , 
^  "  ^  ®  And  chafe  the  darknefs  of  the  isBn&i  Ata.d. 


Steffi 


pa: 


2  Our  guilty  fouls  are  drown' d  in  tears,    'Till  his  atoning  blood  appears  : 
Then  we  awake  from  deep  diftiefs,    And  £ng,  "The  Lord  our  righteoufnefs." 

3  Our  very  frame  is  mix'd  with  fin,    His  fpirit  makes  our  natures  clean  : 
Such  virtues  from  his  fufPrings  flow,    At  once  to  cleanfe  and  pardon  too. 


And  chafe  the  darknefs  of  the  mind,  And 

4  Jefus  beholds  where  Satan  reigns,    Binding  his  (laves  in  heavy  chains, 
He  fets  the  pris'ners  free,  and  breaks    The  iron  bondage  from  our  necks. 

5  Poor  helplefs  worms  in  thee  poiTefs     Grace,  wifdom,  pow'r,  and  righteoufnefs ; 
Thou  art  our  mighty  All,  and  we,    Give  our  whole  felves,  O  Lord,  to  thee. 


fouls  arife. 


air.    No.  450.       ^  Dracut.  Hjmri  98.  ^  S.  M. 

How    heavy    is  the  nigh That  hangs  upon  our  eyes,  'Till  Chrift  with  his  reviving'lignt  Over*our^  fouls       ^  arife.  ^ 

^  '  *~  ^    Over  ourf  ^uls  ^  arife. 


i 


2  Our  guilty  fpirits  dread    To  meet  the  wrath  of  heav'n, 
But  in  his  righteoufnefs  array'd,    We  fee  our  fins  forgiv'n. 

3  Unholy  and  impure    Are  all  our  thoughts  and  ways, 
His  hands  infe&ed  nature  cure    With  fanttifying.  grace. 

M  2 


4  TTje  pow'rs  of  hell  agree    To  hold  our  fouls  in  vain, 

He  fets  the  fons  of  bondage  free,    And  breaks  the  curfed  chain. 

5  Lord,  we  adore  thy  ways,    To  bring  us  near  to  God, 

Thy  fov'reign  pow'r,  thy  healing  grace,    And  thine  atoning  blood- 


282    A7o.  451 


Kennington* 


Hymn  99,    C.  M. 


book  I. 


AIR.     Vain  are  the  hopes  that   rebels  place, 


Upon 


their    birth  and  blood,        Def   -  cended  from  a         pious       race,  Their  fathers  now  with  God. 

1  "S^P^^S^^i^S 


2  He  from  the  caves  of  earth  and  hell    Can  take  the  harden;  ftones, 
And  fill  the  houfe  of  Abraham  well    With  new  created  fons. 


AIR.     NO.  452. 


Orkney. 


3  Such  wond'rous  pow'r  doth  he  pofTefs,    Who  form'd  our  mortal  frame, 
Who  call'd  the  worl'd  from  emntincfs  ;    The  world  obey'd  and  came. ' 


Hymn  100.    L.  Mi  2  verses* 


Not  to  condemn   the     fons  of   men    Did  Chrift  the    fon  of     God   appear  :      No  weapons    in  his  hands  are    feen,    Nor  flaming  fword,  nor     thunder  there. 


Such  was  the   pity       of  our    God,  He  lov'd  the   race  of   man    fo       well,  He  fent  his        Son    to       bear  our  load    Of   fins,  and  fave  our    fouls  from  hell. 


3  Sinners,  believe  the  Saviour's  word,    Truft  in  his  mighty  name  and  live  ; 
A  thoufitnd  joys  his  lips  alFord,    His  hands  a  thoufand  bleffings  give* 


4  But  vengeance  and  damnation  lies    On  rebels  who  refufe  his  grace  ; 
Who  God's  eternal  Son  defpife-,    The  hotteft  hell-  fhall  be  their  place. 


book  i.  No.  453. 


Macedonia. 


Hymn  101,    L.  M. 


AIR. 


283 
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Who   can  defcribe   the    joys  that     rife    Thro' all  the  courts  of      paradife,  To  fee  a         prodigal    return,         To  fee  an    heir    of       glory  born? 


~e~M — 


gEiEffiEzz" 


:9z  ziz — TZp_(S.z#.ZT 
:Ez^zizE=±zEz 


:j=qz|z 
:izEzEz; 


e- 


-B--0— r-pw-a 


With  joy  the    Father    doth  approve    The  fruit  of     his      eternal  love  ;       The    Son  with  joy  looks  down  and  fees    The  purchafe  of  his  agonies. 


 ^  ^  I  ^_£!^rp__1  r- 


r~\        s~\  /~~\  /~\  s-^ 


The  fpirit  takes  delight  to  view  The  holy  foul,  he  fcrm'd  anew,  And  faints  and  angejs  join  to  fing  The  growing  empire  of  their  King,  The  growing  empire  of  their  King. 


■a-  w 


WW  w 


^igiizpzi^z^'f' 


w  w  ✓  w  w  w 
<r>        ^-\  / 
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AIR.    Soft.  tr  Loud.  tr  Soft. 


Bleft  are  the  humble    fouls  that  f«e  Their  emptinefs       and      poverty;    Treafures  of  grace  to  them  are  giv'n,    And  crowns  of  joy  laid  up  in  heav'n.  Bleft  are  the 


Loud. 


tr 


Soft. 


Loud. 


tr 


W   v.  ✓  "  v^/         w  w   v-/         V  '   v^/    w  V  X  V  s 

men  cf   broken  heart,  Who  mourn  for  fin  with  inward  fmart  ;  The  blood  of  Chrift  divinely  flows  A  healing  balm  for  all  their  woes.    A  healing  balm  for  all  their  woes. 


-  jr.-** 


3  Bleft  are  the  meek,  who  ftand  afar    From  rage  and  paffion,  noife  and  war  ; 
God  will  fecure  their  happy  ftater  1  And  plead  their  caufe  againft  the  great. 

4  Bleft  are  the  fouls  that  third  for  grace,    Hunger  and  long  for  righteoulhefs. 
They  (hall  be  well  fupply'd  and  fed    With  living  ftreams  and  living  bread. 

5  Bleft  are  the  men  whole  bowels  move    And  melt  with  fympathy  and  love  : 
From  Chrift  the  Lord  (hall  they  obtain    Like  fympathy  and  love  again. 


:t:~t 
:±:[ 

6 
7 


Bleft  are  the  pure  whofe  hearts  are  clean    From  the  defiling  pow'r  of  fin  ; 
With  endlefs  pleafure  they  (hall  fee    A  God  of  fpotlefs  purity. 
Bleft  are  the  men  of  peaceful  life,    Who  quench  the  coals  of  growing  ftrife 
They  (hall  be  call'd  the  heirs  of  blifs,    The  fons  of  God,  t^e  God  of  peace. 
Bleft  are  the  iuff'rers  who  partake    Of  pain  and  (hame  for  Jefus'  fake  ; 
Their  fouls  (hall  triumph  in  the  Lord  ;    Glory  and  joy  are  their  reward. 


AIR.     ^0.  455, 


Blakeney. 


Hymn  103.  CM. 


I'm  not  alham'fl  to  own  my  Lord,  Or     to  defend  his  caufe,        Maintain  the  honor    of  his  word,  The     glory    of  his  crofs. 

ffiFr  r  fi  rf-ft;  ff&$&u3g:&\z\  r.  r  r  c,  l^r  r  j  lr  r  r  H  r?H  MH^i 


Jefus,  my  God,  I  know  his 


-i — 


BOOK  tf 

.B.  m~*. 


Soft. 


Loud. 
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name  ;  His  name  is  all  my  truft,     Nor  will  he  put  my  foul  to  fliame,    Nor     let  my  hope  be  loft.      Nor  will  he  put  my  foul  to  fliame,  Nor     let  my  hope  be  loft. 


Soft. 


PS 


Firm   as  his  throne  his  promife  ftands,    And  he  can  well  fecute,  What  I've  committed     to  his  hands,  'Till     the  decifive    hour.   Then  will  he  own  my  worthlefs 


Loud. 


Soft. 


^  Loud. 

name,  Then  will  he  own  my  worthlefs  name,  Before  his  Father's  face  ;  And  in  the  new  Jerufalem  Appoint  my  foul  a  place.  And  in  the  new  Jerufalem  Appoint  my  foul  a  place. 


2 86    ATo.  456 

AIR. 


Londonderry. 


Hymn  '104.  CM, 


tr 


tr 


tr 


Not     the  ma 
 i_*!5  


licious  or     profane,    The  wanton 

tr 


BOOK  I. 

tr 


or  the  proud,  Nor  thieves,  nor  fland'rcrs  fhall  obtain    The  kingdom 
tr 


>f   our  God. 
tr 

mm. 


 -g-  ^  


2  Surprifing  grace  !  and  fuch  were  we 
By  nature  and  by  fin, 
Heirs  of  immortal  mifery, 
Unholy  and  unclean. 


3  But  we  are  wafh'd  in  Jefus'  blood, 
We're  pardon'd  through  hir,  name  ; 
And  the  good  fpirit  of  our  God 
Has  fanftify'd  our  frame. 


4  O  for  a  perfevering  pow'r 
To  keep  thy  juft  commands  ! 
We  fliould  defile  our  hearts  no  more, 
No  more  pollute  our  hands. 


AIR. 


No.  45 7^ 


L- R-i 


St.  Hilary  s 


Hymn  105.    C.  M. 

tr       Soft.  Loud. 
 IiriZZZZ^ITIZlB—IZj^T-^-^-- 


Nor  eye  hath  feen,  nor  ear  hath  heard,  Nor  fenfe  nor  reafon  known,  What  joys  the  Father  hath  prepar'd  For  thofe  who  love  lie  Son.  For  thofe  who  love   the  Son. 


g-n — 
*"  ""~ 

s 

1 

=3 

 . 

= 

-1 — ^= 

2  But  the  good  Spirit  of  the  Lord  Reveals  a  heav'n  to  come 
The  beams  of  glory  in  his  word  Allure  and  gaiide  us  home. 

3  Pure  are  the  joys  above  the  fky,  And  all  the  region  peace  ; 
No  wanton  lips,  nor  envious  eye,    Can  fee  or  taite  the  blifs. 


No.  458. 

58  1 ,  . ,_  —  . 


Thetford. 


4  Thofe  holy  gates  for  ever  bar    Pollution,  fin  and  fhame  : 
None  fhall  obtain  admittance  there,    But  folPwers  of  the  Lamb. 

5  He  keeps  the  Father's  book  of  life,    There  all  their  names  are  found 
The  hypocrite  in  vain  fhall  ftrive    To  tread  the  heav'nly  ground. 

Hymn  106.    S.  M.  3  verses. 


AIR.  Shall  we  go     onto     fin,  Becaufe  thy  grace  abounds  ?     Or  crucify  the  Lord  again,  And  open  all  his  wounds  ?  Forbid   it,    mighty     God,  Nor 


let  it       e'er  be     faid,       That    we,  whofe  fins  are         crucify'd,  Should    raife  them  from  the  dead.  We  will  be  flaves  no  more,  fince  Chrift  hath 


made    us    free,        We     will  be    flaves  no  more,       Since  Chrift  hath  made  us        free,      He's  nail'd  our    tyrants     to  his       crofs,    And  bought  our  liberty. 


288    No.  459. 

AIR. 


Lima, 


Hymn  107,    L.  M. 


book  1. 


Deceiv'd  by  fubtle  fnares  of  hell, 


-e 

Adam  our  head,  our  father       fell,    When     Satan  in  the  Serpent    hid,      Propos'd       the  fruit  which  God  forbid. 


-e-T — t- 


2  Death  was  the  threat'ning  ;  death  began    To  take  poffeffion  of  the  man  : 
His  unborn  race  receiv'd  the  wound,    And  heavy  curfes  fmote  the  ground; 

3  But  Satan  found  a  worfe  reward  ;    Thus  faith  the  vengeance  of  the  Lord, 
Let  everlafting  hatred  be    Betwixt  the  woman's  feed  and  thee. 

6  Lo,  by  the  fons  of  hell  he  dies 


4  The  woman's  feed  (hall  be  my  Son,    He  fiiall  deftroy  what  thou  haft  done  > 
Shall  break  thy  head,  and  only  feel    Thy  malice  raging  at  his  heel. 

5  [He  fpake,  and  bid  four  thoui'and  years    Roll  on  ;  at  length  his  Son  appears  ^ 
Angels  with  joy  defcend  to  earth,    And  fing  the  young  Redeemer's  birth. 

But  as  he  hung  'twixt  earth  and  Ikies, 


He  gave  their  prince  a  fatal  blow,    And  triumph'd  o'er  the  pow'is  below.] 


No.  460. 


Ashford. 


l\  


Not  with  our  mortal  eyes    Have  we  beheld  the  Lord,  Yet    we  rejoice  to  hear  his  name,  And  love  him  in  his  word.    Yet      we    rejoice       to  hear  his  name,  Yet 

^  ^  ■     •     ^      ^   ^  Yet  we  rejoice,  Yet 


Hymn  108.    S.  M. 

ft. 


m 


AfTettuosa 


we  rejoice  to  hear  his  name,  And    love    him       in  his    word.  On    earth  we  Want  the  fight  Of  our  Redeemer's  face,     Yet,  Lord,  our  inmoft  thoughts  delight,  To 

 t  -r  1— T—.— t — -»-*±in^z"Tzzzzzzz: 


^:zz^r~z^^'y — ~~  t~  ;~j — — ~jj       — :["""""' — — "  1 — — 1j — j  I —  ~"~£~|=^~~"^~^ 

we  rejoice  to 


"we  rejoice  to 


BOOK  I 


2 


dwell  upon   thy    grace.    Yet,    Lord,  our  inmoft 


thoughts 


de 


light,  our  inmoft  thoughts  delight    To     dwell    upon  thy 


Yet,       Lord,  our       inmoft  thoughts,  our 


inmoft  thought  delight 


Yet,      Lord,     our       inmoft,     inmoft  thoughts  delight 


grace.  To    dwell      upon     thy  grace. 


And  when  we  tafte  thy  love,    Our  joys  divinely    grow     Unfpeakable,  like     thofe  above,     Unfpeakable,  like 


Unfpeakable  like 


Unfpeakable,  Unfpeakable,  like 


 i  


:i: 

below. 


thofe         above,       And  heav'n  begins  be       -    low  And  heav'n  begins       below,    And    heav'n  begins 


thofe  above, 


And  heav'n  begins  below.  And 


^  p  ^  ^  "  ~jl  ^         ^   ^      "  "  i  


thofe  above, 


And  heav'n  begins  be 


low   -  . 


And 


N2 


Deerfield,  Hymn  log.    L.  M. 
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BOOK  I. 

Ill 


AIR 

-i3 — ZT. 


No    more,  my  God,      I       boaft       no    more    Of  all  the  duties  I  have  done  ;    I  quit  the  hopes  I  held  before,  To  truft    the        merits         of       thy  Son. 


JlIZQZ 


XV.. 


:szi: 
~zx: 


isiiii 


z±z±zzz:dz 


Now  for  the    love,      I      bear    his     name,  What  was  my  gain,  I  count  my  lofs ;     My  former   pride,    I     count    my  fhame,  And  nail  my  glory     to  his  crofs. 


3  Yes,  and  I  mu,ft  and  will  efteem    All  tilings  but  lofs  for  Jefus' fake  ; 
O  may  my  foul  be  found  in  him,    And  of  his  righteoufneis  partake. 


33: 


J: 


4  The  heft  obedience  of  my  hands    Dares  not  appear  before  thy  throne  ; 
But  faith  can  anfwer  thy  demands,    By  pleading  what  my  Hord  has  done. 


! 


fil 


BOOK  I.   AT0.  462, 

^    AIR.  '  ' 


LanrelkilL 


Hymn  110,    CM.  5  verses.  291 


There  is  a  houfe  not  made  with  hands  Eternal,  and  on  high,  And  here  my  fpirit  waiting  ftands,  'Till  God  fliall  bid  it  fly. 

1 


Shortly  this  prifon  of  my  clay  Mali 


4— 


if 


._!  X_(  


— ;  1  1     1    f       1        \*     4g  —  1    }  — 1  1 


-e— > 


be    diflblv'd    and    fall  :  Then,  O    my  foul,  with    joy      obey       Thy    heav'nly    Father's    call.  Then,  O  my  foul,  with    joy  obey    Thy     heav'nly  Fathei's  call. 


292    '  BOOK  I. 

Faith  lives  upon  his    word;       But  while  the       body    is    our  home,  We're    abfent    from  the    Lord.         'Tis  pleafant  to  believe  thy  grace,  But  we  had  rather  fee,  We 

_^  ^       ^  ■        _|  ^       _  _  ^  .  _  ,   ^  '       ^  ^  p  /'  ' 


AIR. 


No.  463, 


Brentfidd. 


Hymn  111.  CM. 


§E^<::i^  EfcE^-EiEi^ 

Lord,  we         confefs  our  num'rcui  faults,  How  great  our  guilt  has  been  !  Foolifh  and  vain  were  all  our  thoughts,    And  all  our  lives  were  fin. 


2  But,  O  my  foul,  for  ever  praife,    For  ever  love  his  name, 
Who  tarns  thy  feet  from  dangerous  ways    Of- folly,  fin  and  ilwme. 

3  'Tis  not  by  works  of  righteouinels,    Which  our  own  hand-  luve  done  ; 
But  we  are  fav'd  by  fov'reign  grace,    Abounding  through  his  Son. 

,  6  Rais.'d  from  the  dead  we  live  anew 


We  lhall  appear  in  glory  too,    And  fee  our  Father's  face." 


4  'Tis  from  the  mercy  of  our  God    That  all  our  hopes  begin  ; 
'Tis  by  the  water  and  the  blood    Our  fouls  are  wafh'd  from  fin. 

5  'Tis  through  the  purchafe  of  his  death    Who  hung  upon  the  tree, 
The  Spirit  is  font  down  to  breathe    On  fuch  dry  bones  as  we. 

And  Juftify'd  by  gracc>  •  •■   ■  ' 
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AIR.    Andante.  Slow.  Soft. 


dying   hour,  And  live,  the  prophet  cries  ;       But  Chrifl:  performs  a  nobler  cure,  When  faith  lifts  up  her  eyes.  When  faith  lifts  up  her  eyes.  High  on  the  crofs  the 


29 


1 

SB 


lifted       up,    A  dyinf 


"1 


BOOK  t. 





AIR. 


-(E — I — — £jj  Eh— -I-  Eh 

A0.  465. 


world 


The  Jew       beholds     the      glorious  hope 


Th'  expiring 
ZZZT 


Gentile 


lives. 


F 


Uhnen.  Hymn  113.  CM. 


How  large  the  promife  !  how  divine,    To    Abrah'm  and  his  feed  I      I'll  be  a      God    to      thee    and  thine, 


;up 


ply 


all 


their  need. 


The  words  of  his  extenfive  love 
From  age  to  age  endure  ; 
The  angel  of  the  cov'nant  proves, 
And  ieals  the  bleffings  lure. 


=  1 


-ffizprJEzH-zi-- 


:z:p.z 


3  Jefus  the  ancient  faith  confirms, 
To  our  great  Fathers  giv'n  ; 
He  takes  young  children  to  his  arms, 
And  calls  them  heirs  of  heav'n. 


4  Our  God,  how  faithful  are  his  ways  ! 
His  love  endures  the  fame  ; 
Nor  from  the  promife  of  his  grace 
Blots  out  the  children's  name. 


It 


AIR. 

-44- 
imizt 


No.  4.66. 

Hill 


Gentiles  by 

EEEj 


nature,    wc  belong    To    the  wild    olive    wood  ! 


Hymn  114.  CM. 

^±—p_z:  izpzz^zjz^iz*  z: 

tree,    And  grafts    us    in  the  good. 


Ware. 


Grace  took  us  from  the 


barren 


~z\z:  &  zzpzrzT^  z: 


Grace  took  us  from  the  barren  tree,  And 


tree 


And 


2  With  the  fame  bleffings -grace  endows 
The  Gentile  and  the  Jew  ; 
If  pure  and  holy  be  the  root, 
Sudi  are  die  branches  too. 


3  Then  let  the  children  of  the  faints 
Be  dedicate  to  God  ; 
Pour  out  thy  fpirit  on  them,  Lord, 
And  wafh  them  in  thy  blood. 


4  Thus  to  the  parents  and  their  feed 
Shall  thy  falvation  come, 
And  num'rous  houlholds  meet  at  laft 
In  one  eternal  home. 


BOOK  I.   A70,  467. 


Blanford* 


Hymn  1 15-.    C.  M. 


AIR. 


"~zErQ_ 
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.2,  Si  — 


Lord,  how  fecure 


inward 


dread 


I   was     alive      without    the  law 


And  tho't  my 


fins     were  dead. 


my  confidence  was,       And  ^  felt  no^ 


My  hopes  of  heav'n  were  firm  and  bright,    But  fince  the  precept  came 
With  a  convincing  pow'r  and  light,    I  find  how  vile  I  am, 
My  guilt  appear'd  but  fmall  before,    'Till  terribly  I  faw, 
How  perfedl,  holy,  juft  and  pure,    Was  thine  eternal  law. 

6  My  God,  I  cry  with  ev'ry  breath, 


To  break  the  yoke  of  fin  and  death,    And  thus  redeem  the  Have. 


4  Then  felt  my  foul  the  heavy  load,    My  fins  reviv'd  again,  Wt 
I  had  provok'd  a  dreadful  God,    And  all  my  hopes  wire  fiain. 

5  I'm  like  a  helplefs  captive  fold,    Under  the  pow'r  of  fin  : 
I  cannot  do  the  good  1  would,    Nor  keep  my  confidence  clean. 

For  fome  kind  pow'r  to  lave, 


Leitk, 


Hymn 


Thus  faith    the  firft,  the  great  command,  "  Let  all  thy  inward  pow'rs  unite,  To 


 r-f"^H-n— i — sv — »—tP™"1"*' — 1"1  r  -i«TH»a*»":^H"!^r— . — |-t — f-f>—s 


love 


1 


thy 


Maker 


ii 6.    L.  M. 

and    thy  God,  With    utmofi       vigour  and 


\  — 


6  Then  fliall  thy  neighbour  next  in  place 
Share  thine  affection  and  efteem, 
And  let  thy  kindnefs  to  thyfelf, 
Meafure  and  rule  thy  love  to  him." 


2.  ' 


3  This  is  the  fenfe  that  Mofes  fpoke, 

This  did  the  prophets  preach  and  prove  ; 
For  want  of  this  the  law  is  broke, 
And  the  whole  law's  fulfil'd  by  love. 


AIR.      NO.  469. 

±s:rrz-:Ti§zflL>T-z=.T 


Nottingham. 


4  But  O  how  bafe  our  pafiions  are  ! 
How  cold  our  charity  and  zeal  ! 
Lord,  fill  our  fouls  with  heav'nly  fire, 
Or  we  fliall  ne'er  peiibrm  jhy  will, 

Hymn^i  17.    L.  M. 


BE 

m 
b 


our  God,  and  fuch  are  we,    ^      The  fubje&s  of 


•1 — t — 

his 
•HH- 


^       'Behold^  the  potter  and  the  clay, "  He  forms  his  veffels  as 


 L 


decrees 


Jjt* 


it 


2  Doth  not  the  workman's  pow'r  extend    O'er  all  the  mafs  which  part  to  choofe. 
And  mould  it  for  a  nobler  end,    And  which  to  leave  for  viler  life  ! 

3  May  not  the  fov'reign  Lord  on  high    Difpenfe  his  favors  as  he  will, 
Choofe  fome  to  life,  while  others  die,    And  yet  be  juft  and  gracious  ft  ill  ? 

4  What  if  to  make  his  terror  known,    He  lets  his  patience  long  endure, 
Suff'iing  vile  rebels  to  go  on,    And  feal  their  own  deftrutfion  fure  ?  , 

8  Then  he  fliall  make  his  juftice  known, 


With  joy  or  terror  fnall  confefs    The  glory  of  his  rightcoufnefs. 


5  What  if  he  means  to  fliew  his  grace,    And  his  electing  love  employs, 

To  mark  out  fome  of  mortal  race,     And  form  them  fit  for  heav'nly  joys  ? 

6  Shall  man  reply  againfi  the  Lend,    And  call  his  maker's  ways  unjuft, 
The  thunder  of  whole  dreadful  word    Can  crufti  a  thoufand  worlds  to  dufl 

7  But,  O  my  foul,  if  truth  fo  bright,    Should  dazzle  and  confou:;dthy  fight, 
Yet  flill  his  written  will  obey,    And  wait  the  great  decilive  day. 

And  the  whole  world  before  his  throne, 


2g6      No.  470. 


The  h 


'  b7 


Milner.  Hymn  118.    S.  M.         book  i, 


Mofes    came,  But  peace  and  truth  and  love,  Were  brought  by  Chrilt,    a         nobler  name,  Defcend 


mg 


from 


above. 


2  Amid  the  houfe  of  God    Their  difPrent  works  were  done  : 
Mofes,  a  faithful  fervant  Rood,    But  Chrift  a  faithful  Son. 

3  Then  t»  his  new  commands    Be  flrift  obedience  paid  ; 

O'er  all  his  Father's  houfe  he  ftands    The  fov'reign  and  the  head. 


4  The  man  that  durft  defpife    The  law  that  Mofes  brought  ; 
Behold  !  how  terribly  he  dies    For  his  prefumptVnas  fault : 

5  But  foier  vengeance  falls    On  that  rebellious  race, 
Who  hate  to  hear  when  Jefus  calls,    And  dare  refift  his  grace. 


No.  '4ju  * 


Hymn  1 1 9.    C.  M. 

-  i — &o — x\z.  £  t  rirz„z§^dz±z§zij_ 


Cyrene. 

AIR.      Chrift     and    his       crofs    is    all    our  theme,  The  myft'ries,  that       -we  fpeak  Are  fcandal    in  the  Jews'  efteem,    And      folly  to       the  Greek. 


2  But  fouls  enlighten'd  from  above  ; 
With  joy  receive  the  word  ; 
They  fee  what  wifdom,  pow'r  and  love, 
Shines  ifi  their  dying  Lori. 

Bin  472. 

Air.  Andantino. 


3  The  vital  favour  of  his  name 
Reftores  their  fainting  breath  ; 
But  unbelief  perverts  the  fame 
To  guilt,  defpair,  and  death, 


4_. 

■  4.  'Till  God  difxufe  his  graces  down, 
Like  fhLAv'rs  of  heav'uly  rain, 
In  vain  A  polios  fows  the  ground, 
And  Paul  may  plant  in  vain. 


Gencssee. 


Hymn  120.    C.  M.  double. 


.t 


Faith  is    the       brighteft  evidence    Of  things  beyond  our  fight,  Breaks  thro'  the  clouds  of  fleih  and  fenfe,  And  dwells  in  heav'nly  light.  And  dwells  in  hjav'nly  light*.. 


Illllillll! 


— 

 T 

•  r 

:E:5 

BOOK  I. 

Soft. 


— . — 


Cres. 

/~~\  ^>  /*  \   & /-~-\  -px  s~\ 


It  fets  times  paft  in  prefent  view, 


Loud. 

/^S  /—N  S~\ 
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Of  things  a  thoufand  years  ago  Or  thoufand  years  to  come.  Of  thing  3  a  thoufand  years  ago  Or  thoufand  years  to  come. 


f  \ 


►0 


Brings  diftant  profpecls  home,  ^  ^  ^ 


3  By  faith  we  know  the  worlds  were  made    By  God's  almighty  word  ; 
Abrah'm  to  unknown  countries  led,    By  faith  obey'd  the  Lord. 


4  He  fought  a  city  far  and  high,    Built  by  th'  eternal  hands  ; 

And  faith  alfures  us,  though  we  die,    That  heav'nly  building  Hands. 


No.  473. 

Air. 


St.  Sebastian's. 


Hymn  121.    L.  M. 

Soft.  Loud. 


Thus  faith  the  mercy  of  the  Lord,  I'll  be  a  God  to  thee  :  I'll  blefs  thy  num'rous  race,  and  they,  I'll  blefs  thy  num'rous  race,  and  they,  I'll  blefs,  &c.        Shall  be  a  feed  for  me. 


2  Abrah'm  believ'd  the  promis'd  grace, 
And  gave  his  fons  to  God  ; 
But  water  feals  the  bleCing  now, 
That  once  was  feal'd  with  blood. 

No.  474. 

Air. 


3  Thus  Lydia  fandlify'd  her  houfe, 
When  lie  receiv'd  the  word  ; 
Thus  the  believing  jailor  gave 
His  houfliold  to  the  Lord. 


4  Thus  later  faints,  eternal  King, 
Thine  ancient  truth  embrace  : 
To  thee  their  infant  offspring  bring, 
And  humbly  claim  the  grace. 


Kingswood. 


tr 


Soft. 


Hymn  122.    L.  M. 


Loud. 


Do  we  not  know  that  folemn  word,  That  we  are  bury'd  with  the  Lord  ;    Baptiz'd  into     his     death  and   then  Put  of    the      body  of  cur  fin  ?    body    of  our  fin  ? 


2  Our  fouls  receive  diviner  breath,    Rais'd  from  corruption,  guilt  and  death  : 
So  from  the  grave  did  Chrift  aTife,    And  lives  to  God  above  the  Ikies. 

O  2 


3  No  more  let  fin  or  Satan  reign    Over  our  mortal  flefn  again  ; 

The  various  lulls  we  fsrv'd  before    Shall  have  dominion  now  no  more, 


298    Afo- 475-  Tunbridge.  Hymn  123.    CM.  double,      book  i. 

Air.  Moderate. 

■  -  _  ^  


air.  Moderate. 

Eehold    the       wretch  whofe  luft   and     wine    Has       wafted       his       eftate,      He  begs  a 


— 


fliaie    among      the  fwine    To  tafte  the  hufks  they  eat. 


±rjzdzd:rz 


For. 


Pia. 

^"zz:zzzpzzzirdz:pzzzzizzO:3^^^ — xi- 
§iEE:!zfzEzzE±z^ 

"I      die  with    hunger    here,"    he    cries,   "I  ftarve  in     foreign    lands;  My      Father's     houfe  has    large       fupplics,       And  bounteous  art  his  hands. 

>::~zz:zz^z  jz^z^ziz^r  ?:z|Z^zz^zz|z^rz~z  jz  *z|^z|gzjpj£T--z^zjzi  "^zzp^ri:.::  ~|:":^~^~^~^:|=^ 


T?  


— r(V  i--r- 

— rl  ;-+- 


3  I'll  go,  and  with  a  mournful  tongue    Fall  down  before  his  face  ; 
Father,  I've  done  thy  juftice  wrong,    Nor  can  defcrve  thy  grace." 

4  He  faid,  and  haften'd  to  his  home,    To  feek  his  father's  love  ; 
Tin  father  faw  the  rebel  come,    And  all  his  bowels  move. 

7  A  day  of  feafting  I  ordain,    Let  mirth  and  joy  abound  ; 

My  fon  was  dead,  and  lives  again,    Was  loft,  and  now  is  found." 


5  He  ran  and  fell  upon  hk  neck,    Embrac'd  and  kifs'd  his  fon  ; 
The  rebel's  heart  with  foii  ow  brake    For  follies  he  had  done. 


6  "  Take  of  his  clothes  of  lharne  and  fin,    (The  father  gives  command) 
Diefs  him  in  garments  white  and  clean,    With  rings  adorn  his  hand. 


A!R. 


No.  476. 


Acworth. 


Hymn  124.    L.  M.  double. 


Deep  in  the  duft    before  thy    throne,  Our  guilt  and   our  difgrace  we      own  ;  Great  God,  we  own  th'  unhappy  name    Whence  fprung  our  nature  and  our  fliame. 


BOOK  I. 


■99 


Adam  the    finner  :      at  his       {&V,      Death  like    a    conq'ror  feiz'd  Us      all  ;    A  thoufand  new  born  babes  are    dead  By- 


fatal 


to  their  head. 


3  But  while  our  fpirits  fill'd  with  awe    Behold  the  terrors  of  thy  law, 
We  Ung  the  honours  of  thy  grace,    That  fent  to  lave  our  ruin'd  race. 

4  We  fing  thine  everiaffing  Son,    Who  join'd  our  nature  to  his  own  : 
Adam  the  fccond  from  the  dull    Raifes  the  ruins  of  the  firft. 


5  [By  the  rebellion  of  one  man,    Through  all  his  feed  the  mifchief  ran  ; 
And  by  one  man's  obedience  now    Are  all  his  feed  made  righteous  too. 

6  Where  fin  did  reign,  and  death  abound,    There  have  the  ions  of  Adam  found 
Abounding  life  ;  there  glorious  grace    Reigns  thro'  the  Lord  our  righteoufnefs.] 


No.  477 

Air.  AfFettuoso. 


:|i^_^_±-^-_5 — d__rL:Ldz:J_Jz±  ^_J_d_4~^-3:^z£  dJ^ — EjzE  zf]|z 


|i£E  |z|E|zz|zzpzpz|z 


& — ■-. — i- 


-a- 


2  Touch'd  with  a  fympathy  within    Ke  knows  our  feeble  frame  ; 
He  knows  what  fore  temptations  mean,    For  he  hath  felt  the  fame. 

3  Blit  fpotlefs,  innocent  and  pure    The  great  Redeemer  Hood, 
.  While  Satan's  fiery  darts  he  bore,    And  did  re-ilt  to  blood. 

6  Then  let  our  humble  faith  addrefs 
We  ihall  maintain  deliv'ring  grace, 


4  Ke  in  the  days  of  feeble  flefh,    Pour'd  out  his  cries  and  tears. 
And  in  his  meafure  feels  afrefh    What  ev'ry  member  bears. 

5  [He'll  never  quench  the  fmoaking  fiax,    But  raife  it  to  a  flame  ; 
The  bruifed  reed  he  never  breaks,    Nor  fcorns  the  meaneft  name.} 

His  mercy  and  his  pow'r, 


In  the  di  ftreffmg  hour. 


A^.  478.  Berwick.  Hymn  126.    L.  M. 

:i:zlr~Ezf:z±^ 

But  peace  and  joy,  But  peace  and  joy  and  righteoufnefs,  Faith  and  obedience  to  his  word. 

Zfriz;Tzzz^:iZe_:Jzxzz  Z-isz 
zt:i^EEr^:Jr^|z±zG=iii 


Not  ciif'rent  food,  nor  diff'rent  diefs,  Compofe  the  kingdom  of  our  Lord, 

*~ZZ£ 


X  i_2_ 


But  peace  and  joy  and  righteoufnefs,  But  peace  and  joy  and  righteoufnefs,  Faith. 


„w  j«;  —   ,  r  j-j  -^-^  ,  _  ^  ^ 

gS^EjzE-zfz^ 


2  When  weaker  Chriflians  we  defpife,    We  do  the  gofpel  mighty  wrong  ; 
For  God  the  gracious  and  the  wife,    Receives  the  feeble  with  the  flrong. 


But  peace  and  joy  and  righteoufnefs,  Faith 

3  Let  pride  and  wrath  be  banifh'd  hence,    Meeknefs  and  love  our  fouls  purfue  : 
Nor  {hall  our  practice  give  offence    To  faints,  the  Gentile  or  the  Jew. 


300    No.  479, 


Wells,  Hymn  127.    L.  M.  ^    ■       book  r. 

:i  z+zzzp-Tzpz  ezzizirfe^:  pzirj^-ib  Bzfz^bixz  §=7f? zi^izq^i^re:^i-cra^ 


Come  hither  all  ye  weary    fouls,       Ye       heavy     laden    Tinners       come,       I'll    give  you  reft  from  all  your  toils,         And  raife  you  to  my  hcav'nly  home. 


-0- 


zc: 


zz z^zLzzzxj 


They  fhall  find  reft  that  learn  of  me, 
I'm  of  a  meek  and  lowly  mind  ; 
But  paffion  rageb  like  the  lea, 
And  pride  is  reliefs  as  the  wind. 


3  Blefs'd  is  the  man  whofe  moulders  take 
My  yoke  and  bear  it  with  delight  ; 
My  yoke  is  eafy  to  his  neck, 
My  grace  fhall  make  the  burden  light. 


4  Jefns,  we  come  at  thy  command, 

With  faith,  and  hope,  and  humble  zeal, 
Rcfign  our  fpirits  to  thy  hand, 
To  mould  and  guide  us  at  thy  will. 


AIR.      ife  480. 


Tilbury, 


Kymn  128.    L.  M. 


Go, 


^  y  w 

preach  my 


q_£3  

sfg:gz^±zzez 


v  '       v^x  ' — :  *y  s — -y  ■    s  y     v  /  -  v_y 

gofpcl,-       faith  the  Lord,  Bid  the  whole  earth    my  grace  receive,  He  fhall  be  fav'd  that  trufts  my  word  ;  He  fhall  be  damn'd  that  won't  believe. 

/ — N 


3§5pp=  iSfiid  S§3^ 


2  I'll  make  your  great  conimiihon  known.    And  ye  fhall  prove  my  gofpel  true, 
By  all  the  works  that  I  have  done,    By  all  the  wonders  ye  lliall  do. 

3  Go  heal  the  fick,  go  raife  the  dead,    Go  caft  out  devils  in  my  name  ; 

Nor  let  my  prophets  be  afraid,    Though  Greeks  reproach  and  Jews  blafpheme. 

No.  481. 

Air. 


4  Teach  all  the  nations  my  commands,    I'm  with  you  till  the  world  fhall  end  ; 
All  pow'r  is  trufted  i:i  my  hands,    I  can  deftroy,  and  I  defend." 

5  He  {pake,  and  light  fhone  round  his  head,    On  a  bright  cloud  to  heav'n  he  rode  : 
They  to  the  fartheft  nations  fpread    The  grace  of  their  afcended  God. 


Soft. 


Shelling  ford,. 


Hymn  129.    L,  M. 


-*  n 


©«■  ,1 


Loud. 


Soft.  Loud.  tr 

y  \ — y  W  ^y  v  -         v^y  *  ^_y  s — s  y_/ 


Saints'  at  your  heav'nly  Father's  word,  Give  up  your  comforts  to  the  Lord  ;  He  fhall  reftore  what  you  refign,  Or  grant  you  bleinngs  more  divine.  Or  grant  ycu  bleflings,  &c. 

ttf  ,  — — — ,bcs-  — •»■••. _jca  -  -  i^aq ,  i.—ftm  i  ,  _.  .— 1^  t*pm  I — I — I — fi^-,  I  t*A  I"!  *--=v  I , — I — 1"™*  . — 


2  So  .nbrah'rn  with  obedient  hand  * 
Led  forth  his  Son  at  God's  command  ; 
The  wood,  the  fire,  the  knife  he  took,' 
His  arm  prepar'd  the  dreadful  ftroke. 


.^.pzizH 

3  Abrah'm  forbear,  the  angel,  cry'd, 
Thy  faith  is  known,  thy  love  is  try'd  ; 
Thy  foh  fhall  live  and  in  thy  feed 
Shall  the  whole  earth  be  blefs'd  indeed. 


4  Juft  in  the  lad  diftrefiing  hour 

The  Lord  difplays  deliv'ring  pow'r  ; 
The  mount  of  danger  is  the  place, 
Where  we  fhall  fee  furprifing  grace. 


BOOK  I.    No.  482, 

Air. 


Scythia. 


Hymn  130.    L.  M. 
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r 


:zt±z= 


Now  by  the   bowels       of  my     God,  His  fliarp  diftrefs,  his  fore  complaints,       By  his  laft  groans,  his  dying  blood,  I  charge    my     foul       to   love  the  faints. 


2  Clamour  and  wrath  and  war  be  gone, 
Envy  and  fpite  forever  ceafe, 
Let  bitter  words  no  more  be  known 
Among  the  faints,  the  fons  of  peace, 


3  The  fpirit  like  a  peaceful  dove, 

Flies  from  the  realms  of  noife  and  fliife  ; 
Why  fhould  we  vex  and  grieve  his  love 
Who  feals  our  fouls  to  heav'nly  life  ? 


4  Tender  and  kind  be  all  our  thoughts, 
Through  all  our  lives  let  mercy  run  : 
So_  God  forgives  our  numerous  faults 
For  the  dear  fake  of  Chrift  his  Soa. 


No.  483.  Portsea.  Hymn  131.    L.  M. 

Air.  Soft. 


■-tSiit-t-t-- 


Behold    how  finners 


dif 


a  -    gree,  The        Publican         and       Phar    -  i    -  fee  ;  One  doth  his 


righteoufnefs        proclaim,  The 


T.ZZZI 


■"I-1  4— 


tr 


Loud. 


othc 


owns  his      guilt  and  fhame.  One  doth     his  righteoufnefs 


proclaim,  The 


"3- 

35  _ 

—  ! — -»-— I — j— 

other  owns 


—I— — B. — J— 1—  4 


his 


.-j  _ 

H— — H 


juilt    and  fhame. 


"E~E  1— T" 


2  This  man  at  humble  diftance  Rands, 
And  cries  for  grace  with  lifted  hands  ; 
That  boldly  rifes  near  the  throne, 
And  talks  of  duties  he  has  done. 


3  The  Lord  their  difPrent  language  knows, 
And  difPrent  anfwers  he  bellows  ; 
The  humble  foul  with  grace  he  crowns, 
While  011  the  proud  his  anger  frowns. 


4  Dear  Father  let  me  never  be 
Join'd  with  the  boafting  Pharifee, 
I  have  no  merits  of  my  own, 
But  plead  the  fufPrings  of  thy  Son. 
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Lovain. 


cr — 


ztz^zlz6z~i 


*  Hymn  132.    L.  M.  book  i. 


So  let  our  lips  and   lives       exprefs    The     holy  gofpel        we     prcfefs  ;      So     let  our  works  and  virtues    fiiine,  To  prove»the  dotfiine      all    •  divir 


AIR. 


Thus  fhall  we  beft  proclaim    abroad         The     honors  of  our       Saviour    God  ;          When  the  falvation  reigns  within,  And  grace  fubdues  the  pow'r    of  fin. 


\-t  a--"^ 


EE— « — 2„^„£ 


Our  flefli  and  fenfe  mull  be   deny'd,      Paffion  and        envy,       luft  and   pride,      While  juftice,       temp'rance,   truth    and    love,  Our  inward    piety  approve. 


Religion  bears  our  fpirits  up,  While  we  expccl:  that  bleffed  hope,  The  bright  appearance  of  the  Lord,  And  faith  Hands  leaning,  And  faith  Hands  leaning  on  his  word. 


04    No.  485.  KennebunL  Hymn  133.    C.  M.         book  i. 


All       their      religion  is  a  dream  If 


All     their  religion  is       a  dream,    If  love       be  wanting  there. 


All       their     religion         is     a  dream,  All  their  religion  is     a    dream,  If 


2  Love  fuffers  long  with  patient  eye,    Nor  is  provok'd  in  hafte,  4  She  ne'er  defires  nor  feeks  to  know    The  fcandals  of  the  time  ; 
She  lets  the  prefent  inj'ry  die,     And  long  forgets  the  paft.  Nor  looks  with  pride  on  thofe  below,    Nor  envies  thofe  that  climb. 

3  Malice  and  rage,  thofe  fires  of  hell,    She  quenches  with  her  tongue  ;  5  She  lays  her  own  advantage  by    To  feek  her  neighbour's  good. 
Hopes  and  believes,  and  thinks  no  ill,    Though  fhe  endures  the  wrong.  So  God's  own  Son  came  down  to  die    And  bought  our  lives  with  blood. 

6  Love  is  the  grace  that  keeps  her  pow'r    In  all  the  realms  above. 
There  faith  and  hope  are  known  no  more,    But  faints  foiever  love. 


BOOK  I.     No.  486. 


Ho Hist on. 


Had   I  the  tongues  of    Greeks  and  Jews,  And      nobler       fpeech  than    angels  ufe, 


Hymn  134.    L.  M.  305 

If     love  be  abfent  I  am  found,  If     love  be  abfent 


If       love  be  abfent 


If   love  be  abfent 


found,    If       love  be  abfent 


:±: 


I    am  found  Like      tinkling    bra/s,  an  emp 


found. 


±z: 


-e- 


Like   tinkling  brafs,    an        empty  found. 

*— + — 3- 


P— 


:tts~ 

:M*: 


am  found, 


Like       tinkling  brafs,   an  empty, 
.  ^  _t.  •  b.  1 


empty  found, 


2  Were  I  infpir'd  to  preach  and  tell 
All  that  is  done  in  heaven  and  hell  ; 
Or  could  my  faith  the  world  remove, 
Still  I  am  nothing  without  love. 


Like       tinkling  brafs,  an       empty  found. 

3  Should  I  diftribute  all  my  More 
To  feed  the  bowels  of  the  poor, 
Or  give  my  body  to  the  flame. 
To  gain  a  martyr's  glor'ous  name  ; 


4  If  love  to  God  and  love  to  men 
Be  abfent,  all  my  hopes  are  vain  ; 
Nor  tongues,  nor  gifts,  nor  fiery  zeal, 
The  works  of  love  can  e'er  fulfil. 


No.  487.  St.  Jude's.  Hymn  135.    L.  M. 

Air.  Soft.  Loud.  Soft.  -  Loud.  tr 

Come,  dearefl:  Lord,  defcend  and  dwell  By  faith  &  love  in  ev'ry  breaft:,  By  faith  &  love  in  ev'ry  breaft,  Then  fhall  we  know  &  tafte  8c  feel  The  joys  that  cannot  be  exprefs'd.  The,&c. 


2  Come  fill  our  hearts  with  inward  ftrength,    Make  our  enlarged  fouls  pofTefs,  3  Now  to  the  God  whofe  pow'r  cm  do    More  than  our  thoughts  or  withes  know, 

And  learn  the  height  and  breadth  and  length    Of  thine  unmeafurable  grace.  Be  everlafting  honours  dene    By  all  the  church  through  Guilt  his  Son. 

P2 


3o6    No.  488. 


Sandisfield. 


Hymn  136.    C.  M. 


book  r. 


tr 


HEb: 


God  is 


Spirit;    juft    and  wife,  He    fees  our 


inmoft    mind ;  In   vain  to  heav'n  we    raife    our  cries,  and  leave  our  fouls 


*|.^--  


EEs 


 T-o— 


m 


behind. 


2  Nothing  but  truth  before  his  throne 
With  honor  can  appear  : 
The  painted  hypocrites  are  known 
Through  the  difguife  they  wear. 


3  Their  lifted  eyes  falute  the  {kies, 
Their  bending  knees  the  ground  ; 
But  God  abhors  the  facrifice. 
Where  not  the  heart  is  found. 


4  Lord,  fearch  my  thoughts,  and  try 
And  make  my  foul  fincere  ; 
Then  fhall  I  ftand  before  thy  face, 
And  find  acceptance  there. 


EiizP 

my  waysr 


No.  489. 


Air. 


Hymn  137*    L.  M. 


Bredby. 


•—— T  


-- — r  \-* — 


E3 


Now 


to 


the    pow'r     of     God  fupreme, 


Be 


ev 


lading, 


ev 


er 


lading 


honors    giv'n,  He 


II! 

III 

i  i  1 
nm 

._ 

— _ 

— 1 

Soft. 


faves  from       hell,  we     blefs  his 


— >-l — I- 

calls  our 


name,  He 


se£1 

wand'ring 


Loud. 


tr 


feet 


to 


heav'n. 


He    calls  our  wand'ring     feet  to 


— 

heav'n. 


2  Not  for  our  duty  or  deferts,    But  of  his  own  abundant  grace, 
He  works  falvation  in  our  hearts,    And  forms  a  people  for  his  praife. 

3  'Twas  his  own  purpofe  that  begun    To  rtfcue  rebels  doom'd  to  die  ; 
He  gave  us  grace  in  Chrift  his  Son,    Before  he  fpread  the  ftany  fky. 


4  Jefus  the  Lord  appears  at.laft,    And  makes  his  Father's  counfels  known  ; 
Declares  the  great  tranfactions  pafs'd,    And  brings  immortal  bleffings  down. 

5  He  dies  !  and  in  that  dreadful  night    Did  all  the  pow'rs  of  hell  deftroy  ; 
Kifing,  he  brought  our  hcav'a  to  light   And  took  poiTeffion  of  the  joy. 
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Air.  •  tr  ^  tr       Soft.  Loud.  tr 

Firm  as  the  earth  thy  gofpel  ftands,  My  Lord,  my  hope,  my  truft,  If  I  am  found  in  Jefus'  hands  My  foul  can  ne'er  be  loft.  If  I  am  found  in  Jefus'  hands  My  foul  can  ne'er  be  loft. 

tr  ^      ^       ^  ^  tr 


2  His  honor  is  engag'd  to  fave    The  meaneft  of  his  fheep  ; 
All  that  his  heav'nly  father  gave    His  hands  fecureJy  keep. 


3  Nor  death,  nor  hell,  fhall  e'er  remove    His  fav'rites  from  his  bread  ; 
In  the  dear  bofom  of  his  love    They  muft  forever  reft. 


No.  491. 


Air. 


Confidence. 


Hymn  139.    L.  M.  double. 


How  oft  hath  fin  and  Satan  ftrove  To  rend  my  foul  from  thee,  my  God  ?  But  everlaftiti"-  is  thy  love,  And  Jefus  feals  it  with  his  blood. 


Soft. 


The  oath  and  promife  of  the  Lord  Join. 





Increase. 


Loud. 


Eternal  pow'r  performs  the  word,  And  fills  all  heav'n  with  endlefs  praife.  Eternal  pow'r  performs  the  word,  And  fills  all  heav'n  with  endlefs  praife. 


to  confirm  the    wond'rous  grace  ; 


—EE 


3  Amid  temptations  fharp  and  long,    My  foul  to, this  dear  refuge  flies  ; 

Hope  is  my  anchor,  firm  and  ftrong,    While  tempefts  blow,  and  billows  rife. 


4  The  gofpel  bears  my  fpirit  up  ;    A  faithful  and  unchanging  God 
Lays' the  foundation  for  my  hope,    In  oaths,  and  promifes,  and  blood. 


m 
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AIR. 

Sills! 


Hymn  140.    CM.         book  i. 

zi=zrrz±=_EErz^- 1  r--iziz§f  cpzty  1~":a ' 1 — ^  ■*■ 


Miftakemfouls !  that  dream  of  heav'n,  And  make  their  empty  boaft, 


Of     inward       joys,  and    fins       forgiv'n,       While  they  arc  flaves  to 


lttft. 


r__  Quired! 


2  Vain  are  our  fancies,  airy  fiightsi    If  faith  he  cold  and  dead  ; 
None  but  a  living  pow;r  unites    To  Chrift:  the  lining  head. 

3  'Tis  faith  that  changes  all  the  heart,    'Tis  faith  that  works  by  love  ; 
That  bids  all  finful  joys  depart,    And  lifts  the  thoughts  above. 

4  'Tis  faith  that  conquers  earth  and  hell,    By  a  eeleflial  pow'r  ; 
This  is  the  "race  that  ihall  pievail    In  the  deciiive  hour. 


[Faith  muft  obey  her  Father's  will.    As  well  as  trull  his  grace  ; 

A  pard'ning  God  is  jealous  ftiil    For  his  own  holinefs. 

When  from  the  curfe  he  lets  us  free,    He  makes  our  natures  clean, 

Nor  would  he  fend  his  Son  to  be      The  Miniller  of  dp. 

His  Spirit  purifies  onr  frame,    And  feals  our  peace  with  God  ; 

Jefus  and  his  falvation  came    By  water  and  by  blood.] 


No.  493. 


Little  Marlborough. 


:=±:r.=-!— -izzzz 


:eje; 


ill— §1^ 


Air. 


Who    has      believ'd       thy    word,    Or      thy       falvation    known?      Reveal    thine    arm,       almighty       LoiJ,    And  glorify 


thy 


Son. 


:-l= 

The  Jews  eRcem'd  him  here    Too  mean  for  their  belief; 
Sorrows  his  chief  acquaintance  were,    And  his  companion  grief. 
They  turn'd  their  eyes  away,    And  treated  him  with  fcorn  ; 
But  'twas  their  grief  upon  him  lay,    Their  forrows  he  has  borne. 
'Twas  for  the  ftubborn  Jews    And  Gentiles  then  unknown, 
The  God  cf  juftice  pleas'd  t?  bruife    His  belt  beloved  Son. 

8  [Heav'n  (hall  advance  my  Son 


"  But  I'll  prolong  his  days,    And  make  his  kingdom  ftand  ; 
My  pleafure,  faith  the  God  of  Grace,    Shall  profper  in  his  hand. 
[His  joyful  foul  fhall  fee    The  purchafe  of  his  pain, 
And  by  his  knowledge  juftify    The  guilty  fons  of  men.  ] 
[Ten  thoufand  captive  flaves,    Releas'd  from  death  and  fin, 
Shall  quit  their  prifons  and  their  graves    And  own  his  pow'r  divine.3 

To  joys  that  earth  deny'd  ; 


Who  law  the  follies  men  had  done,    And  bore  their  fins  add  dy'd."] 


BOOK  I.    No.  494. 

Air.  AfFettuoso. 


Ashton* 


Hymn  142.    S,  M.  do.ij 


e. 


3°9 


Like  flaeep  we    went        allray,  And  broke  the  fold    of       God,       Each  wand'ring       in    a        diff'rent  way, 


-e- 


all  the    downward  road. 


—    0 —  ^ 


z_5z3ziE:3~3--t-9-x: 


.'V 


How  dreadful  was  the    hour,       When  God  our  wand'rings  laid, 


And  did  at  once 


3  How  glorious  was  the  grace,    When  Chrift  fuftain'd  the  ftroke 
His  life  and  blood  the  ftiepherd  pays    A  ranfom  for  the  flock. 

4  His  honor  and  his  breath     Were  taken  both  away  ; 

Join'd  with  the  wicked  in  his  death    And  made  as  vile  as  they. 


But  God  (hall  raife  his  head    O'er  all  the  fons  of  men  ; 
And  make  him  fee  a  num'rous  feed    To  recompenfe  his  pain. 
"  I'll  give  him,  faitfr  the  Lord,    A  portion  with  the  flrong  ; 
He  fhall  poflefs  a  large  reward,    And  hold  his  honors  long." 


AIR. 


No.  495. 


Asia. 


Hymn  143.    C.  M. 


So  newborn  babes   defire    the    breaft,  To    feed,  and  grow,  and  thrive  ;  So  faints  with  joy  the  gofpel  tafte,  And  by  the  gofpel  live.  And  by  the  gofpel  live. 


2  [With  inward  gull  their  heart  approves    All  that  th;  w  ord  relates  ; 
They  love  the  men  their  Father  loves,    And  hate  the  work  he  hates.] 

3  [Not  all  the  flatt'ring  baits  on  earth    Can  make  them  flaves  to  lull  ; 
They  can't  forget  their  heav'nly  birth    Nor  grovel  in  the  duft. 

4  Not  all  the  chains  that  tyrants  ufe    Shall  bind  their  fouls  to  vice  : 
Faith,  like  a  conqu'ror,  can  produce    A/thoufand  victories.] 

5  Grace,  like  an  uncorrupted  feed,    Abides  and  reigns  within  ; 
Immortal  principles  forbid    The  fons  of  God  to  fin* 

10  There  flied  thy  choice 
Then  lhall  I  fay,  My 


6  Not  by  the  terrors  of  a  flave    Do  they  perform  his  will, 

But  with  the  nobleft  pow'rs  they  have    His  fweet  commands  fulfil. 

7  They  find  accefs  at  ev'ry  hour    To  God  within  the  veil  ; 
Hence  they  derive  a  quick'ning  pow'r    And  joys  that  never  fail. 

8  O  happy  fouls  !  O  glorious  ft  ate    Of  ever  flowing  grace  ! 
To  dwell  fo  near  thy  father's  feat,    And  fee  his  lovely  face  ! 

9  Lord,  I  addrefs  thy  heav'nly  throne  ;    Call  me  a  child  of  thine  ; 
Send  down  the  Spirit  of  thy  Son    To  form  my  heart  divine, 
ft  love  abroad,    And  make  my  comforts  ftrong  ; 
Father,  God,    With  an  unwav'ring  tongue. 


Qio     \v?   J°*  St.  Angus  tines.  Hymn  144.    CM,      book  1. 


(J  *  Why  fhould  the  children  of  a  King  Go  mourning  a\\  their  days?  Great  Comforter,  defcend  and  bring    Some  tokens  of,  Some  tokens  of,    Some  tokens  of  thy  grace 


-0  J  1 


Some  tokens  of 


Some 


— 


2  Doft  thou  net  dwell  in  all  the  faints, 
And  feal  the  heirs  of  heav'n  ? 
When  wilt  thou  bantlh  my  complaints, 
And  mow  my  fins  forgiv'n  ? 


No.  497, 

Air.  Mcestoso, 
:  ^  . 


3  A  (Hire  my  confeience  of  her  part 
In  the  Redeemer's  blood  ; 
And  bear  thy  witiv.fs  with  my  heart, 
That  I  am  born  of  God. 


Some  tokens  of,  Some 

4  Thou  art  the  earnefl  of  his  love, 
The  pledge  of  joys  to  come  ; 
And  thy  loft  wings,  celeftial  Dove, 
Will  lufe  convey  me  home. 


Persia. 


Hymn  145.    C.  M. 


Jefus, 


in  thee  our 


— — *  — 

V?;  3 


eyes  behold       A         thoufand    glories     rn    e    Than    the       rich  gems  and       polifli'd    gold  The    fons    of   Aaron  wore 


I  ■ 


They    firfl  their  own  burnt       olPiings  bro't,  To  purge  themfelves  from  fin ;    Thy     life    was    pure   without  a  fpot,  And       all    thy    nature  clean. 


3  Frefh  blood,  as  conftant  as  the  day,    Was  on  their  altar  fpilt  : 
But  thy  one  oiPring  takes  away    Forever  all  our  guilt. 

4  Their  priedhood  ran  thro'  feveral  hands    For  mortal  was  their  rnce  ; 
Thy  never  changing  office  Hands,    Eternal  as  thy  days. 

5  Once,  in  the  circuit  of  a  year,    With  blood,  but  not  his  own, 
Aaron  within  the  veil  appears,    Before  the  golden  throne. 


6  But  Chrift  by  his  own  pow'rful  blood,    Afcends  above  the  fkies, 
And,  in  the  prefence  of  our  God,    Shows  his  own  facrifice. 

7  Jefus,  the  King  of  glory  reigns,    On  Sion's  heav'nly  hill  ; 

Looks  like  a  lamb  that  has  been  flain,    And  wears  his  priefthood  dill. 

8  He  ever  lives  to  intercede    Before  his  Father's  face  : 

Give  him,  my  foul,  thy  caufe  to  plead,    Nor  doubt  the  Father's  grace. 
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Allegany. 


AIR. 


S11 


Go  worfhip  at  Immanuels  feet,  See  in  his  face  what   wonders  meet !    Earth  is  too  narrow 


Hymn  146.    L.  M.  double. 

iilliiipilllliilil 

to   exprefs    His  worth,  his  glory, 


or  his 


grace. 


3  Is  he  compar'd  to  wine  or  bread  ?    Dear  Lord  our  fouls  would  thus  be  fed  ! 
That  flefh,  that  dying  blood  of  thine,    Is  bread  of  life,  is  heav,nly  wine. 

4  Is  he  a  tree  ?  The  world  receives    Salvation  from  his  healing  leaves  : 
That  righteous  branch,  that  fruitful  bough,    Is  David's  root  and  offspring  too. 

5  Is  he  a  rofe  ?  Not  Sharon  yields    Such  fragrancy  in  all  her  fields  : 
Or  if  the  lily  he  affume,    The  vallies  blefs  the  rich  perfume. 

6  Is  he  a  vine  ?  His  heav'nly  root    Supplies  the  boughs  with  life  and  fruit  : 
O  let  a  lading  union  join    My  foul  to  Chrid  the  living  vine. 

7  Is  he  the  head  ?  Each  member  lives,    And  owns  the  vital  pow'r  he  gives  ; 
The  faints  below,  and  faints  above,    Join'd  by  the  fpirit  and  his  love. 

8  Is  he  a  fountain  ?  There  I  bathe,    And  heal  the  plague  of  fin  and  death  : 
Thefe  waters  all  my  foul  renew,    And  cleanfe  my  fpotted  garments  too. 

9  Is  he  a  fire  ?  He'll  purge  my  drofs  :    But  the  true  gold  fuftains  no  lofs  ; 
Like  a  refiner  fhall  he  fit,    And  tread  the  refufe  with  his  feet. 

10  Is  he  a  rock  ?  How  firm  he  proves  !    The  rock  of  ages  never  moves  : 

Yet  the  fweet  dreams  that  from  him  flow     Attend  us  all  the  defert  through. 


i  1  Is  he  a  way  ?  He  leads  tb  God,    The  path  is  drawn  in  lines  of  blood  ; 

There  would  I  walk  with  hope  and  zeal,    'Till  I  arrive  at  Sion's  hill. 
12  Is  he  a  door  ?  I'll  enter  in  ;    Beholc  the  paftures  large  and  green  ; 

A  paradife  divinely  fair,    None  but  the  fheep  have  freedom  there. 
t3  Is  he  defign'd  a  corner  done,    For  men  to  build  their  heav'n  upon  ? 

I'll  make  him  my  foundation  too,    Nor  fear  the  plots  of  hell  below. 

14  Is  he  a  temple  ?  I  adore    Th'  indwelling  majedy  and  pow'r  ; 
And  dill  to  his  mod  holy  place    Whene'er  I  pray,  I  turn  my  face. 

1 5  Is  he  a  dar  ?  He  breaks  the  night,    Piercing  the  ihades  with  dawning  hgnt  ? 
I  know  his  glories  from  afar,    I  know  the  bright,  the  morning  dar. 

16  Is  he  a  fur;  ?  His  beams  are  grace,     His  courfe  is  joy  and  nghteoufnefi  : 
Nations  rejoice  when  he  appears    To  chafe  their  clouds,  and  dry  their  tears. 

17  O  let  me  climb  thofe  higher  ikies,    Where  dorms  and  darknefs  never  rile  ! 
There  he  difplavs  his  pow'r  abroad,    And  fhines  and  reigns  th'  incarnate  God. 

18  Nor  earth,  nor  feas,  nor  fun,  nor  dars,    Nor  heav'n  his  full  refemblance  bears  ; 
His  beautiei  wc  can  never  trace,    'Till  we  behold  him  face  to  face. 
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Maryland. 


Hymn  147.    L.  M. 


book  1. 


from  the 


borrow  titles 


- — s 
treafure 


of       his  word 


for       my       Lord  :       Nor  art  nor  nature 


.  can  fupply 


~z! 

"inn  1 'i  1  li"'  ,1 7 1 1  j,'"J  1 

Lord  :    ^  Nor  art  nor  nature 


Sufficient 


forms    -    --    .-  ..-of 


majefty. 


Sufficient       forms  of 


majeity. 


forms  of 


Bright  image  of  the  father's  face,  Shining  with  undiminifh'd  rays  : 
Th'  eternal  God's  eternal  Son,    The  heir  and  partner  of  his  throne. 

3  The  King  of  kings,  the  Lord  molt  high,    Writes  his  own  name  upon  his  thigh. 
He  wears  a  garment  dipt  in  blood,    And  breaks  the  nations  with  his  rod. 

4  Where  grace  can  neither  melt  nor  move,    The  Lamb  refents  his  injur'd  love, 
Awakes  his  wrath  without  delay,    And  Judah's  lion  tears  they  prey. 


No. 


5oo. 


Worship. 


of 

5  But  when  for  works  of  peace  be  comes.    What  winning  titles  he  afTumes 
Light  of  the  world,  and  life  of  men  :    Nor  bears  thofe  characters  in  vain. 

6  With  tender  pity  in  his  heart,    He  acts  the  Mediator's  part  ; 

A  friend  and  brother  he  appears,    And  well  fulfils  the  name  he  wears. 

7  At  length  the  Judge  his  throne  afcends,    Divides  the  rebels  from  his  fiiends, 
And  faints  in  full  fruition  prove    His  rich  variety  of  love. 

H.  M. 


Air.  With  cheerful  voice  I  ling     The  titles  of  my  Lord,     A^d  b 


Hymn  148. 


v-2-e- 


P 
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And  borrow  all  the  names 


zsiipzpizz 
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In  Jefus  we  behold    His  Father's  glorious  face, 
Shining  forever  bright    With  mild  and  lovely  rays  t 

Th'  eternal  God's    Eternal  Son 

Inherits  and    Partakes  the  throne. 
The  fov'reijm  King  of  kings,    The  Lord  of  lord's  mod  high. 
Writes  his  own  name  upon    His  garment  and  his  thigh  : 

His  name  is  call'd    The  Word  of  God, 

He  rules  the  earth    With  iron  rod. 


honor  from  his  word  ;    Nature  and  an  Can  ne'er  fupply    Sufficient  forms     Of  majefly. 

When  promifes  arid  grace  'Can  neither  me^t  nor  move,  C" 
The  angry  lamb  refents     Th'  inj'ries  of  his  love  ; 
Awakes  his  wrath    Without  delay, 
As  lions  roar,    And  tear  the  prey. 
But  when  for  works  of  peace    The  great  Redeemer  comes, 
What  gentle  characters,    What  titles  he  afl'umes  ! 
Light  of  the  world,    And  life  of  men  ; 
Nor  will  he  bear    Thofp  n^mas  in.  vain* 


Bp 
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Milling  ton. 


Air 


Hymn  148.  Verse  6  &  7,  H.  M,  313 
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Immenfe    companion    reigns    In  our  Immanuel's  heart,  When  he  defcends  to  act 


»w  


-HbH  

A       Mediator's    part,       He  is    a  friend  And    brother  too ;  Di- 


vinely    kind  Divinely       true.       At  length  the  Lord,  the  Judge,  His  awful  throne  afcends,    And  drives  the  rebels     far    From     favourites    and  friends.  Then 


tr 


fliall  the  faints  Completely  prove  The  heights  and  depths  Of  all  his  love.  Then  fliall  the  faints  Completely  prove,  Completely  prove,  The  heights  and  depths  Of  all  his  love; 


Then  mail  the  faints  Completely  prove,  Completely  prove  The 
^  "        ^  _  "  Then  (hill  \iie~faints  Completely  prove  The 


4    No.  502 


AIR 


Hymn  149.    L.  M, 


book  1. 


Join    all  the  names  of   love  and    pow'r,       That       ever       men  or    angels  bore,       All  are  too  mean  to  fpeak  his  worthj       Or  fet  Immanuel's  glory  forth. 


 —  0- 


1 


But    O  what  condefcending  ways 


He  takes   to     teach  his  heav'nly  grace  !    My  eyes  with  joy  and  wonder    fee    What  forms  of  love  he  bears    to  me. 


■25 


SipE3:E: 


3  The  angel  of  the  cov'nant  ftands    With  his  commifiion  in  his  hands, 

Sent  from  liis  Father's  milder  throne,    To  make  the  great  falvation  known, 

4  Great  Prophet  !  let  me  blefs  thy  name  ;    By  thee  the  joyful  '.idings  came 
Of  wrath  appeas'd,  of  fins  forgiv'n,    Of  hell  fubdu'd,  and  peace  with  heav'n. 

5  My  bright  example  and  my  guide,    I  would  be  walking  near  thy  fide  ; 
O  let  me  never  run  aflray,    Nor  follow  the  forbidden  way  ! 

6  I  love  my  Shepherd,  he  (hall  keep    My  wand'ring  foul  among  his  fheep  ; 
He  feeds  his  flocks,  he  calls  their  names,    And  in  his  bofom  bears  the  lambs. 

7  My  Surety  undertakes  my  caufe,    Anfw'ring  his  Father's  broken  laws  : 
Behold  my  foul  at  freedom  fet,    My  Surety  paid  the  dreadful  debt. 


8  Jefus,  my  great  High  Pried,  has  dy'd,    I  feek  no  facrifice  befide  ; 

His  blood  did  once  for  all  atone,      And  now  it  pleads  before  the  throne^ 

9  My  Advocate  appears  on  high,    The  Father  lays  his  thunder  by  ; 
Not  all  that  earth  or  hell  can  fay    Shall  turn  my  Father's  heart  away, 

10  My  Lord,  my  Conqu'ror  and  my  King,    Thy  fceptre  and  thy  fword  I  ling ; 

Thine  is  the  vidVry,  and  I  lit    A  joyful  fubject  at  thy  feet. 
1  r  Afpire,  my  foul,  to  glorious  deeds,    The  Captain  of  falvation  leads  : 

March  on,  nor  fear  to  win  the  day.    Though  death  and  hell  obftruct  the  way. 
12  Should  death  and  hell,  and  pow'rs  unknown,    Put  all  their  forms  of  mifchief  on. 

I  lliall  be  fafc  ;  for  Chrift  dilplays    Salvation  in  more  fov'reigu  ways. 
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Jamaica. 


Hymn  150.    H.  M, 


3*5 


Soft. 


Join  all  the  glorious  names  Of  wifdom,     love    and  pow'r,  That  ever    mortals  knew,  That  angels    ever  bore  :  All  are  too  mean  To  fpeak  his  worth,  Too  mean  to  fet  My 


Loud.  Soft 


Loud. 


tr 


Saviour  forth.    All  are  too  mean  To    fpeak    his    worth,       To  mean  to        fet       My    Saviour  forth.    Too       mean  -to       fet       my  Saviour  forth. 


4t- 


Bnt  O  what  gentle  terms,    What  condefcending  ways 
Doth  our  Redeemer  ufe,    To  teach  his  heav'nly  grace ! 
Mine  eyes  with  joy    And  wonder  fee 
What  forms  of  love    He  bears  for  me. 
Array'd  in  mortal  flefh,    He  like  an  angel  ftands, 
And  holds  the  promifes    And  pardons  in  his  hands. 
Commiffiion'd  from    His  Father's  throne, 
To  make  his  grace     To  mortals  known. 
Great  Prophet  of  my  God,    My  tongue  would  blefs  thy  name  ; 
By  thee  the  joyful  news     Of  our  i'alvation  came  ; 
The  joyful  news    Of  fins  foigiv'n, 
Of  hell  fubdu'd,    And  peace  with  heav'n. 


4  i  M-*- 


Be  thou  my  counfellor,    My  pattern  and  my  guide  ; 

And  through  this  defert  land    Still  keep  me  near  thy  fide. 
O  let  my  feet    Ne'er  run  aftray, 
Nor  rove  nor  feek     The  crooked  way  ! 

I  love  my  Shepherd's  voice,    His  watchful  eyes  fhall  ke«p 

My  wand'ring  foul  among    The  thoufands  of  his  fheep  ; 
He  feeds  his  flock,    He  calls  their  names, 
His  bofom  bears    The  tender  lambs. 

To  this  dear  Surety's  hand    Will  I  commit  my  caufe  ; 

He  anfwers  and  fulfils    His  Father's  broken  laws  ? 
Behold  my  foul    At  freedom  fet  ! 
My  Surety  paid    The  dreadful  debt. 
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Weymouth, 


Hymn  150.    Verse  8.  H.  M.    book  i. 


Air.  Soft.  Loud. 


w  * — »  w 

Jefus    my    groat  High       Prieft,    offer's  his  blood  and  dy'd ;    My    guilty       confcience  feeks 


No       facrifice         befide.       His  pow'rful  blood 


jr-* — r— --T-H-- 


Did  once  atone,     And   now    it     pleads     Before     the       throne.       His  pow'rful  blood    Did  once   atone    And    now     it  pleads 


Before 


the  throne. 


 CJ- 


9  My  advocate  appears    For  my  defence  on  high  ; 
The  Father  bows  his  ears,     And  lays  his  thunder  by. 
Not  all  that  hell    Or  fin  can  fay, 
Shall  turn  his  heart,    His  love  away. 

10  My  dear  Almighty  Lord,    My  Conqu'ror  and  my  King, 
The  fceptre  and  thy  i'word,    Thy  reigning  grace  I  fing. 
Thine  is  the  pow'i  ;    Behold  I  fit 
In  willing  bonds     Beneath  thy  feet. 


11  Now  let  my  foul  arife,    And  tread  the  tempter  down  ; 
My  Captain  leads  me  forth    To  conqueft  and  a  crown. 

A  feeble  faint    Shall  win  the  day, 
Though  death  and  hell    ObftrucT:  the  way. 

12  Should  all  the  hofts  of  death,    And  pow'rs  of  hell  unknown. 
Put  their  moft  dreadful  forms    Of  rage  and  mifchief  on  ; 

I  ihall  be  fafe,    For  Chrift  difplays 
Superior  pow'r    And  guardian  grace. 


END  OF  THE  FIRST  BOOK. 


Hymns  and  Spiritual  Songs. 


COMPOSED  ON  DIVINE  SUBJECTS. 


BOOK  II. 


Air. 


No.  505. 


Tyring  ham. 


Hymn  1.    L.  M.  double. 


Nature,  with  all  her  pow'r  {hall  fing,  God  the  Creator,  and  the  King  ;  Nor  air,  nor  earth,  nor  ikies  nor  feas,  Deny  the  tribute  of  their  pra'fe. 


Begin     to  make  his 


Loud. 


glories  known,  Ye  feiaphs,  that  fit  near  the  throne  ;  Tune  your  harps  high,  and  fpread  the  found  To  the  creation's  utmoft.  bound.  Tune  your  harps  high,  &  fpread  the  found,  To  &c. 


3  All  mortal  things  of  meaner  frame,    Exert  your  force,  and  own  his  name  ; 
While  with  our  fouls,  and  with  our  voice,    We  fing  his  honors  and  our  joys. 

4  To  him  be  facred  all  we  have,    From  the  young  cradle  to  the  grave  : 
Our  lips  fhall  his  loud  wonders  tell.    And  ev'ry  word  a  miracle. 

5  Thefe  Weftern  fhores,  our  native  land,    Lie  fare  in  the  Almighty's  hand  ; 
Our  toes  of  vict'ry  dream  in  vain,    And  wear  the  captivating  chain. 

9  Yet,  mighty  God,  our  feeble  frame, 
The  ftrongeft  notes  that  angels  raife, 


6  Raife  monumental  praifes  high    To  bim  that  thunders  through  the  Iky, 

And,  with  an  awful  nod  or  frown,    Shakes  an  afpiring  tyrant  down. 
1  Pillars  of  lading  brafs  proclaim    The  triumphs  of  th' eternal  name  ; 

While  trembling  nations  read  from  far,    The  honors  of  the  God  of  war. 
8  Thus  let  our  flaming  zeal  emply    Our  loftieft.  thoughts,  and  loudeft  fongs 
Let  there  be  fung  with  warmed;  joy    Hofanna  from  ten  thoufand  tongues, 
Attempts  in  vain  to  reach  thy  name  ; 
Faint  in  the  worfhip  and  the  praife. 
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AIR.    ^  ^ 

My  tlioughts  on    awful       fobje<fts       roll,  Damnation     and  the    dead  ;         What  horrors     feize  the   guilty      foul         Upon   a       dying  beu- 


-a- 


2  Ling'ring  about  thefe  mortal  fhores,    She  makes  a  long  delay,  4  There  endlefs  crowds  of  finners  lie,    And  darknefs  makes  their  chains  : 
'Till,  like  a  flood  with  rapid  force,    Death  fweeps  the  wretch  away.  Tortur'd  with  keen  deipair  they  cry,    Yet  wait  for  fiercer  pains. 

3  Then  fwift  and  dreadful  flie  defcends    Down  to  the  fiery  coaft,  5  Not  all  their  anguifli  and  their  blood    For  their  old  guilt  atones, 
Among  abominable  fiends,    Heifelf  a  frighted  ghoft.  Nor  the  companion  of  a  God    Shall  hearken  to  their  groans. 

6  Amazing  grace,  that  kept  my  breath,    Nor  bid  my  foul  remove, 
'Till  1  had  learn'd  my  Saviour's  death,    And  well  infur'd  his  love  ! 


No.   £0  7. 

Air.  Moderate. 

Why  do  we  mourn  departing 


Hamlet. 


Hymn  3.    CM.  double. 


?=fctt=t: 

friends  ?  Or    fliake  at    deaths  alarms  ?      'Tis  but  the     voice    that     Jefus    fends      To  call       them    to  his  arms 


t  Mi  U 


IZlZT. 
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A:e  we  not  tending  upward  too,  As  fall;  as  time  can  move  ?  .Nor  would  we  wifll  the  hours  more  flow,  To  keep  us  from  our  love.  To 


-     H'U..  t\  1J   .  Ll.  ...    rr-1     •     ,       :•  i  ,    .  r^..  >  ,-         ,-         •     .  I  .  < 


3  Why  fhould  we  tremble  to  convey    Their  bodies  to  the  tcmb  ? 
There  the  dear  fltih  of  Jefus  lay    And  left  a  long  perfume. 

4  The  graves  of  all  the  faints  he  blefs'd,    And  foflen'd  ev'ry  bed  : 
Whe:e  fhould  the  dying  members  reit,    But  with  the  dying  Head. 


5  Thence  he  arofe,  afcended  high,    And  fliew'd  our  feet  the  way  : 
Up  to  the  Lord  car  fkfii  (hall  fly,    At  the  great  rifing  day. 

6  Then  let  the  hill  loud  trumpet  ibund,    And  bid  our  kindred  rife  ; 
Awake,  ye  nations  under  gtound,    Ye  faints  afcend  the  ikies. 
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Dumbarton.  Hymn  4.    L.  M. 
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Here  at  thy  crofs,    My     dying  God,  I     lay  my     foul   beneath     thy  love,    Beneath  the  droppings  of  thy  blood,   Jefus,     nor  fliall    it       e'er  remove. 


:j5:3— " 


2  Not  all  that  tyrants  think  or  fay,    With  rage  and  lightning  in  their  eyes, 
Nor  hell  lhall  fright  my  heart  away,    Should  hell  with  all  its  legions  rife. 

3  Should  worlds  confpire  to  drive  me  thence,  Movelefs  &  firm  this  heart  mould  lie, 
Refolv'd  (for  that's  my  laft  defence)    Iflmuft  perifli,  there  to  die. 


4  But  fpeak,  my  Lord,  and  calm  my  fear  ;    Am  I  not  fafe  beneath  thy  (hade  ? 
Thy  vengeance  will  not  ihike  me  here,    Nor  Satan  dare  my  foul  invade, 

5  Yes,  I'm  fecure  beneath  thy  blood,    And  all  my  foes  lhall  loofe  their  aim  j 
Hofanna  to  my  dying  God,    And  my  beft  honors  to  his  name. 


No.  509. 


Tamworth. 


Hymn  5.    L.  M. 


Lord,  when  my  tho'ts  with  wonder  roll,       O'er  the  fcarp  forrows  of  thy  foul,     And  read  my    Maker's  broken  laws,    Repair'd  and  honor'd        by     the   crofs  ; 


AIR 


 ■  1  -r  , 


mZTL". 

 n.. 


2  When  I  behold  death,  hell,  and  fin,    Vanquifii'd  by  that  dear  blood  of  thine, 
And  fee  the  Man  that  groan'd  and  dy'd,    Sit  glorious  by  his  Father's  fide  - 

3  My  paffions  rife  and  foar  above,    I'm  wing'd  with  faith,  and  fir'd  with  love  ; 
Fain  would  I  reach  eternal  things,    And  learn  the  notes  that  Gabriel  fings. 


4  But  my  heart  fails,  my  tongue  complains    For  want  of  their  immortal  drains  ; 
And  in  fuch  humble  notes  as  thefe,    Mutl  fall  below  thy  victories. 

5  Well,  the  kind  minute  mult  appear,    When  we  fiiall  leave  thefe  bodies  here  ; 
Thefe  clogs  of  clay,  and  mount  on  high,    To  join  the  fongs  above  the  fky. 
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AIR  | 

Once  more,  my  foul,  the     rifing  day 


Dawn. 


Hymn  6.    C.  M. 


BOOK  11. 
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To  him  that  rolls  the  ikies. 


Salutes     thy       waking    eyes ;  Once  more,  my  voice,  thy  tribute  pay 


2  Night  unto  night  his  name  repeats,    The  day  renews  the  found, 
Wide  as  the  heav'n  on  which  he  fits    To  turn  the  feafons  round. 

3  'Tis  he  fupports  my  mortal  frame,    My  tongue  mall  fpeak  his  praife  ; 
My  lins  w®uld  roufe  his  wrath  to  flame,    And  yet  his  wrath  delays 


4  On  a  poor  worm  thy  pow'r  might  tread,    And  I  could  ne'er  withftand  ; 
Thy  juftice  might  have  crufti'd  me  dead,    But  mercy  held  thine  hand. 

5  A  thouland  wretched  fouls  are  fled,    Since  the  laft  letting  fun, 
And  yet  thou  length'neft  out  my  thread,    And  yet  my  moments  run. 

6  Dear  God,  let  all  my  hours  be  thine,    While  1  enjoy  the  light  : 
Then  fhall  my  fun  in  fmiles  decline,    And  bring  a  pleafant  night. 


Hi    /jr.   #0.511.  Newfane. 


Hymn  7.    C.  M.  double. 

Dread  fov'reign,  let  my      ev'ning    fong    Like     holy      ^    incenfe       rife  ;     Affift        the       off'rings       of  my    tongue  To      reach  the       lofty  fkies- 


Through  all  the  dangers 


^  _       ^     ^   ^  ^       ^.  tr 


of   the      day,  Thy  hand  was      ftill  my  guard,  And     ftill     to   drive    my      wants  away, 


Thy 


mercy    flood  preparrd- 


BE 
HE 
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 It — rt — S*" 


3  Perpetual  bleftings  from  above    Encompafs  me  around  ; 
But  O  how  few  returns  of  love,    Hath  my  Creator  found  ? 

4  What  have  I  done  for  him  that  dy'd    To  fave  my  wretched  foul  ? 
How  are  my  follies  multiply'd,    Faft  as  the  minutes  roll  i 


5  Lord,  with  this  guilty  heart  of  mine    To  thy  dear  crofs  I  flee, 
And  to  thy  grace  my  foul  refign,    To  be  renew'd  by  thee. 

6  Sprinkled  afrefh  with  pard'ning  blood    I  lay  me  down  to  reft, 
As  in  the  embraces  of  my  God,    Or  on  my  Saviour's  breaft. 


BOOK  II. 
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Enfield.  Hymn  8.    CM.  double.  321 


Hofanna,       with    a       cheerful  found,      To  God's     upholding     hand  ;    Ten    thoufand  fnares  attend      us  round,    And     yet     fecure    we  (land. 


Air. 


3  The  ev'ning  reds  our  weary  head,    And  angels  guard  the  room  ;  5  Our  breath  is  forfeited  by  fin    To  God's  revenging  law  ; 
We  wake,  and  we  admire  the  bed    That  Was  not  made  our  tomb.  We  own  thy  grace,  immorral  King,    In  ev'ry  gafp  we  draw. 

4  The  rifing  morning  can't  afl'ure    That  we  (hall  end  the  day  !  6  God  is  our  fun,  whofe  daily  light    Our  joy  and  fafety  brings  ; 
For  death  ftands  ready  at  the  door,    To  feize  our  lives  away.  Our  feeble  ifclh  lies  fafe  at  night    Beneath  his  ihady  wings. 


R  2 
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AIR. 
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Laindon. 


Hymn  9.    CM,  ^z^fe.  BOOK 


Alas  !       and  did    my     Saviour    bleed  ?  And  did    mf    Sov'reign  die  ?     Would  he    devote  that         facred    head     Tor   fuch    a    worm  as 


I  ? 


to* — «f  
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Thy    body     (lain,    fweet       Jefus,    thine,    And  bath'd  in    its  own  blood,    While  all      expos'd     to    wrath  divine,    The       glorious   fuff'rer  flood. 


a: 


I — 


3  Was  it  for  crimes  that  I  had  done    He  groan'd  upon  the  tree  ? 
Amazing  pity  !  grace  unknown  !    And  love  beyond  degree  ! 
4  Well  might  the  fun  in  darknefs  hide,    And  fliut  his  glories  in, 
When  God  the  mighty  Maker  dy'd    For  man  the  creature's  fin. 


-h-  1— 
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5  Thus  might  I  hide  my  blufhjng  face    While  his  dear  crofs  appears, 
Dilfolve  my  heart  in  thankfulnefs,    And  melt  mine  eyes  in  tears. 

6  But  drops  of  tears  can  ne'er  repay    The  debt  of  love  I  owe  ; 
Here,  Lord,  I  give  myfelf  away,    'Tis  all  that  I  can  do. 


Horace. 


Hymn  10.    C.  M„ 


AIR.    Afc.  5!4« 

#  ' 

My  foul  forfakes  her  vain  delight  And  bids  the  world  farewell  ;  Bafe  as  the  dirt  beneath  my  feet,  And  mifchievous  as  hell.  Bafe  as  the  dirt  beneath  my  feet,  And,  &c. 
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2  No  longer  will  I  aft  your  love,    Nor  feek  your  friendfhip  more  ; 
The  happincfs  that  I  approve    Lies  not  within  your  pow'r. 

3  There's  nothing  round  this  fpacious  earth    That  fuits  my  large  defire  ; 
To  boundld's  joy  and  folid  mirth    My  nobler  thoughts  afpire. 


6  Had  I  the  pinions  of  a  dove,    I'd  climb  the  heav'nly  road  ; 
There  fits  my  Saviour  dreft  in  love,    And  there  my  fmiling  God 


4  Where  pleafure  rolls  its  living  flood,    From  fin  and  drofs  refin'd, 
Still  fpringirig  from  the  throne  of  God,    And  fit  to  cheer  the  mind. 

5  Th'  Almighty  Ruler  of  chefphcre,    The  glorious  and  the  great, 
Brings  his  own  allfufKcience  there,    To  make  our  blifs  complete. 


EfEfl 
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I  fend  the     joys     of      earth   away  ; 
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Haxton*  Hymn  11.    L,  M.  323 


Away         ye  tempters     of     the  mind,  Falfe  as  the  fmooth  deceitful  fea,    And  empty 


as  the  whiflling  wind. 
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2  Your  dreams  were  floating  me  along    Down  to  the  gulph  of  black  defpair, 
And  while  I  liften  to  your  long,    Your  ftreams  had  e'en  convey'd  me  there. 

3  Lord,  I  adore  thy  matchlefs  grace,    That  warn'd  me  of  that  dark  abyfs  ; 
That  drew  me  from  thofe  treach'rous  feas,    And  bid  me  feek  fuperior  blifs. 


4  Now  to  the  Alining  realms  above    I  ftretch  my  hands  and  glance  my  eyes 
O  for  the  pinions  of  a  dove,    To  bear  me  to  the  upper  Ikies  ! 

5  Therefrom  the  bofom  of  my  God    Oceans  of  endlefs  pleafure  roll  ; 
There  would  I  fix  my  lad  abode,    And  drown  the  forrows  of  my  foul. 


AIR._  NO.  516. 


Nazareth. 


3= 


Hymn  12.    C.  M.  double. 
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The   true       Meftj    -    ah       now       appears,  The  types  are        all  withdrawn  ; 


So  fly  the      Ihadows    and    the    ftars      Before     the        rifuig  dawn. 


No  fmoaking  fweets,  nor  bleeding  lambs,  Nor  kid  nor  bullocks  flam,       Incenfe  and  fpice  of       coftly  names  Would  all  be  burnt  in  vain,  Would  all  be  burnt  in  vain. 


3  Aaron  muft  lay  his  robes  away,  4  He  took  our  mortal  flefh  to  fliow  5 .  Father,  he  cries,  forgive  their  fins, 

His  mitre  and  his  veft,  The  wonders  of  his  love  ;  For  I  myfelf  have  dy'd  ; 

When  God  himfelf  comes  down  to  be  For  us  he  paid  his  life  below,  And  then  he  (hows  his  open'd  veins, 

The  off'ring  and  the  prieft.  And  prays  for  us  above,        1  And  pleads  his  wounded  fide. 


324    No.  517. 


Somen field. 


Hymn  13,    L,  M 


BOOK  11. 


The  Lord  that  rear'd,  The  Lord  that  rear'd  this  (lately  frame  ;  And  lands  unknown  repeat  his  name.  And  lands,  &c 


lame.  Ab<^  lands,  &c. 


Sing  to  the  Lord,  that  built  the  fides,  The  Lord  that  rear'd  this  (lately  frame  ;  Let  all  the  nations  found  his  pralfe,  And  lands  unknown  repeat  his  name. 

Air.  '  '  .  „ 


The  Lord  that  rear'd,  The  Lord  that  rear'd  this  (lately  frame  ; 

i.  £ — T_ — ■   


And  lands  unknown  repeat,  repeat  his  praife. 


The  Lord  that  rais'd  this  (tately        frame  ; 

2  He  form'd  the  feas,  and  fnrm'd  the  hills,    Made  ev'ry  drop  and  ev'ry  duft, 
Nature  and  time,  with  all  their  wheels,    And  put  them  into  motion  firil.  • 

3  Now  from  his  high  imperial  throne,    He  looks  far  down  upon  the  fpheres, 
He  bids  the  ihining  orbs  roll  on,    And  round  he  turns  the  hafty  years. 


And  lands  unknown,  And  lands  unknown  repeat  his  praife. 

4  Thus  (hall  this  movin  g  engine  lad    'Till  all  his  faints  are  gather'd  in, 
Then  for  the  trumpet's  dreadful  blaft    To  (hake  it  all  to  duit  again  ! 

5  Yet  when  the  found  (liall  tear  the  fkies,    And  lightning  burn  the  globe  below, 
Saints  you  may  lift  your  joyful  eyes,    There's  a  new  heav'n  and  earth  for  you. 


No.  518. 

^;:ii:rE:iEiEl33E=qE3qzq3H5£3p 


Brentwood.  Hymn  14.    S.  M. 


And  thefe  rejoicing  eyes.  And 


Welcome  fweet  day  of   reft  That  faw  the  Lord  arife  ; 


II 


Air. 

ra::*^  «^ 


Welcome  to  this  reviving     bread,  And  thefe    rejoicing  eyes. 


w  v^/  v_y  w 


vly  >  '     v_y  v_^/ 

Welcome  to  this  reviving  breafl,  And  thefe  rejoicing  eyes.  And 

-p-~     p — 


Welcome  to  this  reviving  breaft,  And  thefe  rejoicing,  thefe  rejoicing  eyes.  And 


2  The  King  him 'elf  comes  near, 
Am!  feaiis  his  fjints  to  day  ; 
Here  wc  may  ht  and  fee  him  here, 
And  love,  and  praife,  and  piay. 


3  One  day  amid  the  place 

Where  my  dear  God  hath  been, 
Is  fWeeter  th.tn  ten  thoufand  days 
Of  pleafurable  fin. 


4  My  willing  foul  would  (lay 
In  fuch  a  frame  as  this 
And  fit  and  iing  herfelf  away, 
To  everlafting  hlifs. 
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J^VAir*     -  ^  \        ^  £  .  .„  ^   ^  *  ;  ^  ..  ^Soft.  _  ^  Cres. 

Far  from  my  thoughts,  vain  world,  be  gone,  Let  my  religious  hours  alone:  Fain  would  my  eyes  my  Saviour  fee,  I     wait  a  vifit, 


jfcjtrbz 

\J  1 — 


Fain  would  my  eyes  my  Saviour  fee,  Fain  would  my  eyes  my  Saviour  fee,  I  wait   a  vifit,  Lord,  from  thee, 


Fain  would  my  eyes  my  Saviour  fee, 


I     wait  a  vifit, 


Loud. 


Soft. 


&-~z~wzwzv£zK  ^gizzz^zzz  lEF^SiS 


(  


d&glafc-:  1 1  tcz^izzbztl 


zezee: 

_|  RZ, 


I — i— j- 1 —  I- -'-  U~  E — I  cEIE  ~  i-X-3-  2  -  %JZ- PZZ" pit C 
Lord,  from  thee.  I  wait  a  vifit,  Lord,  from  thee.    My  heart  grows  warm  with  holy  fire,  And  kindles  with  a  pure  defire 

I  wait 

£yzz^z  ^z^i^i  (zfz  1 

Lord,  from  thee,  I  wait 


Cres. 


^"N  /^S 


And  feed  my  foul  with  heav'nly 


1 — ,~ — A  {  — 


f"  "      "  CM" 


p. 


Come,  my  dear  Jefus,  from  above,  And 


Soft. 


love.    Come,  my  dear     Jefus,       from      above,     A  nd  feed  my  foul  with  heav'nly  love.   Come,  my  dear  Jefus,  from  above,  And  feed  my  foul  wiih  '  heav'nly  love. 


:£Z  £Zp: 


:zzt- 


-9—  &■ 


»#  T- 


3  The  trees  of  life  immortal  fiand    In  beauteous  rows  at  thy  right  hand, 
And  in  fv.cet  murmurs  by  their  fide    Rivers  of  blifs  perpetual  glide. 

4  H.ilte  then  but  with  a  fmiling  face,    And  fprcad  the  table  of  thy  grace  : 
"ring  down  a  tafte  of  truth  divine,    And  cheer  my  heart  with  facred  wine. 


5  Blefs'd  Jefus,  what  delicious  fare  !    How  fweet  thy  entertainments  are  ! 
Never  did  angels  tafte  above    Redeeming  grace  and  dying  love. 

6  Hail,  great  Immanuel  all  divine  !    In  thee  thy  Father's  glories  fiiine  : 
Thou  brighter!,  fwceteft,  faircft  One,    That  eyes  have  fecn,  or  angsls  jfepvB, 


326    No,  520. 


Air. 

r   

r    i/Tir  — 


Hallifax. 


Hymn  16.    L.  M, 


book  n. 


tr 


Lord,  what  a  heav'n  of    faving  grace,    Shines  through  the  beauties  of  thy  face,      And  lights  our  paflions  to  a  flame  !  Lord,  how  we  love  thy  charming  name. 


rJ?±z: 
t=±it 


When  I  can 
I  tread  the 
While  ffl'ch 
Here  we  co 
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fay 
'.vor 
a  fc 
uld 


.  my  God  is  mine, 
Id  beneath  my  feet, 
ene  or  facred  joys, 
fit  and  gaze  away, 


When  I  can  feel  thy  glories  fhinc, 
And  all  the  earth  calls  good  or  great. 
Our  raptur'd  eyes  and  fouls  employs, 
A  long  and  everlafting  day. 

6  Send  comforts  down  from  thy  right  hand, 


And  in  thy  temple  let.  us  fee    A  glimpl'e  of  love,  a  glimpfe  of  Thee. 


4  Well,  we  fhall  quickly  pafs  the  night,  To  the  fair  coaft  of  perfedt  1 
-  Then  fh.ill  our  joyful  fenfes  rove    O'er  the  dear  objeft  of  our  love, 

5  There  (hall  we  drink  full  draughts  of  blifs  And  pluck  new  life  from  h 
Yet,  now  and  then,  dear  Lord,  befiow    A  drop  of  heav'n  cn  worms 

While  we  pal's  through  this  barren  land  ; 


eav'nly  trees 
below. 


air.    No.  5  2  1 


Falmouth 


Rife,  rife  my   foul,    and    ^leave    the  ground,  Stretch  all  thy  thoughts  abroad^  And  roufe  up  ev'ty  tuneful,  tuneful  found,    To  praife  th 'eternal 

And  roufe  up  ev'ry         tuneful  found 


Hymn  17.    CM.  double. 


-■f-H— - — 4  tLU 


God.  To  praife  th'  eternal  God.  And  roufe  up  ev'ry  tuneful  found  To  praife  th'  eternal  God 


And  roufe  up  ev'ry  tuneful  found,  And  roufe  up  ev'ry  tuneful      found,  To 

i  .^-^&|gi^^LiXL!±IUl-Ut!-gi°i- 

Long  ere  the     lofty     ikies  were  fpread,  Jehovah  fill'd  his  throne  ; 


To  praife  th'  eternal  God.  And 


praife  th'  eternal,  praife  th'  eternal  God. 
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Or    Adam  form'd,  or  angels  made,  or  angels  made,   Jehovah  liv'd 


alone.  Oi  Adam  formed,  or  angels  made,  Jehovah  liv'd  alone. 


Or  Adam  form'd,  or  angels  made,  Or  Adam  form'd,  or  angels  made,   Jeho    -  vah 


liv'd" 


alone.  Or 


Or  Adam  form'd,  or  angels  made,  Jehovah 

3  His  boundlefs  years  can  ne'er  decreafe,    But  ftill  maintain  their  prime  ; 
Eternity's  his  dwelling  place,    And  ever  is  his  time. 

4  While  like  a  tide  our  minutes  flow,    The  prefent  and  the  pair, 
He  fills  his  own  immortal  NOW,    And  fees  our  ages  wafte. 


15 


liv'd       alone?  Or 

<^^BKr*  >■'    ■  ■■ 

5  The  fea  and  iky  mull  perifh  too,    And  vaft  deftrudlion  come  ; 
The  creatures  look  !  how  old  they  grow    And  wait  their  fiery  doom. 

6  Well,  let  the  iea  lhiink  all  away,    And  flame  melt  dov/n  the  Cues, 
My  God  fhall  live  an  endlefs  day,    When  old  creation  dies. 

Hymn  18.        M.  ^ 

High  on    a    hill  of  dazzling  light    The     king     of   glory  fpreads   his     feat,    And  troops  of  angels  flretch'd  for  flight,    Stand  waiting  round  his  awful  feet. 


AIR.     NO.  522. 


Saranac. 


Soft.  Loud, 
o,  faith  the  Lord,  my  Gabriel,  go,  Salute  the  Virgin's  fruitful  womb  :  Make  hafte,  ye  cherubs  down  below. 


 >  •  ft "tO 


Sing  and   proclaim     the  Saviour's 


Make  hafte,  ye  cherubs  down  below,  Sing 


it 


-f-e- 


3  Here  a  bright  fquadron  leaves  the  flues, 
And  thick  around  Elifha  ftands  ; 
Anon  a  heav'nly  foldier  flies, 
And  breaks  the  chains  from  Peter's  hands. 


4  Thy  winged  troops,  O  God  of  hofts, 
Wait  on  thy  wand'ring  church  below  ; 
Here  we  are  failing  to  thy  coafts, 
Let  angels  be  our  convoy  too. 


5  Are  they  not  all  thy  Servants,  Lord  ? 

At  thy  command  they  go  and  come  ; 

With  cheerful  hafte  obey  thy  word, 
-    And  guard  thy  children  to  their  home. 
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328    A7o.  523.  Burlington.  Hymn  19.    CM.  double. 

1  AIR. 

Let    others    boaft  how    ftrong  they       be,  Nor  death  nor    danger       fear  ;       But    we'll       confefs,    O  Lord,  to  thee,  What   feeble      things  we  are. 


Frefli  as   the  grafs  our         bodies       (land,  And  flourifh     bright  and 

..  l*CJ_„  e3  ,  !»  


gay 


A   blading     wind    fweeps  o'er  the  land,  And  fades  the 


grafs  away 


•*?         w  w  w  y  y  -     y   •   t-'Z  r 


3  Our  life  contains  a  thoufand  fprings,    And  dies  if  one  be  gone  ; 
Strange  !  that  a  harp  of  thoufand  firings    Should  keep  in  tune  fo  long. 

4  But  'tis  our  God  fupports  our  frame,    The  God  that  built  us  firft ; 
Salvation  to  th'  Almighty  name     That  rear'd  us  from  the  dull. 


He'fpoke,  and  ftrait  our  hearts  and  brains    In  all  their  motions  rofe  ; 
Let  blood,  faid  he,  flow  round  the  veins  !    And  roi;:-d  the  veins  it  flows. 
While  we  have  breath  to  ufe  our  tongues,    O'jr  Maker  we'll  adore  ; 
His  fpirit  moves  our  heaving  lungs,    Or  they  would  breathe  no  more. 


A!R. 


No.  524.  Litchfield.  Hymn  20.    C.  M. 

P4£:IE^2iE:2aKHE:ti  EsSEEE  it:  »*•  iT'l  }\  }.  1*4X1'  f  "'<* '  ll   ™  I   ^''.Pll T  f  'U  5  £t:H  . 

Why  is  my  heart  fo  far  from  thee,  My  God,  my  chief  delight  ?  Why  are  my  tho'ts  no  more  by  day  With  thee,  no  more  by  night  ?  Why  are  my  tho'ts  no  more  by  day  With,  &c 


2  Why  fhould  my  foolifli  paflions  rove  ?    Where  can  fucti  fweetnefs  be, 
As  I  have  tailed  in  thy  love,    As  I  have  found  in  thee  ? 

3  When  my  forgetful  foul  renews    The  favour  of  thy  grace, 
My  heart  preiumes  I  cannot  loofe    The  relifh,  all  my  days. 

4  But  ere  one  fleeting  hour  is  pall,    The  flatt'ring  world  employs 
Some  fenfual  bait  to  feize  my  tafte,    And  to  pollute  my  joys. 

5  Trifles  of  nature,  or  of  art,    With  fair  deceitful  charms, 

Intiude  into  my  thoughtlefs  heart,    And  thruft  me  from  thy  arms; 

jo  Make  hade  my  days  to  reach  the  goal, 


0Q  the  dear  centre  of  my  foul,    My  God,  my  Saviour's  brealt. 


6  Then  I  repent  and  vex  my  foul,    That  I  fhould  leave  thee  fo  ; 
Where  will  thoie  wild  affections  roll    That  let  a  Saviour  go  ? 

7  Sin's  promis'd  joys  are  turn'd  to  pain,    And  I  am  drown'd  in  grief ! 
But  my  dear  Lord  returns  again,    Pie  flies  to  my  i elicf  : 

8  Seizing  my  foal  with  fweet  iuiprife,    fie  draws  with  loving  bands'  ; 
Divine  companion  in  his  eyes,    And  pardon  in  his  hands. 

9  Wretch  that  I  am  to  'wander  thus,    In  chafe  of  falfe  delight  ! 
Let  me  be  failen'd  to  thy  ciofs,    Rather  than  lofe  thy  fight* 

And  bring  my  heart  to  reft 
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lji  and  2d  Treble. 


Diana     and  of 


Scituate.  Hymn  21.    L,  M. 

Soft 

But  the  fweet  theme  that  moves  my  tongue  _ 


329 


Jove 


Is  my  Redeemer  and  his  love. 


£2: 


r.tzpz 


Is  my  Redeemer  and  his  love. 


2  Behold  a  God  defcends  and  dies, 
To  fave  my  foul  from  gaping  hell  ; 
How  the  black  gulph  where  Satan  lies, 
Yawn'd  to  receive  me  when  I  fell  ! 


3  How  juftice  frown'd  and  vengeance  flood. 
To  drive  me  down  to  endlefs  pain  ! 
But  the  great  Son  propos'd  his  blood, 
And  heav'nly  wrath  grew  mild  again- 


4  Infinite  lover,  gracious  Lord, 
To  thee  be  endlefs  honors  giv'n  ; 
Thy  wond'rous  name  fhall  be  ador'd 
Round  the  wide  earth  and  wider  heav'n. 


:zih 


AIR 


No.  526.      ^         ^  Tinmore.  Hymn  22.    L.  M. 

Terrible  God  thatreign'ft  on  high,  How  awful  is  thy  thund'ring  hand,   Thy  fiery  bolts  how  fierce  they  fly,  Nor  can  all  earth,  or  hell  withfland.  Nor  can  all  earth,  &c. 

=z;±izr-?±:§=§:lEzp±z:Ezf=pf^:9i'a^rs^ 


2  This  the  old  rebel  angels  knew,    And  Satan  fell  beneath  thy  frown  : 
Thine  arrows  flruck  the  traitor  through,  And  weighty  vengeance  funk  him  down- 
3  This  Sodom  felt  and  feels  it  ftill,    And  roars  beneath  th'  eternal  load  ; 
With  endlefs  burnings  who  can  dwell,    Or  bear  the  fury  of  a  God  I 


4  Tremble  ye  finners  and  fubmit,    Throw  down  your  arms  before  his  throne, 
Bend  your  heads  low  beneath  his  feet.    Or  his  ftrong  hand  fhall  crufh  yon  down. 

5  And  ye  blefs'd  faints  that  love  him  too,    With  rev'rence  bow  before  his  name  ; 
Thus  all  the  heav'nly  fervants  do  :    God  is  a  bright  and  burning  flame. 


AIR.      NO.  527. 

l!iP: 


Milbank. 


Hymn  23. 


Defcend  from  heav'n  immortal  dove, 


Stoop  down  and  take  us  on  thy  wings, 

-«i~n-.- 


And  mount  and  bear  us     far  above 


L.  M- 


IP 


2  Beyond,  beyond  this  lower  fky,    Up  where  eternal  ages  roll, 
Where  folid  pleafures  never  die,    And  fruits  immortal  feaft  the  foul. 

3  O  for  a  fight,  a  pleafant  fight    Of  our  Almighty  Father's  throne  ! 
There  fits  our  Saviour  crown'd  with  light,    Cloth'd  in  a  body  like  our  own. 

6  When  fhall  the  day,  dear  Lord,  appear, 
And  ftand  and  bow  amongfl  'em  there, 

S  2 


4  Adoring  faints  around  him  Hand,    And  thrones  and  pow'rs  before  him  fall  ; 
The  God  fhines  gracious  through  the  man,    And  fheds  fweet  glories  on  them  all. 

5  O  what  amazing  joys  they  feel,    While  to  their  golden  harps  they  fing, 
And  fit  on  ev'ry  heav'nly  hill,    And  fpread  the  triumphs  of  their  King  ! 

That  I  (hall  mount  to  dwell  above, 
And  view  thy  face,  aud  hug,  and  love  ? 


33°    No.  528. 


Templet  on. 


Hymn  24,    L,  M. 


jj; — ; 

arch'd  the      Ikies,    And  form'd  all 


Soft. 


nature 


with     _a       word,    The    joyful  cherubs 


BOOK  n. 

iinip 

tun'd    his    praife,  And 


Loud. 


ev'ry  bending 


throne    ador'd"      The  joyful 


2  High  in  the  midft  of  all  the  throng 
Satan,  a  tall  archangel,  fat, 

.    Among  the  morning  ftars  he  fung, 
'Till  fin  deftroy'd  his  heav'nly  ftate. 

3  ['Twas  fin  that  hurl'd  him  from  his  throne, 
Grov'ling  in  fire  the  rebel  lies  ; 

How  art  thou  funk  in  darknefs  down, 
Son  of  the  morning,  from  the  Ikies  ! 


4  And  thus  our  two  firft  parents  Rood, 
'Till  fin  defil'd  the  happy  place  ; 
They  loft  their  garden  and  their  God, 
And  ruin'd  all  their  unborn  race. 

5  So  fprung  the  plague  from  Adam's  bower, 
Andfpread  deftruction  all  abroad, 

Sin,  the  curs'd  name  !  that  in  one  hour, 
Spoil'd  fix  days  labour  of  a  God. 


6  Tremble,  my  foul,  and  mourn  for  grief, 
That  fuch  a  foe  fhould  feize  thy  bieaft  ; 
Fly  to  thy  Lord  for  quick  relief ; 

Oh  !  may  he  flay  this  treach'rous  gueft. 

7  Then  to  thy  throne,  victorious  King, 
Then  to  thy  throne  our  fhouts  fhall  rife, 
Thine  everlafting  arm  we  fing, 

For  fin,  the  monfter,  bleeds  and  dies. 


No.  529. 

Air. 


Edgecumbe. 


Hymn  25.    C.  M. 


— -P-e- 


My    drowfy  pow'rs,  why  fieep  ye 


Soft.  ^  Loud. 

fo  ?    Awake,  my    fluggifh    foul!  Nothing  has  half  thy  work  to  do,  Yet  nothing's  half  fo  dull.  Yet  nothing's  half  fo  dull 

z^=£zqzrpz:f:p=p:Jip:!^ 


I5E3EEI: 
EEESEE 


2  The  little  ants  for  one  poor  grain    Labour,  and  tug,  and  ftrive, 
Yet  we  who  have  a  heav'n  t'  obtain,    How  negligent  we  live. 

%  We,  for  whole  fake  all  nature  ftands    And  ftars  their  courfes  move, 
We,  for  whofe  guard  the  angel  bands    Come  flying  from  above. 

6  Then  fhall  our  active  fpirits  move, 


With  hands  of  faith  and  wings  of  love,    We'll  fly  and  take  the  prize 


4  We,  for  whom  God  the  Son  came  down,    And  labour'd  for  our  f^ood  ; 
How  carelefs  to  fecure  that  crown    He  purchas'd  with  his  blood  ~~  i 

5  Lord,  fhall  we  lie  fo  fluggifh  ftill,      And  never  act  eur  parts  ; 

Come,  holy  Dove,  from  th'  heav'nly  hill,  And  fit,  and  warm  our  hearts 
Upward  our  fouls  lhall  life 


BOOK  II 


No.  530, 


Nantucket. 


Air. 


Hymn  26.    L.  M. 


331 


Lcrd,  we  were  blind,  we  mortals  blind,  We  can't  behold  thy  bright  abode  ;    O  'tis     beyond  a  creature's  mind,  To  glance  a  thought  half  way   to  God. 


/  "s 

-n-rl-^h  r— 


-e- 


2  Infinite  leagues  beyond  the  fky, 
The  great  eternal  reigns  alone, 
Where  neither  wings  nor  fouls  can  fly. 
Nor  angels  ciimb  the  toplefs  throne. 


3  The  Lord  of  glory  builds  his  feat 
Of  gems  incomparably  bright, 
And  lays  beneath  his  facred  feet 
Subftantial  beams  of  gloomy  night. 


4  Yet,  glorious  Lord,  thy  gracious  eyes 
Look  through  and  cheer  us  from  above 
Beyond  our  praifc  thy  grandeur  flies, 
Yet  we  adore,  and  yet  we  love. 


Hi 


A1R. 


No.,  531. 


Rome. 


Hymn  27.    L.  M. 


izzzziizz 


God  !  the  eternal, 


awful  name, 


That  the  whole  heav'nly    army  fears, 


That  makes  the  wide  creation's  frame,  And  Satan  trembles  when  he  hears. 

:zzzi;zjzz:i:Hz: 


ISZ^ZiEZ 


in! 


-e~-e- 
-u^z:p 


1  ■  9 

Izzi 


-rH,I=3: 

z^Btzz: 


Like  flames  of  fire  his    fervants    are,  And  light  furrounds,  his  dwelling    place  ;  But,  O  ye 


of  his  face. 


flames,  declare    The    brighter  glories 


3  'Tis  not  for  fuch  poor  worms  as  we    T-o  fpeak  fo  infinite  a  thing  ;  6 
But  your  immortal  eyes  furvey    The  beauties  of  youi  fov'reign  King. 

4  Tell  how  he  fhows  his  fmiling  face,    And  clothes  all  heav'n  in  bright  array  ;  7 
Triumph  and  joy  run  thro'  the  place,    And  fongs  eternal  as  the  day. 

5  Speak,  for  you  feel  his  burning  love,    What  zeal  it  fpreads  thro' all  your  frame  ;  8 
That  iacred  fire  dwells  all  above,    For  we  on  earth  have  loft  the  name. 

9  Proclaim  his  wonders  from  the  ikies 
And  while  you  found  his  lofty  praife, 


Sing  of  his  pow'r  and  juftice  too,    That  infinite  right  hand  of  his, 
That  vanquihVd  Satan  and  his  crew,    And  thunder  drove  them  down  from  blifs. 
What  mighty  dorms  of  poifon'd  darts    Were  hurl'd  upon  the  rebels  there  ? 
What  deadly  jav'lins  nail  their  hearts    Fall  to  the  racks  of  long  defpair  ! 
Shout  to  your  King,  you  heav'nly  hofl.    You  that  behold  the  linking  foe  ; 
Firmly  ye  flood  when  they  were  loft  ;    Praife  the  rich  grace  that  kept  you  fo. 
Let  ev'ry  diftant  nation  hear  : 
Let  humble  mortals  bow  and  fear. 
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Rockingham. 


Hymn  28.    C.  M. 


book  n. 


Air. 


— e— 


-o-e+-e-F— +-£ 


-e  h—i 


-e- 


Stoop  down,  my  thoughts,  that     us'd     to  rife,   Coaverfe  awhile    with  death  ;  Think  how  a 


gafping 


m 

mortal  lies,  And  pants  away 


his  breath. 


qezzi: 
 ■£&■ 


2  His  quiv'ring  lip  hrings  feeble  down,    His  puH'e  is  faint  and  few,  4  Up  to  the  courts  where  angels  dwell,    It  mounts  triumphant  there, 
Then  ipeechleis,  with  a  doleful  groan,    He  bids  the  world  adieu.  Or  devils  plunge  it  down  to  hell,    In  infinite  delpair. 

3  But  oh,  the  foul  that  never  dies  !    At  once  it  leaves  the  clay  !  5  And  muft  my  body  faint  and  die  ?    And  mull  this  foul  remove  ? 
Ye  thoughts,  puifus  it  where  it  Hies,    And  track  its  wond'rous  way.  Oh,  for  feme  guardian  angel  nigh    To  bear  it  fafe  above. 

6  Jefus,  to  thy  dear  faithful  hand,    My  naked  foul  I  tiuft  ; 
And  my  flelh  waits  for  thy  command,.    To  drop  into  my  dull. 


::z: 
■33"! 


ztiozj- 


Rhone. 

s  s  r~\  r~\  s~\ 


Hymn  29.    C.  M. 


,  AIR-  N°' 53^-  '  :    e  r  '   .  °  o  ^  ^  _  ^     ^  ^  ^ 

Jefus,  with  all      thy    faints  above,  My  tongue  would  bear  her      part,       Would  found  aloud     thy       faving  love,    And   fmg       thy     bleeding  heart. 


SL'izzipizfz:*:  :y~  ^zzjEzz:|z£  ^^-^^^z^piii^^^^zz^^i^g^^j^^^g^ 


— F  


izsztzz: 


Soft.  Loud. 
1     is  "  "  w.  tzs  ~  1  j  0_z*~"^_,  ,  .  _  |£  ^  "^_^_1>_-^_^_.C^_.^  ^  Z^_lT_^  


Bkfs'd  be  the  Lamb,  my  dcareft  Lord,  Who  bo't  me  with  his  blood,  And  quench'd  his  Father's  flaming  fword  In     his   own      vital     flood.  And  quench'd  his  Father's^ 
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flaming  fword  In     his  own       vital  flood.    The  Lamb,  who  freed  my      captive    foul  From  Satan's  heavy  chains,     And  fent  the  lion  down  to  howl,  Where 


334    No.  534 


Avon* 


Hymn  30.    S.  M, 


BOOK  IL 


AIR 


/ — \  r~\ 


Come,  we    that      love  the    Lord,  And 


Join       in     a    fong  with  fweet 


accord, 


let  our     joys  be    known  ; 


=I1§Ie§1IPI 


Join       in      a    fong  with  fweet  accord, 


Join       in     a    fong  with  fweet  accord,  Join     in  a  fong  with   fweet  accord. 


?*r  — - 


~ cz: 


And       thus      furround,  And    thus  furround    the  throne. 


 l_     r_  >  '  2   >>  p>    E~~~  ^ 


:zw. 


And  thus    furround  the.  throne.  And 


Join  in    the    fong,  Join  in       the      fong  with 

Join    in    the    fong  with    fweet    accord,  Join 


 l|   "©l-p  


And, 


— I  


And 


EE 

thus 


thus  furround  the  throne,  And 


-e — 


furround  the 


throne. 


2  The  forrows  of  the  mind    Be  banifh'd  from  the  place  ! 
Religion  never  was  defign'd    To  make  our  pleafures  lefs. 

3  Let  thofe  refufe  to  fing,    That  never  knew  our  God, 
Butfav'rites  of  the  heav'nly  King    May  fpeak  their  joys  abroad. 

4  The  God  that  rules  on  high,    And  thunders  when  he  pleafe, 
That  rides  upon  the  ftormy  fky,    And  manages  the  feas. 

5  This  awful  God  is  ours,    Our  Father  and  our  love, 

He  lhall  lend  down  his  heav'nly  pow'rs    To  carry  us  above. 

jo  Then  let  our  fongs  abound 


-     -.  .  And 
6  There  we  fhall  fee  his  face, 


And  never,  never  fin  : 
There  from  the  rivers  of  his  grace    Drink  endlefs  pleafures  in. 

7  Yes,  and  before  we  rife    To  that  immortal  ftate, 

The  thoughts  of  fuch  amazing  blifs    Should  conftnnt  joys  create. 

8  The  men  of  grace  have  found    Glory  begun  below, 

Celeftial  fruits  on  earthly  ground  <  From  faith  and  hope  may  grow. 

9  The  hill  of  Zion  yields    A  thoufand  facred  fweets, 

Before  we  reach  the  heav'nly  fields',    Or  walk  the  golden  ftreets. 
And  ev'ry  tear  be  dry  ; 


We're  marching  through  Immanuel's  ground    To  fairer  worlds  on  high. 


BOOK  II.   N(fm  5g5. 


Lombardy.  Hymn  31.    L.  M.  oog 

ftart,       And  fear  to  die  ?  What         tim'rous       worms       we  mortals 


Why  mould  we  ftart,       And  fear  to  die  ?  What         tim'rous       worms       we  mortals 


Why  mould  we  ftatt  and  fear  to       die?       And  fear  to 


die  ?  What  tim'rous       worms       We  mortals 

Why  mould  we  ftait  and  fear  to     die?    Why  mould  we  ftart  and  fear  to  die? 


What  tim'rous       worms  we 


mortals 


;:fE 


-Q  


Death    is  the 


gate 


to 


mdlefs 


And 


yet 


dread 


to 


enter  there. 


Death  is  the 


gate  to 


enter 


are  !         _  Death  is  the      gate  to 

2  The  pains,  the  groans,  and  dying  ftrife 
Fright  our  approaching  fouls  away  ; 
Still  we  fhrink  back  again  to  life, 
Fond  of  our  ptifon  and  our  clay. 


endlefs       joy,  And  yet  we  dread 

^"endlefs  joy,     ^    And       yet       we        dread      .to  enter 

3  Oh  !  If  my  Lord  woul  come  and  meet  4  Jefus  can  make  a  dying  bed 


—  ©- 
there. 


hi: 

3_B  


to 


there. 


My  foul  ftiould  ftretch  her  wings  in  hafte, 
Fly  fearlefs  through  death's  iron  gate> 
Nor  feel  the  terrors  as  Ihe  pafs'd. 


Bengal.  Hymn  32.^ 


Feel  foft  as  downy  pi 'lows  are, 
While  on  his  bread:  I  lean  my  head, 
And  breathe  my  life  out  fweetly  there. 


C.  M. 





czsi: 


zztz: 


\ir.      How  ftiort  and  hafty  is  our  life  ;    How  vaft  our  fouls  affairs  !  Yet  fenfelefs  mortals   vainly  ftrive    To      lavilh     out  ^  their  years.    To  lavifti  out  their  years. 


:z~ziz®  z 


^ZL^ffzirszizzzz 


IZZjIEZpiZ 

:z_xZZqxz? 


2  Our  days  run  thoughtlefsly  along,    Without  a  moment's  ftay  ; 
Juft  like  a  ftory  or  a  fong    We  pafs  our  lives  away. 

3  God  from  on  high  invites  us  home  !    But  we  march  heedlefs  on. 
And  ever  haft'ning  to  the  tomb,    Stoop  downwards  as  we  run. 


4.  How  we  deferve  the  deepeft  hell    That  (light  the  joys  above  ! 

What  chains  of  vengeance  ftiould  we  feel  That  break  fuch  cords  of  love  ? 
5  Draw  us,  O  God,  with  ibv'reign  grace,    And  lift  our  thoughts  on  high* 

That  we  may  end  this  mortal  race,    And  fee  falvation  nigh. 
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Hamburgh. 


Hymn  33.    CM.  double.       B00K  IL 


Air. 


Raife  thee,  my  foul,  fly     up     and     run    Thro'    ev'ry  heav'nly  ftreet,  And  fay,  there's  nought  below  the  fun,  That's  worthy  of  thy      feet.    Thus  will  we  mount  on 


Loud. 


facred       wings  And  tread  the  courts  above:  Nor  earth,  nor  all  her  mightieft  things,  Shall  tempt  our  meaneft,  Shall  tempt  our  meaneft,  Shall  tempt  our  mear.elt  love 


see 


— 4— e*e-4--P- — 


3  There  on  a  high  majeftic  throne    Th'  Almighty  Father  reigas, 
And  faeds  his  glorious  goodnefs  down    On  all  the  blifsful  plains. 

4  Bright,  like  the  fun,  the  Saviour  fits    And  fpreads  eternal  noon  ; 
No  ev'nings  there,  nor  gloomy  nights,    To  want  the  feeble  moon. 

5  Amid  thole  ever  fhining  ikies    Behold  the  facred  dove, 

While  baniih'd  fin  and  forrow  flies    From  all  the  realms  of  love. 


6  The  glorious  tenants  of  the  place    Stand  bending  round  the  throne  ; 
And  faints  and  feraphs  fing  and  praife    The  infinite  Three-One. 

7  But,  oh,  what  beams  of  heav'nly  grace    Tranj'port  them  all  the  while 
Ten  thoufand  fmiles  from  Jefus'  face,    And  love  in  ev'ry  fmile. 

8  Jefus,  and  when  fhall  that  dear  day,    That  joyful  hour  appear, 
When  I  fhall  leave  this  houle  of  clay,    To  dwell  amonglt  'em  there  > 


No.  538. 

Aftt.  Moderate. 


Walworth. 


if 


iililfElilli 


Hymn  34.    C.  M. 


mi 


Come,  Holy  Spirit,  heav'nly  dove,  With  all  thy  quick'ning  pow'rs, 


— 


 it: 


3£ 


Kindle  a  flame  of  facred  love  In  thefe  cold  hearts  of  ours. 
Ik 


In  thefe  cold  hearts     of  ours. 


■  4 


tmemp^  ,  


mm 


=1: 

'  til 

 ti — 


z± 
w:i 

2  Look  how  wc  grovel  here  below,    Fond  of  thefe  trifling  toys 
Our  fouls  can  neither  fly  nor  go    To  reach  eternal  joys. 

3  In  vain  v.e  tune  our  formal  fongs,  In  vain  we  ftrive  to  rife, 
Hofannas  languifh  on  our  tongues,    And  our  devotion  dies, 


liiilliii 

4  Dear  Lord  !  and  fhall  we  ever  lie 
Our  love  fo  faint,  fo  cold  to  thee, 

5  Come,  Holy  Spirit,  heav'nly  Dove, 
Come,  flied  abroad  a  Saviour's  love, 


At  this  poor  dying  rate  ? 
And  thine  to  us  fo  great  ? 
With  all  thy  quick'ning  pow'rs, 
And  that  fhall  kindle  ours. 


*5 
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Cronsberg 


Hymn  35.    C.  M. 


— (g,.,  j —  


997 


Air. 


Let  them  neglecT: 


thy 


glory, 


P-M*-l — 
Lord,  Who 


never 


knew  thy 


But  our  loud         fong  (hall 


■— i — 


-e- 


= :^-^it-^tz^t:bit=E:E:E:t:ifpzEzE=-^:Fi-:p:Er 


5-P 

The 


ftill 


record 


wonders  of  thy   praife.    Ttie     wonders  of  thy  praife.    But  our  loud  fong ftall  Rill  record   The  wonders'  of  thy  praifc. 

The  wonders  of  thy    praife.    The  wonders  of  thy     praife      The          wonders            of   thy  praife. 

The  wonders   of  thy     praife.    The  wonders  of  thy     praife.    The    wonders  of  The  wonders  of  thy  praifc. 

The          wonders  of  thy     praife  ;    The  wonders  of  thy  praife.    But    our  loud  fong  fliall  ftill  record  The  wonders  of  thy  praife. 


T-    f  1  r~ 

zz±iz_-izpcz: 


2  We  raife  our  fiiouts,  O  God,  to  thee, 
And  fend  them  to  thy  throne  ; 
All  glory  to  th'  united  Three, 
The  undivided  One.  » 

Tz 


3  'Twas  he  (and  we'll  adore  his  name) 
That  form'd  us  by  a  word  ; 
'Tis  he  rellores  our  ruin'd  frame  i 
SaJvation  to  the  Lord  ! 


4  Hofannn  !  let  the  earth  and  ikies 
Repeat  the  joyful  found  ; 
Rocks,  hills",  and  vales  refleft  the  voice 
In  one  eternal  round. 


338    No.  549.  Horncastle. 


Well,   the      Redeemer's     gone    T'  appear         before       your  God, 


Hymn  36.    S.  M. 


BOOK  IL 

tr 


To 


atoning  blood. 


fprinkle    o'er  the  flaming  throne,  With  his 


as 


 Q  __. 


zprcz: 


2  No  fiery  vengeance  now,    No  burning  wrath  comes  down  ; 
If  ju Rice  calls  for  iinners  blood,    The  Saviour  fhews  his  own. 

3  Before  his  father's  eye    Our  humble  fuit  he  moves  ; 

The  father  lays  his  thunder  by,    And  looks,  and  fmiles  and  loves'. 

4  Now  may  our  joyful  tongues    Our  Maker's  honors  fing  ; 

Jefus,  the  prieft,  receives  our  fongs,    And  bears  them  to  the  King. 


£Pr--T-q---TJ----|Tl 


We  bow  before  his  face,    And  found  his  glories  high, 
Hofanna  to  the  God  of  grace,    That  lays  his  thunder  by. 
On  earth  thy  mercy  reigns,    And  triumphs  all  above  : 
But,  Lord,  how  weak  our  mortal  (trains    To  fpeak  immortal  love  ! 
How  jarring  and  how  low    Are  all  the  notes  we  fing  ! 
Sweet  Saviour  tune  our  fongs  anew,    And  they  lliall  pleafe  the  King. 


air.   No.  54°-  Preston.  Hymn  37.    C.  M.  double. 


Lift  up  your 


eyes  to       th'  heav'nly  feat    Where  your    Redeemer         ftays ;  Kind 


inter      -  ceffor, 


there       he       fits,    And      loves,  and 


tr 


Soft. 

I — '  "jr^"' 


pleads,    and  prays. 


'Twas       well,     my         foul,  he 


dy'd       for       thee,    And    fhed  his         vital       blood,       Appeas'd  ftern 


 j-r— r— gr- 


mm 
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juftice         on    the      tree,  And    then  arofe 
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tr 


on      the    tree,  And     then       arofe  to  God. 


5  Jefus  alone  (hall  bear  my  cries    Up  to  his  Father's  throne  : 

He,  deared  Lord,  perfumes  my  fighs,    And  fweetens  ev'ry  groan, 

6  Ten  thoufand  praifes  to  the  King,    Hofanna  in  the  highed  : 

Ten  thoufand  thanks  our  fpirits  bring    To  God,  and  to  his  Chrid. 


-V 


3  Petitions  now  and  praife  may  rife,    And  faints  their  off'rings  bring, 

The  pried  with  his  ownfaciafice    Prefents  them  to  the  King, 
4  Let  Papids  trud  what  names  they  pleafe,    Their  faints  and  angels  boaft  3 
We've  no  fuch  advocates  as  thefe,    Nor  pray  to  th'  heav'nly  hod  ; 


air.    No.  542.  Petersham. 


Hymn  38.    C.  M, 


Happy      the      heart  where    graces     reign,  Where  love       infpires       the     bread  ;  Love    is    the       brighteft       of   the  train, 


3EiErEEEE3 


-j- 


 -i-i  f:_i_e_i_e — p. 


 i  X. 


And  ftrensfthen's 


all       th?       red.      Love       is  the 


brighted 


of        the       train,    And  ftiengthens  all 


8; 

the  red. 


— «- 


-»  


2  Knowledge,  alas  !  'tis  all  in  vain,    And  all  in  vain  our  fear  ; 
Our  dubborn  fins  will  fight  and  reign,    If  love  be  abfent  there. 

3  'Tis  love  that  makes  our  cheerful  feet    In  fwift  obedience  move 
The  devils  know,  and  tremble  too,    But  Satan  cannot  love  !•  1 


4  This  is  the  grace  that  lives  and  fings,    When  faith  and  hope  (hall  ceafe 
'Tis  this  fhall  ftrike  our  joyful  drings    In  the  fweet  realms  of  blifs. 

5  Before  we  quite  forfake  our  clay,    Or  leave  this  dark  abode, 
The  wines  of  love  bear  us  away    To  fee  eur  fmiling  God, 


34°    No.  543- 

Air.  Moderato 


Moravia.  Hymn  39.    C.  M,  .     b°ok «- 

Our  days,  alas !  our  mortal  days  Are  fhort  and  wretched  too  ;  Evil  and  few,  the  patriarchs  fay,  And  well  the  patriarchs  knew.  'Tis  but  at  bet!  a  narrow  bound  That  heav'n  al- 


Afiettuoso. 


ESzz. 

:tzz\ 

lows  to  men,  And  pains,  and  fins  run  thro'  the  round    Of  threefcore  years  and  ten. 


Well,  if  ye  mull  be  fad  and  few,  Run  on  my   days,       Run  on  my  days 


Run  on  my     days,    Run  on  my 
Run  on  my  days 


Run    on    my    days  in       hafte  ; 


grzz 


Moments  of 


fm 


Moments    of      fin       and    months  of   woe,       Ye       cannot     fly  too 


days,       my       days    in    halte  ; 


Moments  of 


fin 


and 


Run    on    my    days    in    haftc  ;    Moments  of  fm, 


Moments    of       fin  and 


Ye 
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faft. 


fiC-e  


Ye 


cannot     fly    too       faft.      Ye         cannot,    cannot       fly       too  faft. 


Moments  of 


fin 


and    months  of 


woe,  Ye 
 »- 


cannot    fly  to 


faft. 


Ye 


cannot    fly  too 


faft, 


Ye       cannot.  Ye 


r-&- — £zEzE-±zF 


Andante. 


cannot,  cannot  fly 


:3 

3 


too  faft. 


Let  hcav'nly  love  prepare  my    foul,  And  call  her     to  the  Ikies, 


Where  years  of  long  falvation  roll 


p-  «~  g~  f-^- 


 i-^-vr-i- 


Tr~^-:T=P-iP-T-  P~?Tt;;  jrZ^ZTZ12"*  ~t  "  e  ~ 


Where  years 


of 


Where  years  of  long  falvation  roll,    Where  years  o£ 


long  falvation  roll,        And   glory  never       dies,     never       dies,    ngver  dies. 


342    No.  544, 


Marlboro, 


Hymn  40.    C.  M,  BC?0K  IL 


-9—0—r- 


Aia.    Our  God,  how  firm  his  promife  ftands,  Ev'n  when  he  hides  his  face  !  He  trufts,  in  our  Redeemer's  hands, 


glory,      glory,       glory,    and    his  grace. 


His  glory, 


Z3? 


2  Then  why,  my  foul,  thefe  fad  complaints,    Since  Chrift  and  we  are  one  ? 
Thy  God  is  faithful  to  his  faints,    Is  faithful  to  his  Son. 


3  Beneath  his  fmiles  my  heart  has  liv'd,    And  part  of  heav'n  poffefs'd  ^ 
I  praife  his  name  for  grace  receiv'd,    And  truft  him  for  the  reft. 


Thy  wond'rous  blood,  dear  dying   Chrift,  Can  make  this  world  of  guilt  remove ;    And  thou  canft  bear  me  where  thou  fly 'ft  On  thy  kind  wings,  celeftial  dove. 


1  2 


3  O  might  I  once  mount  up  and  fee    The  glories  of  th'  eternal  ikies,  5  Then  they  might  fight,  and  rage,  and  rave,    I  fhould  perceive  the  noife  no  more 
What  little  things  thefe  worlds  would  be  ?    How  dcfpicable  to  my  eyes  ?  Than  we  can  hear  a  fhaking  leaf    "While  rattling  thunders  round  us  roar. 

4  Had  I  a  glance  of  thee,  my  God,    Kingdoms  and  men  would  vanifh  foon  ;  6  Great  All  in  All,  eternal  King,    Let  me  but  view  thy  lovely  face, 

Vanifli,  as  though  I  faw  them  not,    As  a  dim  candle  dies  at  noon.  And  all  my  pow'rs  fliall  bow  and  firrg,    Thine  endlefs  grandeur  and  thy  grace. 
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Milward* 


Hymn  42.    C.  M. 
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My    God,    what    endlefs    plcafures  dwell  Above 

:bzzz5zz 


at     thy  right  hand,  The  courts    below,    how        amiable,    Where  all  thy     graces  ftand. 


llglSliMiiiSl 


SEEESn 


The  fwallow  near  thy  temple  lies,    And  chirps  a  cheerful  note  ; 
The  lark  mounts  upwards  tow'rd  the  flues,  And  tunes  her  warbling  throat. 
And  we,  when  in  thy  prefence,  Lord,    We  fhout  with  joyful  tongues  ; 
Or  fitting  round  our  Father's  board,    We  crown  the  feaft  with  fongs. 

6  Juft  fo  our  thoughts  from  thing  to  thing 

Juft  fo  we  droop  and  hang  the  wing    When  Jefus  hides  his  love 


4  While  Jefus  fhines  with  quick'ning  grace,    We  fing  and  mount  on  high  ; 
But  if  a  frown  becloud  his  face,    We  faint,  and  tire,  and  die. 

5  Juft  as  we  fee  the  lonefome  dove    Bemoan  her  widow'd  Mate, 
Wand'ring  fhe  flies  through  all  the  grove,    And  mourns  her  loving  mate. 

In  reftlefs  circles  rove  ; 


No.  547. 
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Arnheim. 


Hymn  43.    L.  M. 


Now  for     a  tune  of     lofty       praife    To  great   Jehovah's     equal    Son !     Awake,    my  voice,  in  heav'nly  lays,  Tell  the  loud  wonders  he    hath  done. 
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2  Sing,  how  he  left  the  worlds  of  light,    And  the  bright  robes  he  wore  above  ; 
How  fwift  and  joyful  was  his  flight    On  wings  of  everlafting  love. 

3  Down  to  this  bafe,  this  finful  earth,    He  came  to  raife  our  nature  high  ; 
He  came  t'  atone  almighty  wrath  :    Jefus  the  God  was  born  to  die. 

4  Hell  and  it*?  lion's  roar'd  around,    His  precious  blood  the  monfters  fpilt  ; 
While  weighty  forrows  prefs'd  him  down,    Large  as  the  loads  of  all  our  guilt. 


Deep  in  the  (hades  of  gloomy  death    Th'  almighty  captive  pris'ner  lay  ; 

Th'  almighty  captive  left  the  earth,    And  rofe  to  everlafting  day. 

Lift  up  your  eyes,  ye  fons  of  light,    Up  to  his  throne  of  fhining  grace  ; 

See  what  immortal  glories  fit    Round  the  fweet  beauties  of  his  face. 

Among  a  thoufand  harps  and  fongs    Jefus  the  God  exalted  reigns, 

His  facred  name  fills  all  their  tongues,    And  echoes  through  the  heav'nly  plains ! 
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With  holy    fear,    and    humble    fong,  The  dreadful    God,  our  fouls  adore,       Rcv'rcnce  and  awe  becomes    the  tongue,  That  fpeaks  the  terrors      of  hi 


s  pow'r. 
tr 


tr 


Far  in  the  deep,  where  darknefs  dwells,  The  land  of      horror    and  defpair,      Juftice  has   built    a     difmal    hell,  And      laid   her    florcs  of   vengeance  there. 


3  Eternal  plagues,  and  heavy  chains,    Tormenting  racks  and  fiery  coals, 
And  darts  t'  i'nflift  immortal  pains,    Dy'd  in  the  blood  of  damned  fouls. 

4  There  Satan  the  fir  ft.  finner  lies,    And  roars,  and  bites  his  iron  bands  ; 

In  vain  the  rebel  llrives  to  rife,    Crufh'd  with  the  weight  of  both  thy  hands. 


5  There  guilty  ghofts  of  Adam's  race    Shriek  out,  and  howl  beneath  the  rod 
Once  they  could  fcorn  a  Saviour's  grace,    But  they  incens'd  a  dreadful  God. 

6  Tremble,  my  foul,  and  kifs  the  Son  :    Sinner  obey  thy  Saviour's  call  ; 
Elfe  your  damnation  haftens  on,    And  hell  gapes  wide  to  wait  your  fall. 


No.  549.  Clarence.  Hymn  45.    L.  M. 


Thy  favors,  Lord,  furprife  our  fouls  ;  Will  the  eternal  dwell  with  us  ?  What  canft  thou  find  beneath  the  poles,  To  tempt  thy  chariot  downward  thus  ?  Still  might  he  fill  his  fta 
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Soft. 
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throne,  And  pleafe  his  ears  with  Gabriel's  fongs  ;    But  heav'nly  majefty  comes  down,   And  bows  to  hearken  to  our  tongues.  Great  God  !  what  poor  returns  we  pay  For  love  Co 


Cre: 


Loud. 


Words  are  but       air,   and  tongues  but     clay,    But    thy  compaffion's         all    divine.    But    thy  companion's  all  divine. 


infi/iite     as    thine  : 


air.   Afa  550.  St.  Mark's.  Hymn  46.    L.  M. 

Up       to  the  Lord,  that  reigns  on   high,  And  views  the     nations    from       afar,  Let     everlafting     praifes    fly  And  tell  how  large  his 


bounties 


2  (  He  that  can  {hake  the  worlds  he  made,    Or  with  his  word  or  with  his  rod, 
His  goodnefs,  how  amazing  great  !    And  what  a  condefcending  God  !) 

3  (God  that  muft  (loop  to  view  the  Ikies,    And  bow  to  fee  what  angels  do, 
Down  to  the  earth  he  cafts  his  eyes,    And  bends  his  footfteps  downwards  too.) 

4  He  over-rules  all  mortal  things,    And  manages  our  mean  affairs  : 

On  humble  fouls  the  King  of  kings    Bellows  his  councils  and  his  cares. 

U2 


5  Our  forrows  and  our  tears  we  pour    Into  the  bofom  of  our  God  ; 
He  hears  us  in  the  mournful  hour,    And  helps  to  bear  the  heavy  load. 

6  In  vain  might  lofty  princes  try    Such  condefcenfion  to  perform  ; 

For  worms  were  never  rais'd  fo  high,    Above  their  meaneft.  fellow-worm. 

7  Oh  !  could  our  thankful  hearts  deifife    A  tribute  equal  to  thy  grace, 

To  the  third  heaV'n  our  fongs  ihould  rife,    And  teach  the  golden  harps  thy  praife. 
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Air. 


Ulster. 


Hymn  47.    L.  M. 


BOOK  ir. 


Now  to  the  Lord  a       noble    fong,  Awake   my    foul,    Awake    my  tongue,     Hofanna        to  th'  eternal 


name,    And    all    his    boundlefs  love  proclaim. 

tr 


2  See  where  it  fhines  in  Jefus'  face, 
The  brighteft  image  of  his  grace  ; 
God,  in  the  perfon  of  his  Son, 
Has  all  his  mightieft  works  outdone. 


3'  The  fpacious  earth,  and  fpreading  flood, 
Proclaim  the  wife,  the  pow'rful  God, 
And  thy  rich  glories  from  afar 
Sparkle  in  ev'ry  rolling  ftar  ; 


■mm—  1 — 


 ©« 


4  But  in  his  looks  a  glorv  (lands, 
The  nobleft  labour  of  thii  e  hands  :; 
The  pleafmg  luftre  of  his  eyes 
Outfhines  the  wonders  of  the  fkics. 


Grazioso. 


Grace  !  'tis  a   fweet,  a   charming  theme  ;    My    thoughts  rejoice     at  Jefus'  name  !    Ye  angels  dwell   upon  the  found  ;    Ye  heav'ns  reflecT:       it  to  the  ground.. 


 p_  s>_   :- 


Soft. 


Loud,. 


Oh!       may      I    live   to   reach  the  place  Where  he      unveils         his   lovely  face!  Where  all  his    beauties    you    behold,   And  fing  his  name  to  harps  of  gold  ? 


--* — - 
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Naples, 


Hymn  48.    C.  M.  double. 
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How      vain       are       all    things    here  below,  How  falfe,  and  yet  how    fair !      Each    pleafure  hath    its     poifon  too ;  And    ev'ry  fweet  a 


EzBz3z: 
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The  brighteft  things  below    the  iky  Give  but    a  fktt'ring     light  ;  We      ftiould    fufpecl     fome  danger  nigh,  Where    we  poffefs  delight. 


3  Our  deareft  joys,  and  neareft  friends, 
The  partners  of  our  blood, 
How  they  divide  our  wav'ring  minu?, 
And  leave  but  half  for  God. 


4  The  fondnefs  of  a  creature's  love 
How  (Irong  it  ftrikes  the  fenfe  ? 
Thither  the  warm  affedtions  move, 
Nor  can  we  call  'em  thence. 


5  Dear  Saviour,  let  thy  beauties  be 
My  foul's  eternal  food  ; 
And  grace  command  my  heart  away 
From  all  created  good. 
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Air. 


Hymn  49.    C.  M. 
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Death  cannot 


make  .  our       fouls    afraid,  If       God       be  with  us  there  ;     We   may   walk  thro'    the     darkeft    (hade,  And  never  yield  to  fear. 


nirzzzizz?:: 
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i    could  renounce  my     all         below,      If   my  Creator 


/-*\ 
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bid  ;       And     run,    If     I    were    call'd   to    go,  And       die  As 
/~N  <^~>  S~\  /*~S      ✓"ZN  <^  / — \  s  \ 


Mofes  did. 


3  Might  I  but  climb  to  Fifgah's  top,    And  view  the  promis'd  land, 
My  flefh  itfelf  mould  long  co  drop,    And  pray  for  the  command. 


1 

fZ-U-J 

4  Clafp'd  in  my  heav'nly  Father's  arms,    I  would  forget  my  breath, 
•  And  lofc  my  life  among  the  charms    Of  fo  divine  a  death. 


No.  554. 
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BuskzuicL  Hymn  50.    L.  M.  double. 
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Now    let  the  Lord,  my  Saviour  fmile,  And  fhew  my  name  upon    his  heart  ;    I  would  forget  my  pains  awhile,    And     in  the  pleafure,     in  the  pleafure  lofe  the  fmart. 
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But  Oh  !  it    fwells  my    forrows  high,  To   fee  my  bleffed  Jefus  frown  ;    My  fpirits  fink,  my  comforts  die,  And  all  the  fprings  of  life,  all  the  fprings  of  life  are  down. 


 e--+-F- 
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3  Yet  why,  my  foul,  why  thefe  complaints  ?  Still  while  he  frowns  his  bowels  move  3 
Still  on  his  heart  he  bears  his  faints,    And  feels  their  forrows,  and  his  love. 

4  My  name  is  printed  on  his  bread  ;    His  book  of  life  contains  my  name, 
I'd  rather  have  it  there  imprefs'd,    Than  in  the  bright  records  of  fame. 


5  When  the  Ian  fire  burns  all  things  here,    Thofe  letters  fhall  fecurely  fland, 
And  in  the  Lamb's  fair  book  appear,    Writ  by  th'  eternal  Father's  hand. 

6  Now  (hall  my  minutes  fmoothly  run,    While  here  I  wait  my  Father's  will  ; 
My  rifing  and  my  fetting  fun    Roll  gently  up  and  down  the  hill. 


No.  555. 


Suffolk* 


Hymn  51.    L,  M. 


Bright  King  of     glory,       dreadful  God,  Our  fpirits  bow  before     thy  feat  :  To  thee       we  lift        an     humble  thought^  And  worfhip  at  thine     awful  feet. 


2  Thy  pow'r  hath  form'd,  thy  wifdom  fways    All  nature  with  a  fov'reign  word  : 
And  the  bright  world  of  liars  obeys    The  will  of  their  fuperior  Lord. 

3  Mercy  and  truth  unite  in  one,    And  fmiling  fit  at  thy  right  hand  : 

Eternal  juftice  guards  thy  throne,    And  vengeance  waits  thy  dread  command. 

4  A  thoufand  leraphs  ftrong  and  bright    Stand  round  the  glorious  Deity  ; 
But  who,  among  the  fops  of  light,    Pretends  camparilbn  with  thee  ? 


5  Yet  there  is  one  of  human  frame,    Jefus,  array'd  in  flefh  and  blood, 
Thinks  it  no  robbery  to  claim    A  full  equality  with  God. 

6  Their  glory  fhines  with  equal  beams  ;    Their  effence  is  forever  one  ; 

Tho'  they  are  known  by  diff'rent  names    The  Father  God,  and  God  the  Son, 

7  Then  let  the  name  of  Chrift  our  King    With  equal  honor's  be  ador'd  ; 
His  praife  let  ev'ry  angel  fing,    And  all  the  nations  own  the  Lord. 
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Air.    Death,  'tis  a 


melancholy 


To    thofc    that  have    no    God,    When  the  poor  foul    is     forc'd       away      To    feek  her 
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In  vain  to  heav'n  fhe  lifts  her  eyes  ;    But  guilt,  a  heavy  chain, 
Still  drags  her  downwards  from  the  fkies,    To  darknefs,  fire  and  pain. 
Awake  and  mourn,  ye  heirs  of  hell,    Let  flubborn  tinners  fear  ; 
You  muft  be  driv'n  from  earth,  and  dwell    A  long  forever  there. 

6  Prepare  me,  Lord,  for  thy  right  hand, 
Come  death  and  fome  ecleftial  band  ; 


4  See  how  the  pit  gapes  wide  for  you,    And  flaflies  in  your  face 
And  thou,  my  foul,  look  downwards  too    And  fing  recov'iing 

5  He  is  a  God  of  fov'reign  love,    That  promis'd  heav'n  to  me, 
And  taught  my  foul  to  foar  above,    Where  happy  fpirits  be. 

Then  come  the  joyful  day  ; 
To  bear  my  foul  away. 

Hymn  53.    C.  M.  double. 


grace. 


air    A7<9.  557.  Cokbrook. 
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Lord,    what  a  wretched  land     is  this  That  yields  us    no       fupply,         No  cheering  fruits,  no^wholefome  tree,  Nor  flreams  of  living  joy  ?  Nor  flreams  of  living  joy 


/ 
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But  pricking  thorns  through  all  the  ground,   And  mortal^  poifons  grow,  And 


zzzzzzzpzirz:  r<-z\zz\zz±z\zzzz- tzzS^i 

rivers  that  are  found,  With  dang'rous  waters  flow.    With  dang'rous  waters 


>£zzfe^;tztzzzi-zzp:zc 

3  Yet  the  dear  path  to  thine  abode    Lies  through  this  horrid  land  : 
Lord  !  we  would  keep  the  heav'nly  road,    And  run  at  thy  command. 

4  Our  foul-,  fhall  tread  the  defert  through    With  undiverted  feet  ; 
And  t  aith  and  flaming  zeal  fubdue    The  tenors  that  we  meet. 

5  A  thoufand  lavage  beads  of  prey    Around  the  foreflroam  : 

But  Judah's  Lion  guards  the  way,    And  guides  the  ftrangers  home. 

6  Long  nights  and  darknefs  .dwell  below,    With  fcarce  a  twinkling  ray  ; 
But  the  bright  world  to  which  we  go,    Is  everlafttng  day. 

7  By  glimm'ring  hopes  raid  gloomy  fears,    We  trace  the  facred  road  ; 
Through  difmal  deeps  and  dang'rous  ft) ares,    We  make  our  way  to  God. 

.  -  S.  "*' 
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8  Our  journey  is  a  thorny  maze,    But  we  march  upwards  ft  111  ; 
Forget  the  troubles  of  the  ways,    And  reach  at  Zion's  hill. 

9  See  the  kind  angels  at  the  gates,    Inviting  us  to  come  : 
There  Jefus  the  forerunner  waits    To  welcome  travelers  home. 

10  There  on  a  green  and  flow'ry  mount,    Our  weary  fouls  (hall  fit, 
And  with  tranfpoi  ting  joys  recount    The  labours  of  our  feet. 

1 1  No  vain  difcourfe  fhall  fill  our  tongues,    Nor  trifles  vex  our  ears  ; 
Infinite  grace  fhall  fill  our  fong,    And  God  rejoice  to  hear. 

12  Eternal  glories  to  the  King,    That  brought  us  fafely  through  ; 
Our  tongues  fhall  never  ceafe  to  fing,    And  endlefs  praife  renew. 
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My  God,  the  fpring  of  all  my  joys,    The  life  of  my  delights,    The  glory  of,  The  glory  of  my  brighteft  days,  The  glory  of  my  brighteft  days,  And  comfort  of  my  nights. 


The  glory  of  my  brighteft  days,  The  glozy  of  my 


The  glory  of  my  brighteft  days,  The   glery       of  my 


2  In  dftrkeft  {hades  if  he  appear,    My  dawning  is  begun  ! 

He  is  my  foul's  fweet  morning  ftar,    And  he  my  rifing  fun. 

3  The  op'ning  heav'ns  around  me  ftiine    With  beams  of  facred  blifsj 
While  Jefus  fhews  his  heart  is  mine,    And  whifpers,  I  am  his. 


4  My  foul  would  leave  this  heavy  clay,    At  that  tranfporting  word, 
Run  up  with  joy  the  ftiining  way,    T'  embrace  my  deareft  Lord. 

5  Fearlefs  of  hell  and  ghaftly  death,    I'd  break  through  ev'ry  foe, 

The  wings  of  love,  and  arms  of  faith,    Shall  bear  me  conqu'ror  through. 


No.  559 

Air. 


Hvmn  55.    C.  M. 


Thee       we  adore,  eter     -       nal    name,  And  humbly    own  to  thee,   How  feeble     is    our     mortal  frame,    What  dying  worms  are  we. 


tr 
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2  Our  wafting  lives  grow  fhorter  ftill,    As  months  and  days  increafe  ; 
And  ev'ry  beating  pulfe  we  tell,    Leaves  but  the  number  lefs. 

3  The  year  rolls  round,  and  fteals  away    The  breath  that  firft  it  gave  ; 
Whate'er  we  do,  whate'er  we  be,    We're  trav'ling  to  the  grave. 

4  Dangers  ftand  thick  through  all  the  ground,    To  pufti  us  to  the  tomb  } 
And  fierce  difeafes  wait  around,    To  hurry  mortals  home. 


5  Good  God  !  on  what  a  flender  thread    Hang  everlafting  things  ! 
Th*  eternal  ftate  of  all  the  dead    Upon  life's  feeble  firings. 

6  Infinite  joy  or  endlefs  woe    Attends  on  ev'ry  breath  ; 
And  yet  how  unconcei  n'd  we  go    Upon  the  brink  of  death. 

7  Waken,  O  Lord,  our  drowfy  fenfe,    To  walk  this  dang'rous  road  ; 
And  if  our  fouls  arc  hurried  hence,    May  they  be  found  with  God, 
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Hymn  56,    C.  M. 


No,       I    fliall       envy     them    no    more    Who  grow    profanely       great,    Though  they  inereafe    their     golden    ftore,  And  rife  to    wond'rous  height. 


They  tafte  of  all  the  joys  that  grow    Upon  this  earthly  clod  ; 
Well,  they  may  fearch  the  creature  through,    For  they  have  ne'er  a  God. 
Shake  off  the  thoughts  of  dying  too,    And  think  your  life  your  own  ; 
But  death  comes  hafl'ning  on  to  you,    To  mow  your  glory  down. 


4  Yes,  you  mud  bow  your  (lately  head,    Away  your  fpirit  flies, 
And  no  kind  angel  near  your  bed,    To  bear  it  to  the  fkies. 

5  Go  now  and  boaft  of  all  your  ftores,    And  tell  how  bright  they  fliine  ; 
Your  heaps  of  glitt'ring  duft  are  yours,    And  my  Redeemer's  mine. 
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Truro. 


Hymn  57.    L.  M. 


Lord,  how  fecure   and  bleft  are    they,  Who  feel  the     joys    of   pardon'd  fin  ?    Should  ftorms  of  wrath  fhake  earth  and  fea,  Their  minds  have  heav'n  and  peace  within. 


 |j3p^p|^g|~|  I  I  


2  The  day  glides  fwifily  o'er  their  heads,    Made  up  of  innocence  and  love  ;  4  How  oft  they  look  to  th'  heav'nly  hills,    Where  groves  of  living  pleafures  grow^ 
And  foft  and  filent  as  the  fhades    Their  mighty  minutes  gently  move.  And  longing  hopes  and  cheerful  fmiles    Sit  undifturb'd  upon  their  brow. 

3  Quick  as  their  thoughts,  their  joys  come  on,    But  fly  not  half  fo  faft  away  ;  5  They  fcorn  to  feek  our  golden  toys,    But  fpend  the  day  and  fhare  the  night 
Their  fouls  are  ever  bright  as  noon,    And  calm  as  fummer  ev'rings  be.  In  numb'ring  o'er  the  richer  joys    That  heav'n  prepares  for  their  delight. 

6  While  wretched  we,  like  worms  and  moles,    Lie  groveling  in  the  dult  below  ; 
Almighty  grace  renew  our  fouls,    And  we'll  afpire  to  glory  too. 


AIR. 


No,  ^62. 


MiddUboro'. 


Hymn  ^8 


Time!  what  an     empty         vapour     'tis!  And  days,  how  fwift  they  are  ?    Swift  as  an  Indian  arrow  flies,  Or     like     a  fnooting  ftar.    Or     like  a  fhooting  flar. 


2  The  prefent  moments  jufl;  appear,    Then  Aide  away  inhafle, 
That  we  can  never  fay  they're  here,    But  only  fay,  they're  part. 

3  Our  life  is  ever  on  the  wing,    And  death  is  ever  nigh  ; 
The  moment  when  our  lives  begin,    We  all  begin  to  die. 

4  Yet,  mighty  God  !  our  fleeting  days    Thy  lafting  favors  fhare, 
Yet  with  the  bounties  of  thy  grace    Thou  load'ft  the  rolling  year. 


5  'Tis  fov'reign  mercy  finds  us  food,    And  we  are  cloth'd  with  love  ; 
While  grace  ftands  pointing  out  the  road,    That  leads  our  fouls  above. 

6  His  goodnefs  runs  art  endlefs  round  ;    All  glory  to  the  Lord  ! 
His  mercy  never  knows  a  bound  ;    And  be  his  name  ador'd  ! 

7  Thus  we  begin  the  lading  fo:ig  ;    And  when  we  clofe  our  eyes, 
Let  the  next  age  thy  praife  prolong,    'Till  time  and  nature  dies, 
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Concord. 


izizbzzpfzizz: 


1—  o 


Glory   to    God,  who    walks    the       Iky,  And  fends  his 
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bleffings    through;    Who  tells  his  faints  of    joys     on  high,  And    gives    a     tafte  below. 


pT;q=Qrq;d=p^^=^=^:Jr±T-^d:;' -.r  ^it-rag  _ 


m 


Glory  to    God,  who  (loops    his  throne,  That  duft    and    worms  may    fee't,  And  brings  a     glimpfe  of 


glory 


down, 


Around  his    facred  feet. 


^efejejeieeieie 


dz|z§z?fz|E^ 


3  When  Chrift  with  all  his  graces  crown'd    Sheds  his  kind  beams  abroad, 
'Tis  a  young  heav'n  on  earthly  ground,    And  glory  in  the  bud. 

4  A  blooming  paradife  of  joy    In  this  wild  defert  fprings, 
And  ev'ry  fenfe,  I  ftraight  employ    On  fweet  celeftial  things. 

5  White  lilies  all  around  appear,    And  each  his  gloiy  ihows  ; 
The  role  of  Sharon  bloffoms  here,    The  faired  flow'r  that  blows. 


W  2 


6  Cheerful  I  feaS:  on  heav'nly  fruit,    And  bring  the  pleafures  down, 
Pleafures  that  flow  hard  by  the  foot    Of  the  eternal  throne. 

7  But  ah  !  how  foon  my  joys  decay,    Hnw  foon  my  fins  arife, 
And  fnatch  the  heav'nly  fcene  away    From  thefe  lamenting  eyes. 

8  When  fliall  the  time,  dear  Jefus,  when    The  fhining  day  appear, 
That  I  (hall  leave  thofe  clouds  of  fin,    And  guilt  and  darknefs  here  ; 

9  Up  to  the  fields  above  the  fkies,    My  hafly  feet  would  go, 
There  everlafling  ftow'rs  arife,    There  joys  unwith'ring  grow. 


354    No*  564.  Fitchburg,  Hymn  60.    L.  M.  BOOK  «■ 

Praife,     everlafting     praife  be   paid  To  him  that  earth's  foundation  laid;  Praife  to  the  God,  whofe  ftrong  decrees  Sway  the  crea    -    tion       as    he  pleafc. 


^ — 1 — 0 


Piaife  to  the  goodnefs,  Praife  to  the  goodnefs     of  the  Lord,  Who  rules  his  people 
Praife  to  the  ^~ 


by  his  word^.  And  there  as  ftrong  as    his    decrees,  He  fets  his  kindeft  promifes. 


3  Firm  are  the  words  his  prophets  give,    Sweet  words  on  which  his  children  live  ; 
Each  of  them  is  the  voice  of  God,    Who  fpoke  and  fpread  the  fkies  abroad. 

4  Each  of  them  pow'rful  as  that  found,  That  bid  the  new  made  world  go  round  ; 
And  flronger  than  the  folid  poles,    On  which  the  wheel  of  nature  rolls. 

5  Whence  then  Ihould  doubts  and  fears  arife,  Why  trickling  forrows  drown  our  eyes  ? 
Slowly,  alas !  our  mind  receives    The  comforts  that  our  Maker  gives. 


own. 


6  Oh,  for  a  ftrong,  a  lafting  faith,    To  credit  what  th'  Almighty  faith  ! 
T'  embrace  the  meffage  of  his  Son,    And  call  the  joys  of  heav'n  our  o 

7  Then  fliould  the  earth's  old  pillars  fhake    And  all  the  wheels  of  nature  break 
O  ur  fteady  fouls  fhall  fear  no  more,    Than  folid  rocks  when  billows  roar. 

8  Our  everlafting  hopes  arife    Above  the  ruinable  fkies, 

Where  th'  eternal  Builder  reigns,    And  his  own  courts  his  pow'r  fuftains. 


No.  565. 


St.  Clave' s. 


Air. 


Hymn  61.  CM. 


tr 


Soft. 


Loud. 


tr 


My  foul,  come  meditate  the  day,  And  think  how  near  it  ftands,  When  thou  muft  quit  this  houfe  of  clay^  And  fly  to  unknown  lands.  And  fly  to  unknown  lands. 
    ^   _  —  -  d  .  J   _^ _   *j      ^  h 


And  you,  mine  eyes,  look  down  and  view    The  hollow  gaping  tomb  : 
This  gloomy  prifon  waits  for  you,    Whene'er  the  fummons  come. 
Oh  !  could  we  die  with  thofe  that  die,    And  place  us  in  their  ftead  ; 
Then  would  our  fpirits  learn  to  fly,    And  converfe  with  the  dead  : 

6  We  fhould  almoft  forfake  our  clay 
And  pray  and  wife  our  fouls  away 


4  Then  fhould  we  fee  the  faints  above    In  their  own  glorious  forms, 
And  wonder  why  our  fouls  ihould  love    To  dwell  with  mortal  worms. 

5  How  we  fhould  icorn  thefe  clothes  of  flefh,    Thefe  fetters  and  this  load, 
And  long  for  ev'ning  to  undrefs,    That  we  may  reft  with  Qod. 

Before  the  fummons  come, 
To  their  eternal  home. 


ook  n. 

ft  Treble. 
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Pzd:i:s::Jif 


d  Treble. 


Sing   to     the  Lord,  ye  heav'nly  hofts,  And  thou,  O  earth  adore,  And  thou,  O  earth,  adore,  Let  death  and  hell,  thro'  all  their  coafts  Stand  trembling  at  his  pow'r. 


da — et-H^ — 


1! 


-Or 


2  His  founding  chariot  fhakes  the  fky,    He  makes  the  clouds  his  throne  ;  4  Think,  O  my  foul,  the  dreadful  day,    When  this  incenfed  God 
There  all  his  ftores  of  lightning  lie,    'Till  vengeance  dart  them  down.  Shall  rend  the  fky,  and  burn  the  fea,    And  fling  his  wrath  abroad  j 

3  His  noftrils  breathe  out  fiery  dreams,    And  from  his  awful  tongue  5  What  fhall  the  wretch  the  finner  do  I    He  once  defy'd  the  Lord  ; 
A  fov'reign  voice  divides  the  flames.    And  thunder  rolls  along.  But  he  fhall  dread  the  thund'rer  now,    And  fink  beneath  his  word, 

6  Tempefts  of  angry  fire  fhall  roll,    To  blaft  the  rebel  worm, 
And  beat  upon  his  naked  foul    In  one  eternal  ftoim. 


No.  567.  Hcjrk !  from  the  Tombs,  &c. 

Via.  Affettuoso. 

Hark  !  hark  !  hark  from  the  tombs,  a  mournful  found,  a  mournful  found, 


Hymn  63.    C.  M. 


My  ears    attend,  attend   the  cry. 


Ye    living  men,       come,     view  the 


ground,    come,     view  the  ground,    Where  you  rr.uit  fiiortly  lie. 


Princes,       This  clay  muft  be  your  bed    In  fpite     of       all  your  tow'rs,      The  tall,  the 
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Affettuoso. 


BOOK  Ii. 


wife,  the    rev'rend  head,     Muft       lie  as 


^z-zzizilzzizzzzzi..  pzzzzziz^Zvj 


low,    Muft      lie    as       low,     Muft     lie    as      low  as  ours 


Great  God  !        is  this  our  certain  doom  ? 


:iz£z: 


|Ez\:eZf5:f:^ziiizp|z^zfzp:z|z^zz[ 


|z|ioz|"zszP:|2^|:|zP:|idz: 


Andante. 


.Z^ZeZ 
— I — ! 


-e- 
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And    are  we       ftill   fecure  ?  Still    walking  downward    to  the    tomb,      And    yet    prepare      no    more  ?      Grant  us  the  pow'r  of  quick'ning  grace  To 


EE 


-b" 


o  S°ft* 


Increase. 

^  9 


Loud. 


izzztz 


lit       our    fouls      to  fly. 


We'll  rife, 


111 


i- 


□zziz™z±z 


 f1 


We'll  rife 


bove       the  (ky. 


l^^>7=m==ftff(  r  rL  .,T.B  T *■ m 


Then,  when  wc  drop  this  dying  flelh, 


zEizi2zirizEjclE6z 


(EE 

We'll  rife, 


We'll  rife, 
ZZpZ^ZZZ~Z — T~a-Zp_~Z^-^Z^_, 


 T. 
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BOOK  II.  No,  568. 


Air. 


Raynham. 


Hymn  64.    L.  M. 


Happy  the  church,  thou   facred   place,  The    feat  of       thy         Creator's    grace  ;    Thine  holy  courts  are  his   abode,    Thou   earthly    palace    of   our  God. 


2  Thy  walls  are  ftrength,  and  at  thy  gates    A  guard  of  heav'nly  warriors  waits  3 
Nor  (hall  thy  deep  foundations  move,    Fix'd  on  his  counfels  and  his  love. 

3  Thy  foes  in  vain  defigns  engage,    Againft  his  throne  in  vain  they  rage  ; 
Like  rifing  waves  with  angry  roar,    That  dafh  and  die  upon  the  fhore. 


=±=t=zp=±:pzt:±±;:±^ 

4  Then  let  our  fouls  in  Sion  dwell,    Nor  fear  the  wrath  of  Rome  and  hell  : 
His  arms  embrace  this  happy  ground,    Like  brazen  bulwarks  built  around. 

5  God  is  our  fhield,  and  God  our  fun  !     Swift  as  the  fleeting  moments  run, 
On  us  he  ftieds  new  bearas  of  grace,     And  we  reflect  his  brighteft  praife. 


air.    Ho.  569,  Penobscot.  Hymn  65.    C.  M 


When  I   can  read  my   title  clear  To    manfions    in    the    ikies,      I     bid  farewell      to       ev'ry  fear,  And  wipe  my  weeping  eyes.    I       bid     farewell  to 


— p-^-h-t-1  — V-^r 


ev'ry      fear,      And      wipe      my      weeping    eyes,       Should  earth     againft       my     foul       engage,       And     hellifh  darts 


— +—H* 


be  hurl'd, 


i-HZZh-a*.-- — 

 ^v- 
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Then    I    can  fmile  at 


i_d — ~ — a — w. — j 


fall  ; 


Satan's  rage,    And   face    a  frowning    world.    Let    cares,        like    a    wild     deluge  come,    And  dorms    of  forrow 

 -,  


zzrzj 


sezz^zzz 


May       I  but       fafely    reach  my  home,    May     I     but      fafely      reach  my  home,    My    God,   my  heav'n,     my       all :       Then  fhall    I       bathe  my 


-~f 


Soft  when  repeated. 


weary       foul  In    feas    of   heav'nly       reft,  And    not    a     wave     of     trouble       roll       Acrofs  my 


-1- 


cm   ,  — 

sen 

«ZZS 
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peaceful  breaft. 
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Jordan. 
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There     is  a   land     of   pure       delight,  Where  faints     immortal  reign, 

AIR. 


Infinite       day    excludes     the  night,  And  pleafures  banifh 


pain. 


There    everlafting       fpring       abides,    And      never       with'ring    flowr's  : 

s~\  /^s 


Death,  like  a    narrow     fea,      divides    This    heav'nly  land  from  ours 


Soft,  Loud. 


Sweet  fields  beyond    the  fwelling    flood  Stand  drefs'd  in  living    green  ;         So      to    the    Jews  old      Canaan  Mood,  While  Jordan         roll'd  between. 


But  tim'rous    mortals  ftart  and  flirink,    To  crofs  this    narrow     fea,         And     linger,       fliiv'ring  on     the  brink,  And  fear     to     launch  away. 


5  Oh  !  could  we  make  our  doubts  remove,    Thofe  gloomy  doubts  that  rife,  6  Could  we  but  climb  where  Mofes  Mood,    And  view  the  landscape  o'er, 

And  fee  the  Canaan  that  we  love,    With  unbeclouded  eyes  !  Not  Jordan's  flream,  nor  death's  cold  flood,    Should  fright  us  from  the  fhore. 

N.  B.  The  i ft  and  2d  verfes  are  to  be  fung  in  the  firft  part  of  the  tune  ;  the  3d  and  4th  rerfes  in  the  latter  part,  and  the  5th  and  6th  verfes 
o  go  thr ought  the  tune. 
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Riga. 


Hymn  67.    C.  M. 


BOOK  II. 


Air. 


Great  God  !  how 


infinite 


art    thou!  What  worthlefs   worms  are      we  !  Let    the  whole  race  of  creatures    bow,  And    pay  their    praife    to  thee 


whole 


of 


creatures       bow,  And 


pay 


their    praife     to    thee.  And 


pay 


their 


praife 


to 


the 


:±: 


Thy  throne  eternal  ages  flood, 
Thou  art  the  ever  living  God, 
Nature  and  time  quite  naked  lie 
From  the  formation  of  the  Iky, 


Ere  feas  or  ftars  were  made  : 
Were  all  the  nations  dead. 
To  thine  immenfe  furvey, 
To  the  great  burning  day. 

6  Great  God  !  how  infinite  art  thou  ! 
Let  the  whole  race  of  creatures  bow, 


4  Eternity,  with  all  its  years,    Stands  prefent  in  thy  view  ; 
To  thee  there's  nothing  old  appears  ;    Great  God  !  there' 

5  Our  lives  thro*  various  fcenes  are  drawn    And  vex'd  with 
While  thine  eternal  thoughts  move  on    Thine  undiflurb'd 

What  worthlefs  worms  are  we  ! 
And  pay  their  praife-  to  thee. 


s  nothing  new. 
trifling  cares, 
affairs. 


Chapel-Court. 


Hymn  68.    C.  M. 


Father,   I  long,  I     faint  to     fee    The  place  of  thine      abode;    I'd  leave  the  earthly  courts,  and  flee  Up  to  thy  feat,  my  God.    Up    to       thy  feat,  my  God. 


2  Here  I  behold  thy  diflant  face,    And  'tis  a  pleafant  fight  ; 
But,  to  abide  in  thine  embrace,    Is  infinits  delight. 

3  I'd  pan  with  all  the  joys  of  fenfe,    To  gaze  upon  thy  throne  ; 
Pleafure  fpiings  frefli  for  ever  thence,    Unfpeakable,  unknown. 

4  There  all  the  heav'nly  ho  As  are  feen,    In  fliining  ranks  they  move, 
And  drink  immortal  vigor  in    With  wonder,  and  with  love. 


5  Then  at  thy  feet  with  awful  fear,    Th'  adoring  armies  fall  : 
With  joy  they  fhrink  to  nothing  there,    Before  th'  eternal  All. 

6  There  would  I  vie  with  all  the  hoA,    In  duty  and  in  blifs  ; 
While  lefs  than  nothing  I  could  boall    And  vanity  confefs. 

7  The  more  thy  glories  ftrike  mine  eyes,    The  humbler  I  fhall  lie 
Thus,  while  I  link,  my  joy  fhall  rife    Unmeafurably  high. 


-0-.-l.J_ 
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Air. 


Neponset. 


Hymn  69.    C.  M. 


Begin,  my     tongue,  fome     heav'nly  theme,  And  fpeak    fome    boundlefs  thing,  The  mighty  works,     or       mightier  name  Of  our        eternal  King. 


Tell  of  his  wond'rous       faith    -    ful    -  nefs,  And  found  his  pow'r  abroad ;    Sing  the  fweet  promife 


of 


^ft-S  -^^-^T-Q-~-T  H- 

-h—r — frr — C'  t_L  ".8~r  s-- tf- 


his  grace,  And       the         performing  God. 


— ■«* 


3  Proclaim  falvation  from  the  Lord    For  wretched  dying  men  : 
His  hand  has  writ  the  facred  word    With  an  immortal  pen. 

4  Engrav'd,  as  in  eternal  brafs,    The  mighty  promife  fhines  ; 
Nor  can  the  pow'rs  of  daiknefs  raze    Thofe  everlafting  lines. 

5  He  that  can  dafh  whole  worlds  to  death,    And  make  them  when  he  pleafe, 
He  fpeaks,  and  that  almighty  breath    Fulfils  his  great  decrees. 

9  How  would  my  leaping  heart  rejoice, 


I  truft  the  All-creating  voice,    And  faith  defires  no  more. 


6  His  very  word  of  grace  is  flrong    As  tliat  which  built  the  flues  ; 
The  voice  that  rolls  the  ftars  along    Speaks  all  the  promifes. 

7  He  faid,  Let  fche  wiJe  heav'n  be  fpread,    And  heav'n  was  ftrelch'd  abioad  ; 
Abrah'm  I'll  be  thy  God,  he  faid,    And  he  was  Abrah'm's  God. 

8  Oh,  might  I  hear  thine  he*v'nly  tongue    But  whifper,  Thou  art  mine  ! 
Thofe  gentle  words  mould  rnife  my  fong    To  notes  almoft  divine. 
And  think  my  heav'n  fecure  ! 


X  2 


Huntersfteld. 


Hymn  70.    L.  M.  double.        B00K  n. 


AIR. 


God    of  the  feas,  thy  thund'ring  voica  Makes  all  the     roaring     waves    rejoice  !  And  one  foft  word    of       thy  command,  Can  fink  them  filent     in  the  fand. 


^_  ^Z^  _j  ^1  O  *■  


til! 
•Ml! 

-ja_  O  -B- 

-x  _p_p.  _y  p_I  .  


If     hut       a     Mofes     wave    his  rod,  The    fea  divides  and  owns  its  God ;  The    ftormy    floods  their     Maker  knew,  And   let  his     chofen     armies  thro'. 


—9-  1  m-m— 


The  fcaly  fhoals  amid  the  fea    To  thee,  their  Lord,  a  tribute  pay  ; 

The  meaneft  fifh  that  fwims  the  flood,    Leaps  up,  arid  means  a  praife  to  God. 

The  larger  monfiers  of  the  deep    On  thy  commands  attendance  keep  ; 

By  thy  permiffion,  fport  and  play,    And  cleave  along  their  foaming  way. 

If  God  his  voice  of  temped  rears,    Leviathan  lies  ftill,  and  fears  ; 

Anon  he  lifts  his  noftrils  high,    And  fpouts  the  ocean  to  the  flcy, 

9  Oh,  for  fome  fignal  of  thine  hand  ! 


6  How  is  thy  glorious  pow'r  ador'd    Amid  thefe  wat'ry  nations,  Lord  ! 

Yet  the  bold  men  that  trace  the  feas,    Bold  men  refufe  their  Maker's  praife. 

7  What  fcenes  of  miracles  they  fee,    And  never  tune  a  fong  to  thee  ! 

While  on  the  flood  they  fafeiy  ride,    They  curfe  the  hand  that  fmooths  the  tide. 

8  Anon  they  plunge  in  wat'ry  graves,    And  fome  drink  death  among  the  wavers  ; 
Yet  the  furviving  crew  blafpheme,    Nor  own  the  God  that  refcii'd  them. 

Shake  all  the  feas,  Lord,  ihake  the  land  ; 


Great  Judge  !  defcend,  left  men  deny    That  there's  a  God  that  rules  the  Iky. 
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Air. 


No.  57 5. 


Orrington. 


Hymn  71.    C.  M.  double. 
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The       glories       of  my    Maker,     God,  My        joyful     voice  mail  fing,  And    call  the       nations        to       adore      Their    Former         and  their  King. 


3 


zizr: 

3* 


tr 


tr 


'Twas    his  right  hand  that    fhap'd  our   clay,  And  wrought  this    human  frame  ;  But   from  his       own    immediate    breath  Our 


nobler       fpirits  came 


EI3 


1 


3  We  bring  our  mortal  pow'rs  to  God,    And  worfhip  with  our  tongues 
We  claim  fome  kindred  with  the  ikies,    And  join  th'  angelic  fongs. 

4  Yet  grov'ling  beafts  of  ev'ry  fhape,    And  fowls  of  ev'ry  wing, 

And  rocks,  and  trees,  and  fires,  and  feas,    Their  various  tribute  bring. 


5  Ye  planets,  to  his  honor  fhine,    And  wheels  of  nature  roll, 
Praife  him  in  your  un weary 'd  courfe    Around  the  (leady  pole. 

6  The  brightnefs  of  our  Maker's  name    The  wide  creation  fills, 

'  And  his  unbounded  grandeur  flies,    Beyond  the  heav'nly  hills. 


Air. 


PiQ.  576. 


Bath 


tr 


Soft. 


Hymn  72.    C.  M. 


Loud. 


*r 


Blefs'd  morning,  vhofe  young  dawning  rays  Beheld  our  rifing  God  ;  That  faw  him  triumph,  that  faw  him  triumph,  that  faw  him  triumph  o'er  the  grave  And  leave  his  lad  abode. 


2  In  th°  cold  prifon  of  a  tomb    The  dear  Redeemer  lay, 

'Till the  revolving  Ikies  had  brought    The  third,  th'  appointed  day. 

3  Hell  and  tie  grave  unite  their  force    To  hold  our  God  in  vain  ; 
The  flceping.conqu.eroi  arpfsj    And  burit  their  feeble  chain. 


4  To  thy  great  name,  almighty  Lord,    Thefe  facred  hours  we  pay, 
And  loud  Hofannas  (hall  proclaim    The  triumph  of  the  day. 

5  Salvation  and  immortal  praile    To  our  vitfoiious  King  ; 

Let  heav'n  and  earth,  and  recks  and  feas    With  glad  Hofannas  ling. 


364    No-  577- 


Air.. 


Hallford. 


Hymn  73.    C.  M. 


Soft. 


Loud. 


BOOK  II. 

tr 


Hence  from  my  foul,  fad  thot's  begone  ;  And  leave  me  to  my  joys  ;  My  tongue  fliall  triumph  in  my  God,  And  make  a       joyful  none.   And  make  a      joyful  noife. 


1 
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2  Darknefs  and  doubts  had  veil'd  my  mind, 
Anil  drown'd  my  head  in  tears,  • 
'Till  foy'reign,  grace  with  fniuing  rays, 
pifpell'd  my  gloomy  fears.  *  i 


3  Oil,  what  immortal  joys  I  felt, 
'  And  raptures  all  divine, 
When  Jefus  told  mf  I  w.is  his, 
And  my  beloved  mine  ! 


4  In  vain  the  tempter  frights  my  foul, 
And  breaks  my  peace  in  vain  ; 
One  glimpfc,  dear  Saviour,  of  thy  face 
Revives  my  joys  again. 


_air.   No.  578.    :  Oulney. ^  ^         .  Hymn  74.    S.  M.  double. 

Is    this  the  kind       return  And    thefe  the  thanks  we    owe,    Thus      to      abufe  e     -         ternal    love,  Whence  all  our    bleflings    flow?  To 


what  a       flubborn    frame      Has      fin     redue'd  our 
5-3>_T_?_  


mind  ! 


What  ftrange  rebellious 


wretches       we,    And    God     as     ftrangely  kind. 


IgilBgSBbHfffiT     1  ,Mzxz£Eg-4^fepg4=^^^1 
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3  On  us  he  bids  the  fun    Shed  his  reviving  rays  ; 

For  us  the  ileies  their  circles  run,    To  lengthen  nut  our  days. 

4  The  brutes  obey  their  God,    And  bow  their  necks  to  men  ; 
But  we  more  bale,  more  brutifh  things,    Rejecl  his  eafy  reign. 


5  Turn,  turn  us,  mighty  God,    And  mould  our  fouls  atfrefh  ; 

Break,  fov'reign  grace,  thefe  hearts  of  ftone    And  give  us  hearts  of  flefh. 

6  Let  old  ingratitude    Provoke  our  weeping  eyes, 

And  hourly,,  as  new  mercies  fall,    Let  hourly  thanks  arife. 


BOOK  II,  NOm  5Jg 


Cana% 


Air. 


Soft. 


Hymn  75.  CM. 


Loud. 


365. 


tr 


From  thee,  my  God,  my  -  joys  fhall  rife,    And   run       eternal       rounds,  Beyond      the  limits 


53 


of   the  fides,  And    all       created  bound-j. 


3 
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The 


Leave  dull  mortal 


Loud. 


tr 


"T" 
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behind,  And 


holy    triumphs       of     my    foul,  Shall  death   itfelf  out-brave, 


ay* 


•m— —  -r  —7 


11 


beyond  the  grave.. 


3b*Eir! 
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— *  


3  There,  where  my  bleffed  Jefus  reigns,    In  heav'n's  unmeafur'd  fpace, 
I'll  fpend  a  long  eternity    In  pleafure  and  in  praifc. 

4  Millions  of  years  my  wond'ring  eyes    Shall  o'er  thy  beauties  rove, 
And  endlcfs  ages  I'll  adore    The  glories  of  thy  love. 


Sweet  Jefus,  every  fmile  of  thine    Shall  frefli  endearments  bring, 
And  thoufand  taftes  of  new  delight    From  all  thy  graces  fpring. 
Hade,  my  beloved,  fetch  my  foul    Up  to  thy  blefs'd  abode  ; 
Fly,  for  my  fpirit  longs  to  fee    My  Saviour  and  my  God. 


No.  580, 

Air. 


1:± 


Hofanna 
-** — 


to 


the  Prince 


Bloomsgrove* 


Hymn  76.    C.  M. 


Soft. 


iflpiiil 


Loud 


tr 
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of   light,  That  cloth'd  himfelf  in  clay  !  Enter'd  the  iron  gates  of  death, 


And   tore  the  bars  away.  And  tore  the  bars  away. 
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2  Death  is  no  more  the  king  of  dread,    Since  our  Immanuel  rofe  ;  4  There  our  exalted  Saviour  reigns,    And  fc  a  tiers  b!e(Tings  down-; 

He  took  the  tyrant's  (ling  away,    And  fpoil'd  our  hellifh  foes.      ,  Our  Jefus  fills  the  middle  feat    Of  the  celcllial  throne. 

See  how  the  conqu'ror  mounts  aloft,    And  to  his  Father  flies,  5  Raife  your  devotion,  mortal  tongues,    To  read)  his  blefs'd  abode, 

With  fears  of  honor  in  his  flefh,    And  triumph  in  his  eyes.  Sweet  be  the  accents  of  your  fongs    To  our  incarnate  God. 

6  Bright  angels,  (hike  your  loudefl  firings,    Your  fweetefl  voices  raife  ; 

Let  heaVri  and  all  created  things,  Sound  our  Immanuel's  praifc. 


HI 
siz- 


366    No.  58 10  •  Andover.  Hymn  77,    L.  M.  double.      book  ir. 

Stand  up,  my    foul,    fhake  off  thy  feawj,    And  gird  the  gofpel  armour  on  ;    March  to  the  gates  cf  endlefs     joy       Where  thy  great  Captain         Saviour's  gone. 
Hell  and  thy         fins       refift  thy  courfe,    But      hell    and        fin    .are  vanquifh'd  foes  ;  Thy  Jefus  nail'd  them  to    the    crofs,    And  fung  the  triumph  when  he  rofe. 
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3  What  tho'  the  prince  of  darknefs  rage    And  wafle  the  fury  of  his  fpite  ? 
Eternal  chains  confine  him  down    To  fiery  deeps,  and  cndlcfs  night. 

4  What  though  thine  inward  lulls  rebel  ?    'Tis  but  a  ftruggiing  gafp  for  life 
The  weapons  of  victorious  grace    Shall  fiay  thy  fins,  and  end  the  flrife. 


5  Then  let  my  foul  march  boldly  on,    Prefs  forward  to  the  heav'nly  gate, 
There  peace  and  joy  eternal  reign,    And  glitt'ring  robes  for  conqu'rors  wait. 

6  There  lhall  I  wear  a  Marry  crown,    And  triumph  in  Almighty  grace, 
While  all  the  armies  of  the  Ikies    Join  in  my  glorious  Leader's  praife. 


AIR.     NO.  582. 


Baker. field. 


Hymn  78.    C.  M. 


When  the  firfl:  parents     of     our  race,  RebelPd  and  loll  their  God,  And  the  infeclion  of  their  fin  Had  tainted     all  our  blood  ;  Had     tasted        all    our    blood  ; 


2  Infinite  pity  to.uch'd  the  heart    Of  the  eternal  Son,  4  His  "living  pow'r  and  dying  love,    Redeem'd  unhappy  men  : 
Descending  from  the  heav'nly  court,    He  left  his  Father's  throne.  And;rais'd  the  ruins  of  our  race    To  life  and  God  again. 

3  Afide  the  Prince  of  Glory  thiew    His  mod  divine  array,  5  To  thee,' dear  Lord,  our  fl'eih  and  foul    We  joyfully  refign  ; 
And  wrap'd  his  Godhead  in  a  veil    Of  our  inferior  clay.  Blcft  Jefus  take  us  for  thy  own,    For  we  are  doubly  thine. 

6  Thine  honor  fliall  forever  be    The  bjufinefs  of  our  days, 

For  ever  lhall  our  thankful  tongues    Speak  thy  defe*ved  praife. 
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li 


BOOK  U.  5g3< 

|        A:r.  Affettuoso. 


Zuric. 


Hymn  jg.    C.  M. 


67 


tr 


Plung'd  in  a   gulph   of    dark  defpair      We  wretched,  wretched         finners     lay      Without  one    cheerful  beam  of    hope,    Or  fpark  of     glimm'ring  day. 


si 
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Andante  Pi-a. 


For. 


With  pitying 


eyes  the  Prince  of   grfece    Beheld     our     helplefs    grief ;    He  fj.v,  and      O  !  amazing 


tr 


love !  He  came  to      our  relief. 
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Allegro  moderato. 


Down  from  the  fhining        feats   above    With    joyful    haft*  he     fled,    Enter'd  the  grave    in     mortal    flefh  And  dwelt,    and  dwelt    among  th% 

B''"'  ~  -  "  fz«  * 


zarlzz: 

dead. 


ift  Treble. 

Z*Z|Z._   ,  ^ 

He    fpoil'd  the  pow'rs  of 
zd  Treble. 


darknefs   thus    And  brake  our         iron      chains,     Jefus  has    freed  our       captive       fouls    From   er    -   er    -    lafling  pains. 


368 

||'       Tenor.  Slow. 

In  *aia  the     bafHed     prince    of     hell  His 


BOOK  II. 


~f-e -+  


Bad. 


curfed       projects       tries  ;    We  that  were  doom'd  his  endlefs   flavcs  Are    rais'd   above       the  ikies. 


-e- 


!-F-t-o- 


Andante. 


Gh,    for  this  love  let    rocks  and    hills  Their  lading         fdence    break,         And    all       harmonious      human   tongues  The    Saviour's     praifes  fpeak 


— I — *•  


I/?  Treble. 


Yes,  we  will  praife  thee, 
id.  Treble. 


_l.tn_/T!i_  a.  _e. 


deareft    Lord»  Our   fouls  are  all  on  flame ;       Hofanna     round  the       fpacious  eanh    To    thine         ador    -    ed  name. 


Maestoso, 
zzrr* 
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Angels,    aOlft       our         mighty       joys,    Strike  all  your  harps,  your  Harps  of  gold ;  But  when  you  raife  your  higheft    notes,  His    love    can    ne'er  be  told. 
O  t — *  r^s  f~\   r~\  r~\   s~\  _  ,  -9> 
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BOOK  11.   N()9  584. 


Rutland.  Hymn  80.    S.  M.  369 


— i_i — 


Tremble,  O  earth, 


 -r-p-W-?~r 


Air.      O!  the     almighty       Lord!  how  matchlefs    is   his  pow'r  ! 


Tremble,  O  earth,  beneath     his  word, 


While  all    the    heav'ns  adore. 


Tremble,  O 

n-— — 


earth, 


While  all  the  heav'ns  a^dore. 


Tremble,  O  earth, 

2  Let  proud  imperious  kings    Bow  low  before  his  throne  !  4  Yet,  everlafting  God,    We  love  to  fpeak  thy  praife  ; 
Crouch  to  his  feet,  ye  haughty  things,    Or  he  lhall  tread  you  down.  Thy  fceptre's  equal  to  thy  rod,    The  fceptre  of  thy  grace. 

3  Above  the  Ikies  he  reigns,    And  with  amazing  blows  5  The  arms  of  mighty  love    Defend  our  Zion  well. 

He  deals  infufferable  gains    On  his  rebellious  foes.  And  heav'nly  mercy  walls  us  round    From  Babylon  and  hell. 

6  Salvation  to  the  King    That  fits  enthron'd  above  : 

Thus  we  adore  the  God  of  might,    And  blefs  the  God  of  love. 


AiR.   No.  585.  Boscawen.  Hymn  8 1.    C  M. 


And  now  the  fcales  have  left  mine  eyes,    ftow  I  begin  to  fee  !    Oh  the  curs'd  deeds  my  fins  have  done,  What  murd'rous  things  they  be.  What  murd'rous  things  they  bi 


2  Were  thefe  the  traitors,  deareft  Lord,    That  thy  fair  body  tore  ? 
Monfters,  that  ftain'd  thofe  heav'nly  limbs    With  floods  of  purple  gore  ? 

3  Was  it  for  crimes  that  I  had  done,    My  deareft  Lord  was  (lain, 
When  jufticc  feiz'd  God's  only  Son,    And  put  his  foul  to  pain  i 

Y  2 


EE 

4  Forgive  my  guilt,  O  Prince  of  Peace,    I'll  wound  my  God  r.g  more 
Hence  from  my  heart,  ye  fins,  be  gone,    For  Jefus  I  adoie. 

1  Furnifli  me,  Lord,  with  heav'nly  arms    From  grace's  magazine, 
And  I'll  proclaim  eternal  war    With  ev'ry  darling  fin, 


370    No.  586.  M/torc.  Hymn  82,    CM.  double*         book  n. 


Soft. 


tr 


Loud. 


tr 


He    rais'd  me  from  the  deeps  of     fin,  The    gates  of 


3  The  arms  of  everlafting  love,    Beneath  my  foul  he  plac'd, 
And  on  the<  rock  of  ages  let    My  llipp'ry  footfteps  fad. 

4  The  city  of  my  bleft  abode    Is  wall'd  around  with  grace  ; 
Salvation  for  a  bulwark  Hands    To  ihield  the  lacred  place. 


gaping       hell,         And    fix'd  my  Handing  more  fecure       Than  'twas  before       I    fell  ! 


"~r. 
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5  Satan  may  vent  his  fharpefl  fpite,    And  all  his  regions  roar  ; 
Almighty  mercy  guards  my  life,    And  bounds  his  raging  pow'r. 

6  Arii'e  my  fnul,  awake  my  voice,    And  tunes  of  pleafure  ling  ; 
Loud  hallelujahs  fliall  addiefs    My  Saviour  and  my  King. 


Hampton. 


Hymn  83.    C.  M. 


Awake,       my    wrath,  and  fmite 


the 


man, 


and 
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Thus  faith    the       Ruler       of       the  Jfkies, 


Awake        my     dreadful  fword, 


A- 


Awake 


my  wrath,  and  fmite 


the 


Awake    my  wrath,  and 
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Fellow,      faith    the        Lord,  My 


fmite      the  man, 
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Fellow, 
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man, 
fmite    the  man 


Awake 
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2  Vengeance  receiv'd  the  dread  command,    And  armed,  down  (lie 
Jefus  fubmits  t'  his  Father's  hand,    And  bows  his  head  and  dies. 

3  But,  oh  !  the  wifdom  and  the  grace    That  join  with  vengeance  : 
He  dies  to  fave  our  guilty  race,    And  yet  he  rifts  too. 


A1R.    No.  588.       ••  •'    :  Regcmbiirg. 

Come,    all      harmonious    tongues,  Your   nobleft       mufic     bring  ; 


jl  A  perfon  fo  divine  was  he,    Who  yielded  to  be  flain, 

That  he  could  give  his  foul  away,    And  take  his  life  again. 

5  Live,  glorious  Lord,  and  reign  on  high,    Let  ev'ry  nation  (ing, 
And  angels  found  with  endlefs  joy,    The  S.nviour  and  the  King. 


-38 


Hymn  84.    S.  M  double. 


laftim 


God,  And     Chrift  the    man  we 
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Tell  how  he      took  our      flefh,  To    take       away         our     guilt!  Sing  the  dear    drops    of.       facred       blood,  That   hellifh  monfters  fpilt. 
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3  Alas  !  the  cruel  fpear    Went  deep  into  his  fide, 

And  the  rich  flood  of  purple  gore    Their  murd'rous  weapons  dy'd. 

4  The  waves  of  fvvtliing  grief    Did  o'er  his  bofcm  roll, 
And  mountains  of  Almighty  wrath    Lay  heavy-  on  his  foul. 

5  Down  to  the  (hades  of  death    He  bov/'d  his  awful  head  ; 
Yet  he  avofc  to  live  and  reign,    When  death  fefelf  is  dead. 


6  No  more  the  bloody  fpear,    The  crofs  and  nails  no  more  ; 

For  hell  itfelf  fhakes  at  his  name,  Aad  ail  the  heav'ns  adore. 
1  There  the  Redeemer  fits    High  on  the  Father's  throne  ; 

The  Father  lays  his  vengeance  by,  And  fmiles  upon  his  Son. 
8  There  his  full  gloties  fhine    With  uncreated  rays 

And  blefs  his  faints  and  angels  eyes    To  drerlafting  day=. 


372    No.  589. 

.Allegro  Moderate 


Plainfield. 


Hymn  85.    C.  M,  double.         book  11. 


Why    docs  your  face,  ye     humble    fouls,  Thofe  mournful  colours     wear  ?  What  doubts  are  thefe,  that  wafte  your  faith,  And  nourifh    your       defpair  ? 


Air. 


~"~F"T. — I""1' 
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Soft. 


Loud. 


What  the*'  your  num'rous  fins  exesed  The  ftars  that  fill  the  /kies,  And    aiming      at  th' eternal  throne,  Like  pointed  mountains  rife  ?  Like  pointed  mountains  rife  ? 


3  What  though  your  mighty  guilt  beyond    The  wide  creation  fwell, 
And  has  its  curd  foundations  laid    Low  as  the  deeps  of  hell  i 

4  See  here  an  endlefs  ocean  flows    Of  never-failing  grace  ; 
Behold  a  dying  Saviour's  veins    The  facred  flood  increafe : 


4  It  rifes  high,  and  drowns  the  hills,    Has  neither  more  nor  bound  : 
Now  if  we  fearch  to  find  our  fins,    Our  fins  can  ne'er  be  found. 

5  Awake  our  hearts,  adore  the  grace    That  buries  all  our  faults, 

And  pard'ning  blood,  that  fwells  above    Our  follies  and  our  thoughts. 


BOOK  II. 


Air. 


No.  590, 


Magdalen. 


Hvmn  86.    C.  M. 


373 


Our   fins,      alas !    how  ftrong  they      be,  And  like  a 


vi'lent 


fea,    They  break  our        duty,    Lord,  to     thee,  And  hurry 


away. 
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2  The  waves  of  trouble,  Wv  they  rife  !    How  loud  the  tempefts  roar  \ 
But  death  (hall  land  our  weary  fouls    Sale  on  the  heav'nly  ihore. 

3  There,  to  fulfil  his  fwett  commands,    Our  fpeedy  feet  iball  move  ! 
No  fin  mall  clog  our  winged  zeal,    Or  cool  our  burning  love. 

air.  No.  591-  Ossipee. 
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4  There  fhall  we  fit,  and  fing  and  tell  Tlie  wonders  of  his  grace, 
■  'Till  heav'nly  raptures  fire  our  hearts,    And  fmile  in  ev'ry  face. 

5  For  ever  his  dear  facred  name     Shall  dwell  upon  our  tongue. 
And  Jefus  and  falvation  be    The  clofe  of  ev'ry  fong. 

Hymn  87.    C.  M.  double. 


How  wond'rous  great,  hew  glorious  bright  Mud  our  Creator  be,  Who  dwells  amid  the  dazling  light,  Who  dwells  amid  the  dazling  light  Of  vaft  infinity  ! 


Our 


Who  dwells  amid  the  dazling  light3  Who  dwells  amid  the  dazling  light  Of  vafl  infinity  ! 

Who  dwells  amid  the  dazling  light  Of  vafl;  infinity  I 


foaring 


3 
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fpirits    upwards  rife  Tow'rd  the  celeftial  throne  ; 
__ .  i_T — ■  T___t_fr_ff  pi_. 


Fain  would  we  fee  the       bleifcd  Three, 


And  the  almighty, 


the    almighty  One. 


Fain  would  we  fee  the  bleffed  Three,  And  the  almighty  One,  And  the  almighty  3  the  almighty  One. 


Fain  would  we  fee  the  bleffcd  Three,  Fain  would  we  fee  the  blelfed  three,  And  the  almighty  One,  And  the  almighty  One. 


3  Our  reafon  ftretches  all  its  wings,    And  climbs  above  the  fkies  ; 
But  ftillhow  far  beneath  thy  feet    Our  grov'Kfig  reafon  lies  ! 

4  Lord,  here  we  bend  our  humble  fouls,    And  a  wfully  adore  : 

For  the  weak  pinions  of  our  mind,    Can  flretch  a  thought  no  more. 


5  Thy  glories  infinitely  rife    Above  our  lab'ring  tongue  ; 
In  vain  the  highett  feraph  tries    To  form  an  equal  fong. 

6  In  humble  notes  our  faith  adores    The  great  myfterious  King, 

While  angels  ftrain  their  nobler  pow'rs,    And  fweep  th'  immortal  firing,, 


374    Ar6>.  592.  Zemlin. 


Hymn  88.    C.  M. 
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Air. 
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Salvation!        O    the     joyful    found,  'Tis     pleafuie    to    our  ears; 


A     fov'reign  ba'l/n,     A     fov'reign  balm   for       ev'ry    wound,  A 


A 


=!=: 


A    fov'reign  balm  for     ev'ry  wound,  A 


■P— 


'l — — 1 — 
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 P   


cordial  for  our    fears.    A    fov'reign  balm  for    ev'ry  wound,  A  cordial  for  our  fears.        -       -  -    -  A 


cordial       for  our 


fears. 


-e 


A    cordial  for  our  fears. 


IT''. 


2  Eury'd  in  forrow  and  in  fin,    At  bell's  dark  door  we  lay 
.But  we  arife,  by  grace  divine,    To  fee  a  heav'nly  day. 


-»■        -p— » 


A      cordial  for  our 


ir 


3  Salvation  !  let  the  echo  fly,    The  fpacious  earth  around, 
While  all  the  armies  of  the  fky    Ccnfpire  to  raiie  the  found. 


air.   No.  593.  Portsmouth. 


Hofanna         to  cur    conqu'ring  King  !  The  Pririce  of  darknefs  flies. 


1  ■  ?^S:^^i^EPEECfEESEP;iEE^tESE^EE5={ 

i^:~^H^+t-s-R--^  L; — 1 — i-p-p-f  --izEEitpzir"!: 
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Hymn  89.    C.  M.  double. 

His  troops  rufli  headlong    down    to      hell,  Like     lightning    from  the  fkies. 
r~s    „  s — s  /  \        .  /■ — n  _^  


I  S|El|||p|||Eiflli 


2. 


EpEEEEEE^EE^EEpEE?: 


zxzqz: 


There,  bound  in  chains,  the    lion's       roar,    And  fright  the       refcu'd     Heep,  Eut       heavy  bars  confine  their  pow'r  And      malice     to  the  deep. 


Ten  thoufandfongs  and  glories  wait    To  crown  my  head  above.  And  everlalting  ages  ling    The  triumphs  ihou  bait  won. 


AlR    No.  594.  Dorset. 

CT  m  *  —    ^  CD  — ■ 


Hymn  90.    C.  M.  double. 


How  fad  our    ftate    by       nature       is,  Our    fin,  how  deep  it    Mains !  And  Satan   binds  our  captive  fouls,  Fad  in  the   ilavifli    chains.  But  there's  a  voice  of 


3  My  foul  obeys  th'  almighty  call,    And  runs  to  this  relief  ;  5  Stretch  out  thine  arm,  viftor'riis  King,    My  rci^nin:;  fms  fubdue  ; 
I  would  believe  thy  promife,  Lord,    Oh  !  help  my  unbelief.  Drive  the  old  dragon  from  li  V  (ear,    With  all  his  heflifli  crew. 

4  To  the  dear  fountain  of  thy  blood,    Incarnate  God,  I  fly  ;  6  A  guilty,  weak,  and  helplels  -worm  •  On  thy  kind  arms  I  fall  : 
Here  let  me  vvafh  my  fpotted  foul    From  crimes  of  deepen  dye.  15e  thou  my  ftrcngth  and  righteouinels,    My  Jefus,  and  my  All. 


376    595-  Malabar.  Hymn  91.    CM.  double.         book  ii. 


1 

0  the  delights,  the  he.iv  nly  joys.  The   glories  of  the   place,        Where  Jeius  flieds  the  brighteft  beams,  thebrighteft  beams,  Where  Jefus  fheds  thebrighteft  beams  Of 

Where  Jefus  fheds  the  brighteft  beams,  Where  J.fus  fheds  the  brighteft  beams,  Where 


Where  Jefus  fheds  the  brighteft  beams,'  Where 


grace  !  Where  Jefus  fheds  the  brighteft  beams  Of  his  o'erflowing  grace  !  Sweet  majefty  and  awful  love  Sit  fmiling  on  his  brow,  And  all  the  glorious 


s::Erzz: 
i^L***"*  jz~ [_ 

his  o'erflowing  grace  !  Where  Jefus  fheds  the  brighteft  beams  Of  his  o'erflowing  grace  !  Sweet  majefty  and  awful  love  Sit  fmiling  on  his  brow,  And  all  the  glorious 

Of  his  o'erflowing  grace  !  1  And 


Of  his  o'erflowing,  his  o'erflowing  grace  ! 


ranks  above,  And  all  the  glorious  ranks  above 


And  all  the  glorious  ranks  above,  At 


a-- 


tjzrprjzpii- 

humble       diftance  bow. 

£-T-e — h-t- — 


At  humble  diftance  bow. 
all  the  glorious,  all  the  glorious  ranks  above  At  humble  diftance  bow 

And    all  "the  glorious  ranks  above,  At  humble  diftance 


bow. 


3  Princes  to  his  imperial  name    Bend  their  bright  fceptres  down  ;. 
Dominions,  thrones,  and  pow'rs  rejoice    To  fee  him  wear  the  crown. 

4  Archangels  found  his  lofty  praife    Through  ev'ry  heav'niy  ftreet, 
And  lay  their  highcft  honors  down    Submiflive  at  his  feet. 

5  Thofe  i'oft,  thole  bleffed  feet  of  his,    That  once  rude  iron  tore, 
High  on  a  throne  of  light  they  ftand,    And  all  the  faints  adore. 


9  And  while  our  faith  enjoys  this  fight,    We  long  to  leave  our  clay  j 
And  wilh  thy  fiery  chariots,  Lord.    To  fetch  our  fouls  away. 


6  His  head,  the  dear  majeftic  head,    That  cruel  thorns  did  wound, 
See  what  immortal  glories  fhine,    And  circle  it  around  ! 

7  This  is  the  Man,  th'  exalted  Man,    Whom  we,  unfeen,  adore  ; 

But  when  our  eyes  behold  his  face,    Our  hearts  lhall  love  him  more. 

8  Lord,  how  our  fouls  are  all  on  tire    To  fee  thy  blefs'd  abode  ; 
Our  tongues  rejoice  in  tunes  of  praife    To  our  incarnate  God  !. 
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Byjidd* 


Hymn  92.    CM.  double*  377 


Thee, 


Shout  to  the  Lord,  and  let  your  joys  Through  the  whole  nation  run ;  Ye  weftern  flues  refound  the  noife  Beyond  the  rifing  fun.  Thee,  mighty  God,  our  fouls  ad- 
Air. 


3.j 


Thee 


Thee,  mighty  God,  our  fouls  ad- 


our  glad  voices  fing, 

L  g^r^.,„T.,_f. 


mire, 


Thee,  our  glad    voices     fing,    And  join  with  the 


celeftial       choir,  To  praife  th'  eternal     King.    To  praife  th'  eternal  King. 


our  glad  voices  fing, 


3 


a — t. 


mire, 


3  Thy  pow'r  the  whole  creation  rules,    And  on  the  ftarry  flcies 
Sits  fmiling  at  the  weak  defigns    Thine  envious  foes  devife. 

4  Thy  fcom  derides  their  feeble  rage,    And  with  an  awful  frown, 
Flings  vaft  confufion  on  their  plots,    And  fhakes  their  Babel  down. 

5  Their  fecret  fires  in  caverns  lay,    And  we  the  facrifice  ; 

But  gloomy  caverns  ftrove  in  vain    To  'fcape  all-fearching  eyes. 


6  Their  dark  defigns  were  all  reveal'd,    Their  treafons  all  betray'd  : 
Praife  to  the  Lord,  that  broke  the  fnare    Their  curfed  hands  have  laid. 

7  In  vain  the  bufy  fons  of  hell    Still  new  rebellions  try, 

Their  fouls  (hall  pine  with  envious  rage,    And  vex  away,  and  die. 

8  Almighty  grace  defends  our  land    Frorti  their  malicious  pow'r  ; 
Then  let  us  with  united  longs    Almighty  grace  adore. 


378    No<  597- 


Air  . 


Tyngsborough% 


Hymn  93,    S.  M.  double.      B00K  n- 


My  God,  my  life  my    love,  To 


I  cannot   live,     If       thou      remove,  For  thou  art  all,  For  thou^lrt  all  in  a^?. 


I  cannot  live,  if  thou  remove,  For  thou  art  all  in  all. 


3!E 


Thy  Ihining    grace  can  cheer  This    dungeon    where  I 


I  cannot    live,  if 


thou 


remove, 


The  fmilings»of  thy  face,    How  amiable  they  are  ! 

'Tis  heav'n  to  reft  in  thine  embrace,    And  no  where  elfe  but  there. 

To  thee,  and  thee  alone,    The  angels  owe  their  blifs  ; 

They  fit  around  thy  gracious  throne,    And  dwell  where  Jefus  isl 

Not  all  the  harps  above    Can  make  a  heav'nly  place, 

If  God  his  refldence  remove,    Or  but  conceal  his  face. 


'Tis  paradife  when  thou  art  here  ; 

6  Nor  earth  nor  all  the  iky,    Can  one  delight  afford  ; 
No,  not  a  drop  of  real  joy,    Without  thy  prefence,  Lord. 

7  Thou  art  the  fea  of  love,    Where  all  my  pleafures  roll  ; 
The  circle  where  my  paflions  move,    And  centre  of  my  foul. 

S  To  thee  my  fpirits  fly    With  infinite  defire  : 

And  yet,  how  far  from  thee  I  lie  !    Dear  Jefus  raife  me  higher. 


ai&  Afo- 598.  St.  Ann's.  Hymn  94.  CM. 

My  God,  rriy  portion,    and  my    love,  My       ever     -    lafting       All,         I've  none  but       thee  in    heav'n     above,         Or  on  this  earthly 


-e- 


What  empty  things  are  all  the  flues,    And  this  inferior  clod  !  5 
There's  nothing  here  deferves  my  joys,    There's  nothing  like  my  God. 
In  vain  the  bright,  the  burning  fun    Scatters  his  feeble  light  :  6 
'Tis  thy  fweet  beams  create  my  noon  ;    If  thou  withdraw,  'tis  night. 

And  while  upon  my  reftlefs  bed    Among  the  fhades  I  roll,  7 
If  my  Redeemer  ihew  his  Ijead,     'Tis  morning  with  my  foul. 

8  Let  others  ftretch  their  arms  like  feas,    And  grafp  in  all  the  flrore, 
Grant  me  the  vifits  of  thy  face,    And  I  delire  no  more. 


To  thee  we  owe  our  wealth  and  friends,    And  health  and  fafe  abode 
Thanks  to  thy  name  for  meaner  things,    But  they  are  not  my  God. 
How  vain  a  toy  is  glitt'ring  wealth,    If  once  compar'd  to  thee  i 
Or  what's  my  fafety,  or  my  health,    Or  all  my  friends  to  me  ? 
Were  I  poffeflbr  of  the  earth,    And  call'd  the  ftars  mine  own  ; 
Without  thy  graces,  and  thyfelf,    I  were  a  wretch  undone  : 
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No.  599.  Minden*  Hymn  95.    C.  M.  379 

A.IR.    Affettuoso.  ^  -  ~\.  •         *~~  tr 

Infinite  grief !      amazing    woe!    Behold  my  bleeding  Lord  :  Hell  and  the  Jews  confpir'd  his  death,  And  us'd  the  Roman  fword.    Oh!    the     {harp  pangs  of 
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-T-e-r-P  F— 


±z_zzz£zf  :_:Hd^j.-a. 

fmarting   pain    My  dear  Redeemer  bore,       When  knotty  whips,  and  ragged  thorns,  His  facred  body  tore. 


tr  Passionate. 
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But  knotty  whips,  and  ragged  thorns  In  vain  do  I  ac- 


Affettuoso.  !. 


cufe  ;  In  vain  I  blame  the  Roman  bands,  And  the  more  fpiteful  Jews.  'Twere  you  my  fins,     my        cruel    fins,  His  chief  tormentors  were  ;    Each  of  my  crimes  became  a 

•  I  t  \ 

fcfaz: 
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eziz|zz: 
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nail,    And        unbelief     the    fpear.    'Twere  you  that  pull'd  his  vengeance  down  Upon  his  guiltlefs    head  :    Break,    break,    my    heart,         Oh,  burft,  my  eyes, 


IS 


And     let  my     farrows  bleed. 


Strike,  mighty  grace,    my       flinty  foul,  'Till  melting  waters  flow,  And  deep  repentance  drown  mine  eyes  In  undiflembfed  woe. 


T£I£ZfSZZZZ3 
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AIR.     Nq.  600. 


Marshprove. 


Hymn  96.    C,  M. 


Down  headlong  from  their  native    fkics  The      rebel  angels     fell,  And   thunder     bolts    of      flaming    wrath     Purfu'd         them    deep    to  hell. 


2  Down  from  the  top  of  earthly  blifs    Rebellious  man  was  hurl'd  ; 
And  Jefus  ftoop'd  beneath  the  grave,    To. reach  a  finking  world, 

3  Oh,  love  of  infinite  degree  I    Unmeafurable  grace  ! . 
Muft  heav'n's  eternal  darling  die,    To  fave  a  trait'rous  race  ? 


4  Muft  angels  fink  forever  down,    And  burn  in  quenchlefs  fire, 

While  God  forfakes  his  fliining  throne,    To  raife  us  wretches  higher  ? 

5  Oh,  for  his  love,  let  earth  and  fkies    With  hallelujahs  ring, 
And  the  full  choir  of  human  tongues    All  hallelujahs  fing. 


Nantwich. 


Hymn  97.    L.  M. 


BOOK  II.   tf^  6oie 

Air. 

From  hcav'n  the  finning  angels  fell,  And  wrath  and  darknefs  chain'd  them  down,  But  man,  vile  man,  forfook  his  blifs,  And  mercy  lifts  him  to  a  crown.  And  mercy,  &c 


381 


^  IR'     ^  ^  ^  Soft.  ^  Loud.  ^  tr 


■tr 

2  Amazing  work  of  fov'reign  giace,    That  could  diftinguifh  rebels  fo  ! 
Our  guilty  trealbas  call'd  aloud    For  evei lading  fetters  too. 


3  To  thee,  to  thee,  almighty  love,    Our  fouls,  ourfelves,  our  all  we  pay  ; 

Millions  of  tongues  fhall  found  thy  praife    On  the  bright  hills  of  heav'nly  day. 


AIR 


No.  602.  Fryeburg.  Hymn  98.    C.  M.  double. 


My  heart,  how  dreadful  hard  it  is  !  How  heavy  here  it  lies  ;      Heavy      and  cold    within  my  breaft,  Jufllike  a     rock     of  ice  !      Juft    like    a    rock     of  ice! 


* — f — 1 —  t- 


 O    ■  


Sin,    like  a   raging     tyrant,     fits  Upon     this  flinty  throne,    And  ev'ry  grace   lies       bury'd  deep  Beneath     this  heart  of  ftone.  Beneath  this  heart   of  flone. 

 H-/>- 


Em 


3  How  feldom  do  I  rife  to  God,    Or  tafte  the  joys  above  ? 

This  mountain  preffes  down  my  faith    And  chills  my  flaming  love. 

4  When  fmiling  mercy  courts  my  foul    With  all  its  heav'nly  charms, 
This  (tubborn,  this  relentiefs  thing,    Would  thruft  it  from  my  arms. 


5  Againft  the  thunders  of  thy  word    Rebellious  I  hare  flood  ; 
My  heart  it  (hakes  not  at  the  wrath    And  terrors  of  a  God. 

6  Dear  Saviour,  fteep  this  rock  of  mine    In  thine  own  crimfon  fea 
None  but  a  bath  of  b!    i  divine    Can  melt  the  flint  away. 


382    No.  603. 
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Leestono  Hymn  99.  CM. 


i 


Let  the  whole  race  of  creatures  lie  Abas'd  before  their  God  ;  Whate'er  his  fov'reign  voice  hath  form'd,  He  governs  with  a  nod,  He  governs  with  a  nod. 
Air. 


1 
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2  Ten  thoufand  ages  ere  the  fkies    Were  into  motion  brought  ;  4  If  light  attends  the  courfe  I  run,    'Tis  he  provides  thofe  rays  ! 
All  the  long  years  and  worlds  to  come    Stood  prefent  to  his  thought.  And  'tis  his  hand  that  hides  my  fun,    If  darknefs  cloud  my  days. 

3  There's  not  a  fparrow  or  a  worm,    But's  found  in  his  decrees  ;  5  Yet  I  could  not  be  much  concern'd,    Nor  vainly  long  to  fee 

He  raifes  monarchs  to  their  thrones,    And  finks  them  as  he  pleafe.  The  volumes  of  his  deep  decrees,    What  months  are  writ  for  me. 

6  When  he  reveals  the  book  of  life,    Oh,  may  I  read  my  name 
Among  the  chofen  of  his  love,    The  foll'wers  of  the  Lamb.  . 


No.  604. 


Dresden. 


Hymn  100.    L.  M.  double. 


How  full  of  anguifh  is  the  thought,      How    it  diftrads  and  tears  my  heart,      If  God  at  laft,  my  fov'reign  Judge,      Should  frown,  and  bid  my    foul  depart. 


Air. 


i  r* — 


1 
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Lord,  when  I  quit  this      earthly    ftage,    Where  fliall  I  fly  but       to   thy  breaft  ?     For  I  have  fought  no  other  home  5      For    I  have  learnt  no  other  reft. 


3  I  cannot  live  contented  here,    Without  fome  glimpfes  of  thy  face  ; 

And  hcav'n,  without  thy  prefence  there,    Will  be  a  dark  and  tirefome  place. 

4  When  earthly  cares  engrofs  the  day,    And  hold  my  thoughts  afide  from  thee, 
The  fhining  hours  of  cheerful  light    Are  long  and  tedious  years  to  me. 

5  And  if  no  ev'ning  vifit's  paid    Between  my  Saviour  and  my  foul, 

How  dull  the  night !  how  fad  the  lhade  !    How  mournfully  the  minutes  roll  ! 

6  This  flefh  of  mine  might  learn  as  foon    To  live,  yet  part  with  all  my  blood  ; 
To  breathe,  when  vital  air  is  gone,    Or  thrive  and  grow  without  my  food. 


7  Chrift  is  my  light,  my  life,  my  care,    My  blefled  hope,  my  heav'nly  prize  ; 
Dearer  than  all  my  paflions  are,    My  limbs,  my  bowels,  or  my  eyes. 

8  The  firings  that  twine  about  my  heart,    Tortures  and  racks  may  tear  them  off; 
But  they  can  never,  never  part    With  their  dear  hold  of  Chrift,  my  love 

9  My  God  1  and  can  a  humble  child,    That  loves  thee  with  a  flame  fo  high, 
Be  ever  from  thy  face  exil'd,    Without  the  pity  of  thine  eye  ? 

10  Impofhble  ! — For  thine  own  hands    Have  ty'd  my  heart  fo  faft  to  thee, 

And  in  thy  book  the  promife  Hands,    That  where  thou  art,  tby  friends  rnuft  be, 


AIE.     NO.  605. 

When   io  the  light  of     faith  divine 


Paxtotio 


Hymn  101.  CM. 


Wfi     look    on    things  below, 


-e- 


Honor  and    gold,    and  fenfual  joy,       How  vain  and  dang'rous  too  I 


Honor's  a  puff  of  noify  breath  j    Yet  men  expofe  their  blood. 
And  venture  everlafting  death    To  gain  that  airy  good. 
While  others  ftarve  the  nobler  mind,    And  feed  on  fliining  duft, 
They  rob  the  ferpent  of  his  food,    T'  iadulge  a  fordid  luft. 

6  In  vain  the  world  accofts  my  ear, 


Are  dang'rous  foares  Co  fouls 


J.  cannot  buy  your  blifs  fo  deara    Nor  part  with  heav'n  for  you 


4  The  pleafures  that  allure  our  fenfe 
There's  but  a  drop  of  flatt'ring  fweet,    And  dahVd  with  bitter  bowls. 

5  God  is  mine  all-fofficient  good,    My  portion  and  my  choice, 
In  him  my  vaft  defires  are  fi.ll'd.    And  $1!  my  oow'rs  rejoice^ 

And  tempts  my  heart  anew 


384    No.  606. 


Rowley. 


Hvmn  102.    L.  M, 
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Air.  Moderate. 


No,  I'll  repine     at    death  no  more,  But    with    a   cheerful  gafp  refign     To  the  cold  dungeon  of  the  grave  Thefe  dying,  with'ring  limbs       of  mine. 


SEE 


2  Let  worms  devour  my  wafting  flefh,    And  crumble  all  my  bones  to  duft, 
My  God  fhall  raife  my  frame  anew,    At  the  revival  of  the  juft. 

3  Break,  facred  morning,  through  the  Ikies,    Bring  that  delightful,  dreadful  day, 
Cut  Ihcit  the  hours,  dear  Lord,and  come,  Thy  ling'iing  wheels,how  long  they  flay. 


4  Our  wearied  fpirits  faint  to  fee    The  light  of  thy  returning  face, 

And  hear  the  language  of  thofe  lips    Where  God  has  fhed  his  richeft  grace. 

5  Hafte  then  upon  the  wings  of  love,    Roufe  all  the  pious  fleeping  clay, 
That  we  may  join  in  heav'nly  joys,    And  fing  the  triumph  of  the  day. 


AIR.      NO.  607. 


Vassalborough. 


^  Hymn  103.    CM-  double. 


Come,    happy  fouls,  approach  your  God,  With  new  melodious  fongs ; 


Come,  tender  to     almighty  grace,    Come,  tender    to     almighty  grace, 

Ezit:3r=ErE=iE=t;Ertri:E=»rtrft:t:Er^fcp— lz: 

Come,  tender  to  almighty  grace,  Come,  tender  to     almighty       grace,  The 
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Come,  tender  to     almighty  grace,    Come,       tender  to  almighty  grace, 


»=— =p=i 


-± 


The    tribute  of,  the       tribute       of   your  tongues 


:EE 


=f:=t|:E: 


tribute  of  your    tongues,  the  tribute 
The  tribute 


So  flrange,  fo  boundlefs  was  the  love,  That  pity'd  dying  men, 


The  Father  fent  his 


-I — h- 
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Mil 

MM 

The 


The  Father  fent  his  equal  Son,  The 
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equal        Son,    The        Father     fent  his 


equal  Son* 


To      gives  them  life,  To 


give       them     life  again 


 BL 


equal    Son,   To    give  them  life,    To    give  them  life,  To 


Father       fent    his  equal       Son,  his 


Father       fent     his  equal       Son,       his       equal  Son, 

3  Thy  hands,  dear  Jefus,  were  not  arm'd,    With  a  revenging  rod, 
No  hard  commifllon  to  perform    The  vengeance  of  a  God  ; 

4  But  all  was  mercy,  all  was  mild,    And  wrath  forfook  the  throne, 
When  Chrift  on  the  kind  errand  came,    And  brought  falvation  down. 


To 


.1  


5  Here,  finners,  yon  may  heal  your  wounds,    And  wipe  your  forrows 
Truft  in  the  mighty  Saviour's  name,    And  you  {hall  never  die. 

6  See,  deareft  Lord,  our  willing  fouls    Accept  thine  offer'd  grace  ; 
We  blefs  the  great  Redeemer's  love,    And  give  the  Father  praife. 


dry 


No.  608. 


Pelham. 


Air. 


Hymn  104.    S.  M.  double. 


Soft. 


irth  refound  the  deeds,     Celeftial        grace  has    done.    Sing  how  e  - 


Raife  your  triumphant 


fongs  To    an     immortal     tune,  Let 


the  wide  earth  refound  the  deeds,  Celeftial 


ternal 


e — & — 3 
1— — 1 — -j 


Loud. 


Soft. 


tr 


Loud. 


love       Its  chief    beloved  chofe,  And  bid    him  raife    our    wretched    race  From   their    abyfs       of        woes.  From  their     abyfs  of  woes. 


■  w 


ferric 
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3  His  hand  no  thunder  bears,    Nor  terror  clothes  his  brow  ; 
No  bolts  to  drive  our  guilty  fouls    To  fiercer  flames  below. 

4  'Twas  mercy  fiill'd  the  throae,  ,  And  wrath  flood  filent  by, 
When  Chrift  was  fent  with  pardons  down    To  rebels  doom'd  to  die. 

A3 


5  Now,  finners,  dry  your  tears,     Let  hopeiefs  forrow  ceafe  ; 
Bow  to  the  fceptre  of  his  love,    And  take  the  ofFer'd  peace. 

6  Lord,  we  obey  thy  call;    We  lay  an  humble  claim 

To  the  falvation  thou  haft  brought,    And  love  and  praifs  thy  name. 


386    No.  609, 


Brookham* 


Air. 


Hymn  105.    C.  M, 


book  ir. 


And    are  we    wretches       yet       alive  ?  And    do       we     yet     rebel  i    'Tis  boundlefs,  'tis  amazing 


love,  That  bears  us 


up     from  hell. 


■S<~ 
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2  The  burden  of  our  weighty  guilt    Would  fink  us  down  to  flames, 
And  threat'ning  vengeance  rolls  above    To  crufh  our  feeble  frames. 

3  Almighty  goodnefs  cries — Forbear  !    And  llrait  the  thunder  ftays  i 
And  dare  we  now  provoke  his  wrath    And  weary  out  his  grace  ? 


A1R-    No.  610. 
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Wednesbury. 


4  Lord,  we  have  long  abus'd  thy  love.    Too  long  indulg'd  our  fin, 
Our  aching  hearts  e'en  bleed  to  fee    What  rebels  we  have  been. 

5  No  more,  ye  lufts,  fhall  ye  command,    No  more  will  we  obey  : 
Stretch  out,  O  God,  thy  conqu'ring  hand,    And  drive  thy  foes  away. 

Kvmn  106.    C.  M. 


i — r"«i  


Oh!    if    my  foul  were  form'd  for  woe,  How  would  I  vent  my  fighs  !  Repentance  fnould  like  rivers  flow,  From  both  my  dreaming  eyes.    'Twas  for    my     fins  my 


deareft.  Lord    Hung  on  the    curfed         tree,     And  groan'd      away  a 

 I  LjJ«>t_i-^_-._^^^._   ^otC  —  ^—^jji^   l   —  
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dying     life    For  thee,  my  foul,  for    thee.      For     thee,    my  foul, 


for  thee 


^3 
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2  Oh  !  how  I  hate  thofe  lufts  of  mine 
That  crucify' J  my  God, 
Thofe  (ins  ihat  pieic'd  and  nail'd  his  flt-fh 
Fail  to  the  fatal  wood. 


4  Yes,  my  Redeemer,  they  fhall  die, 
My  heart  has  fo  decreed  ; 
Nor  will  I  fpaie  the  guilty  things, 
That  made  my  Saviour  bleed. 


5  While  with  a.melting  broken  heart 
My  murder'd  Lord  I  view, 
I'll  raife  :evenge  againft  my  fins, 
And  flay  themurd'iers  too. 


II 
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JY olden. 


Slow. 


Hymn  107.    C,  M. 
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ZJZpI 
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Air. 


That       awful    day    will       furely    Come,    Th'  appointed  hour  makes  hafie.  When    I  mu-ft  ftand      before    my    Judge  And  pafs  the    folemn  teft. 


W-W  4- 


rzzzziz 


Q  „. 
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:zizc: 
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2  Thou  lovely  chief  of  all  my  joys,    Thou  fov'reign  of  my  heart, 
How  could  I  bear  to  hear  thy  voice    Pronounce  the  found,  depart  ! 

3  The  thunder  of  that  difmal  word    Would  fo  torment  my  ear, 
'Twould  tear  my  foul  afunder,  Lord,    With  molt  tormenting  fear. 

4  What,  to  be  banilh'd  for  my  life,    And  yet  forbid  to  die  ? 
t  To  linger  in  eternal  pain,    Yet  death  ^cr  ever  fly  ? 

8  Give  me  one  kind,  alluring  word, 
And  cheerfully  my  foul  Ihall  wait 


5  Oh  !  wretched  ftate  of  deep  defpair    To  fee  my  God  remove, 
And  fix  my  doleful  ftation  where    I  muft  not  tafte  his  love  ! 

6  Jefus,  I  throw  my  arms  around     And  hang  upon  thy  bread:  ; 
Without  a  gracious  fmile  from  thee    My  fpirit  cannot  reft. 

7  Oh  !  tell  me  that  my  worthlefs  name 
Shew  me  fome  promife  in  thy  book, 

To  fink  my  fears  again, 
Her  three  fcore  years  and  ten. 


Is  graven  on  thy  hands, 
Where  my  falvatton  Hands. 


Hymn  108.    C.  M. 


Come,   let  us   lift  our    joyful   eyes    Up  to  the  couits  above,       And  fmile  to     fee    our  Father  there  Upon  a  throne  of  love.  Upon  a  throne       of  love. 


:zj~z=:iz: 
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2  Once 'twas  a  feat  of  dreadful  wrath,    And  (hot  devouring  flame  ; 
Our  God  appear'd  confuming  ft:e,  ■  And  vengeance  was  his  name. 

3  Rich  were  the  drops  of  Jefus'  blood    That  culm'd  his  frowning  face, 
That  fprinkled  o'er  his  burning  throne,    And  turn'd  the  wrath  to  grace. 


4  Now  we  may  bow  before  his  feet,    And  venture  near  the  Lord  ; 
No  fiery  cherub  guards  his  feat,    Nor  double  flaming  fword. 

5  The  peaceful  gates  of  heav'nly  blifs    Are  open'd  by  the  Son  ; 
High  let  us  raife  our  notes  of  praife,    And  reach  th'  almighty  throne. 


388    A7o.  613.  Falmis,  Hymn  109.    L.  M. 

Air.   


book  ir. 


Lord,  we  adore  thy  vaft  defigns,  Th'  obfcure  abyfs  of  providence,  Too  deep  to  found  with  mortal  lines,  Too  dark 


p.  pp.  p  p.  p  p. 
I       11      I  III 
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pp.    pp.    p  ft 
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2  Now  thou  array'ft  thine  awful  face 
In  angry  frowns,  without  a  fmile  ; 
We,  through  the  cloud,  believe  thy  grace, 
Secure  of  thy  compaflion  ftill. 


3  Through  feas  and  ftorms  of  deep  diftrefs 
We  fail  by  faith,  and  not  by  fight, 
Faith  guides  us  in  the  wildernefs, 
Through  all  the  briars,  and  the  night. 


-  -  -  to  view  with  feeble  fenfe. 
>*l  I      II       i  I  1 

4  Dear  Father,  if  thy  lifted  rod 
Refolve  to  fcourge  us  here  below, 
Still  we  muft  lean  upon  our  God, 
Thine  arm  (hall  bear  us  fafely  through. 


AIR 

is 


No.  6.14. 


And  muft  this       body     die  ? 


Quito. 




This 


mortal  frame      decay  ? 


E5E 
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And  muft  thefe 


Hymn  110.    S.  M. 


active    limbs    of   mine       Lie       mould'ring  in  the 


EE 


2  Corruption,  earth,  and  worms    Shall  but  refine  this  flefh, 
'Till  my  triumphant  fpirit  comes,    To  put  it  on  afiefh, 

3  God,  my  Redeemer,  lives,    And  often  from  the  fkies, 

Looks  down  and  watches  all  my  duft,    'Till  he  fhall  bid  it  rife. 

6  Dear  Lord,  accept  the  praife 


4  Array'd  in  glorious  grace,    Shall  thefe  vile  bodies  fhine, 
And  ev'ry  lliape,  and  ev'ry  face,    Look  heav'nly  and  divine. 

5  Thefe  lively  hopes  we  owe    To  Jefus'  dying  love  ; 

We  would  adore  his  grace  below,    And  fing  his  pow'r  above. 

Of  thefe  our  humble  fongs, 


■ft*u*.  No.  615. 
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zd  Treble. 
i    Air,       Zion,    rejoice,  and 
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'Till  tunes  of  nobler  found  we  raife,    With  our  immortal  tongues. 

Amoskeag.^       .  Hymn  111.    C.  M.  double. 

^'     ^     '  ^  ^~  ^  ^~  Come,    let     us    own    the        heav'nly      King,  the 

Come,     let       us      own  the 


Judah  fihg,  The  Lord  affumes  his  throne  ; 


Come,      let    us    own  the       heav'nly  King,  Come,    let       us  own  the 
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Come,    let     us  own  the     heav'nly  King, 
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Soft. 


Loud. 
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Soft. 
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heav'nly  King?  And 


Come,  let  us  own  the    heav'nly  King,  Come, 


The  great,  the  wicked,  and  the 


heav'nly  King,  And  make  his  glories  known. 


Come,  let  us  own  the  heav'nly  King,  And  make  his  glories  known. 


Come? 


Come, 


Cres. 


Loud. 


1111? 


proud,  From  their  high  feats  are  hurl'd  ;  Jehovah  rides  upon  a  cloud,  upon  a  cloud,  Jehovah 

Jehovah  rides  upon  a  cloud,  Jehovah  rides  upon  a  cloud,  And  thunders  through  the  world. 


Jehovah  rides  upon  a  cloud, 


Jehovah. 


3  He  reigns  upon  th'  eternal  hills, 
Diftributes  mortal  crowns  ; 
Empires  are  fix'd  beneath  his  fmiles, 
And  totter  at  his  frown's. 


Jehovah  rides  upon     a  cloud,  upon     a  cloud,  Jehovah 

4  Navies  that  rule  the  ocean  wide, 
Are  vanquifli'd  by  his  breath, 
And  legions,  arm'd  with  pow'r  and  pride,, 
Defcend  to  watry  death. 


5  Let  tyrants  make  no  more  pretence 
To  vex  our  happy  land  : 
Jehovah's  name  is  our  defence 
Qur  buckler  is  his  hand. 


39 


o    No.  616. 

Air.  Mxstoso. 


Chesterhrook. 


Hymn  112.    L.  M. 


EOOK  II. 


Great  God!  to    what.     a    glorious  height.    Had   thou  ndvanc'd    the  Lord  thy  Son  !  Angels  in  all  their  robes  of  light,  Are  made  the  fervants        of  his  throne. 


^zz:r:±zz3zr:zt:pzd:to 
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4  Now  they  are  fent  to  guard  our  feet    Up  to  the  gates  of  thine  ahod?, 
Through  all  the  dangers  that  we  meet,    In  travelling  the  heav'nly  road. 

5  Lord,  when  I  leave  this  mortal  ground,    And  tho'u  (halt  bid  me  rife  and  come, 
Send  a  beloved  angel  down,    Safe  to  conduil  my  fpirithome. 


2  Before  his  feet  thin  e  armies  wait,    And  fwift  as  flames  of  fire  they  move, 
To  manage  his  affairs  of  ftate,    In  works  of  vengeance  and  of  love. 

3  His  ordeis  run  through  all  the  holts,    Legions  defcend  at  his  command, 

To  ihicld  and  guard  our  native  coalts,    When  foreign  rage  invades  our  land. 


A!R.    No.  6  i  7 
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C.  M. 


Hymn  1 1 3. 


majef 


ty  of 


Solomon,    How  glorious     to         behold,    The  fervants  waiting  round  his  throne.  The  iv'ry 


and    the    gold  ! 


 —  - 
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But,  mighty  God  ;  thy  palace  mines    With  far  fuperior  beams  ; 
Thine  angel-guards  arc  fwift  as  winds,    Thy  miniiters  are  flames. 
Soon  as  thine  only  Son  had  made    His  ennance  on  the  earth, 
A  mining  army  downward  fled,    To  celebrate  his  birth. 
And  when  opprefs'd  with  pains  and  fears,    On  the  cold  groun'd  he  lies, 


mm 


Behold  a  heav'nly  form  appears,    T*  al 


ay  jus  agonies. 

S  Oh  !  could  I  fay  without  a  cioubf, 
Then  let  thegteat  archangel  ihout, 


5  Now  to  the  hands  of  Chrift,  our  King,    Are  all  their  legions  giv'n 
They  wait  upon  his  faints,  and  bring    His  chofen  heirs  to  heav'n. 

6  Plcafure  and  praife  run  through  their  hoft,  To  fee  a  finner  turn  ; 
'  That  Satan  has  a  captive  loft,    And  Chrift  a  fubjeel  born. 

7  But  there's  and  hour  of  brighter  joy,    When  he  his  angels  fends 
Obttinate  rebels  to  deftroy,    And  gather  in  his  friends. 

There  fhall  my  foul  be  found, 
And  the  lali  trumpet  found. 


No.  618. 

I     fing  mv  Saviour's  wond'rou 


Kindcrhook'. 
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Hymn  1 1 4 
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death 


He  conquer'd  when    he  fell 


'Tis  finifh'd  !    faid  bis  dying  breath, 


— i>  wi. 
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'Tis  finifh'd  !  our  Immannel  ciies.    The  dreadful  work  is  done  ! 

Hence  fhall  his  fov'reign  throne  arife,    His  kingdom  is  begun. 

His  crofs  a  Aire  foundation  laid    For  glory  and  renown. 

When  through  the  regions  of  the  dead    He  pafs'd  to  reach  the  crown. 


4  Exalted  at  his  Father's  fide    Sits  our  victorious  Lord  ; 

To  heav'n  and  hell  his  hands  divide    The  vengeance  or  reward. 

5  The  faints  from  his  propitious  eye.    Await  their  feveral  crowns, 
And  all  the  fons  of  clarknefs  fly    The  terror  of  his  frowns. 


BOOK  II.    NOm  gIg- 
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Africa. 


Hymn  115.    C.  M. 
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Creator,     God  ;  Wide    as    the    whole         creation's  bound  Extends     his       awful  rod. 


Air.       High  as     the    heav'ns     above    the  ground,  Reigns  the 


2  Let  princes  of  exalted  Mate    To  him  afcribe  their  crown, 
Render  their  homage  at  his  feet,    And  caft  their  glories  down. 

3  Know  that  his  kingdom  is  fupreme,    Your  lofty  thoughts  are  vain  ; 
He  calls  you  gods,  that  awful  name,    But  ye  mud  die  like  men. 


4  Then  let  the  fov'rcigns  of  the  globe    Not  dare  to  vex  the  juft  ; 
He  puts  on  vengeance  like  *  rcbe,    And  treads  the  worms  to  dud. 

5  Ye  Judges  of  the  earth  be  wife,    And  think  of  heav'n  with  fjar  j 
The  mcaneft  faint  thai  you  deipife    Has  an  avenger  there. 


No.  620. 

A<K.  Soft. 


Hymn  1 16-    C  M . 


Soft. 


Loud. 


tr 


.  Grovehouse. 

Soft.  Lcud. 

How  can  I  fink.How  can  I  fink  with  fuch  a  prop  As  my  eternal  God,Who  bears  the  earth's  huge  pillars  up, And  fpreads  the  heav'ns  abroad.  And  fpreads  the  heav'ns  abroad.  And&q 


2  How  can  I  die  while  Jefus  lives, 
Who  role  apd  left  the  dead  ; 
Pardon  and  grace  my  foul  receives 
From  mine  exalted  head. 


3  All  that  I  am,  and  all  I  have 
Shall  be  for  ever  thine  ; 
What'er  my  duty  bids  me  give, 
My  cheerful  hands  reiign. 


4  Yet  if  I  might  make  fome  refer  ve, 
And  duty  did  not  call, 
I  love  my  God  with  zeal  fo  great, 
That  I  Ihould  give  him  all. 


No. 


62 1. 
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Hymn  117.    L.  M. 


1  cafinot  bear  thine  abfer.ee,     Lord,    My     life       expires       if       thou    depart;     Be    thou,  my  heart,  Mill  near  my  God,  And  thou,  my  God,  be  near  my  heart. 

2  I  was  not  born  for  earth  or  fin,    Nor  can  I  live  on  things  fo  vile  ; 
Vet  I  wilj  flay  my  Father's  time,    And  hope  and  wait  for  heav'n  a  while, 


3  Then,  deal  eft  Lord,  in  thine  embrace,     Let  me  refign  my  Meeting  breath) 
And,  with  a  faiile  upon  my  face,    I?afs  the  important  homr  cf  death. 


392    No.  622. 

Air. 


Hymn  118.    L.  M, 


m 


New  court. 
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Blood  has  a  voice  to  pierce  the  ikies,  Revenge  the  blood  of  Abel  cries  :  Revenge,  &c.    But  the  dear  ftream,  when  Chrift  was  flain.Speaks  peace  as  lond  from  ev'ry  vein.  Speaks,&e 
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2  Pardon  and  peace  from  God  on  high  ;    Behold'  he  lays  his  vengeance  by  ; 
And  rebels  that  defeive  his  fword    Become  the  fav'rites  of  the  Lord. 


3  To  Jefus  let  our  praifes  rife,    Who  gave  his  life  a  facrifiee  : 

Now  he  appears  before  his  God,    And,  for  our  pardon,  pleads  his  blood. 


No1.  623. 


Huntsburg. 


Hymn  119.    C.  M. 
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aden  with  guilt,  and    full     of   fears,     I   fly  to  thee,  my  Lord,  And  not  glimpfe  of   hope  appears,  But  in  thy  written  word,  But 


thy  written 
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word. 
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The  volume  of  my  Father's  grace    Does  all  my  grief  affuage  :  4  Here  confecrated  water  flows,    To  quench  my  third  of  fin  ; 

Here  I  behold  my  Saviour's  face    Almoft  in  ev'ry  page.  Here  the  fair  tree  of  knowledge  grows,    No  danger  dwells  therein. 

This  is  the  field  where  hidden  lies    The  pearl  of  price  unknown  ;  5  This  is  the  Judge  that  ends  the  ftrife,    Where  wit  and  reafon  fail  ; 

That  merchant  is  divinely  wife,    Who  makes  the  pearl  his  own.  My  guide  my  everlaftrng  life,    Through  all  this  gloomy  vale. 

6  Oh  !  may  thy  couniels,  mighty  God,    My  roving  feet  command  ; 
Nor  I  forfake  the  happy  road    That  leads  to  thy  right  hand. 


AIR.   No.  624.  ^  Peckhajn.  ^       Hymn  120.    S.  M. 


".MIjJLZRZ 


The 


Lord         declares       his  will,  And  keeps  the  world 


in  awe  ;  Amid     the  fmoke 


on 


Sinai's  hill,    Breaks  out  his 


fiery  law. 


tztsz 
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2  The  Lord  reveals  his  face,    And,  fmiling  from  above, 
Sends  down  the  gofpel  of  his  grace,    Th*  epiftles  of  his  love. 

3  Thefe  facred  words  impart    Our  maker's  juft  commands  ; 
The  pity  of  his  melting  heart,    And  vengeance  of  his  hands- 

4  Hence  we  awake  our  fear    We  draw  our  comfort  hence  ; 
The  oTme  r,f  prace  are  treafur'd  here,    And  armour  of  defence. 


5  We  learn  Chrift  crucify'd,    And  here  behold  his  blood  ; 
All  arts  and  knowledges  befide    Will  do  us  little  good. 

6  We  read  the  heav'nly  word,    We  take  the  offer'd  grace, 
Obey  the  ftatutes  of  the  Lord,    And  truft  his  promifes. 

7  In  vain  mail  Satan  rage    Againft  a  book  divine, 

Where  wrath  and  lightning  guard  the  page,    Where  beams  of  mercy  fliine. 


BOOK  II.  625> 

Air. 


Hardwick. 


Hy 


mn 


121.    L.  M. 
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The  law  commands,  and  makes  us  know    What  duties  to  our     God  we     owe  ;  But  'tis  the     gofpel    muft      reveal    Where  lies  our  ftrength  to  do   his  will. 


2  The  law  difcovers  guilt  and  fin, 

And  (hews  how  vile  our  hearts  have  been 
Only  the  gofpel  can  exprefs 
Forgiving  love,  and  cleanfing  grace. 


3  What  curfes  doth  the  law  denounce 
Again  the  man  that  fails  but  once  ? 
But  in  the  gofpel  Chrift  appears, 
Pard'ning  the  guilt  of  num'rous  years. 


4  My  foul  no  more  attempt  to  draw 
Thy  life  and  comfort  from  the  law  : 
Fly  to  the  hope  the  gofpel  gives  : 
The  mdn  that  trufts  the  promife  lives. 


No.  626. 


Cookston* 


Am. 


Soft. 


Hymn  122. 


L.  M. 

Loud. 


tr 


2&- 


My  God,  permit  me  not    to  be  A  ftranger .  to  iriyfelf  and  thee  ;  Amid  a  thoufand  thoughts  I  rove,  Forgetful  of  my  higheft  love 


^       -  i     ^  V  <\  > 

Forgetful  of  my 


'  a>»--^  1  

higheft  love. 


§3 


US 


2  Why  fhould  my  paffions  mix  with  earth, 
And  thus  debate  my  heav'nly  birth  f 
Why  fhould  I  cleave  to  things  below, 
And  let  my  God,  my  Saviour,  go  : 


V-/ 


is; 

:if 


3  Call  me  away  from  flefh  and  fenfe, 

One  fov'reign  word  can  draw  me  thence  ; 
I  would  obey  the  voice  divine, 
And  all  inferior  joys  rafign. 


illiilllSIilil* 

4  Be  earth  with  all  her  fcenes  withdrawn  ; 
Let  nolfe  and  vanity  be  gene  : 
In  fecret  filence  of  the  mind, 
My  heav'n,  and  there  my  God  I  find. 


No.  627. 


Johnsburgh. 


Hymn  123.    L.  M. 


site 
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Li 


iway  from  ev'ry  mortal  care,Away  from  earth, our  fouls  retteat ;  We  leave  this  worthlefs  world  afar,  And  wait  and  worfhip  near  thy  feat.  We  leave  this  worthless  world  afar,  And,&c. 


.||:z|z:-jzj: 


 ,_   ft 


P 

Lord,  in  the  temple  of  thy  grace    We  fee  thy  feet,  and  we  adore  ; 
We  gaze  upon  thy  lovely  face.    And  learn  the  wonders  of  thy  pow'r. 
While  here  our  various  wants  we  mourn,    United  groans  afcend  on  high  5 
And  pray'rs  produce  a  quick  return    Of  bleflings  in  variety. 

6  Father  !  my  foul  would  ftill  abide 
But  if  my  feet  muft  hence  depart, 

B3 


EI 


-P 


ffiigiiiilglg 


w 

Stil 


4  If  Satan  rage,  and  fin  grow  ftrong,    Here  we  receive  fome  cheering 
We  gird  the  gofpel  armotiT  on,    To  fight  the  battles  of  the  Lord. 

5  Or  if  our  fpirit  faints  and  dies,    (Our  conscience  gall'd  with  inward 
Here  doth  the  righteous  fun  arife,    With  healing  beams  beneath  his 

ithin  thy  temple  near  thy  fide  ; 
1  keep  thy  dwelling  in  my  heart. 


 L 

-o, 


word  ; 

(lings) 
wings. 


tr 
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^^S^^^^^^"^    °"  h0*~7  s^ai"  giv'n' 


Hymn  124.    C.  M. 


BOOK  11. 


^  Or     fcnt  to   man  by     Mofcs'  hand, 


iigc~ 

Can  bring     us  &fe 


to  heav'n. 


~"  V'Ss  not  the  blood7hTch  Aarfn  fpik,  _  NorYmoke  of  fweeteft  finell, 

Ca 

3  A  . 
And 


,s  not  cnc  Dluw  «...  iro^  Norfinoke  of  fweeteft  frm" 

nd  in  the  Sefert  yields  to  death,    Upon  th' appointed  h.ll.  , 


And  thus  on  Jordan's  yonder  fide    The  tribes  of  Ifrael  ^"J 
While  Mofes  bow'd  his  head  and  dy'd    Short  of  the  prom.s  d  land, 
e  Ifrae  reioice,  now  Jolhua  leads,    He'll  bring  your  tribes  to  teft  ; 
5  So r tTe Saviours  name  exceeds    The  ruler  and  the  pneft. 


2  Woe  to  the  wretch  that  never  felt    The  Inward  pangs  of  pious  grief. 
But  adds  to  all  his  crying  guilt    The  ftubborn  fin  of  unbehef. 


lib  ,    ^       ^  ^  ^     ^  /-  ^ 


Hymn  126.  CM. 

N°'  63°'  _  _  _   _  Fia-  _  -  f  /^'gf^ff^ 

S^E^^  mile  pow>;and  „*,  and  boundlefs  1c 

TheLo^ddefcendingf^Hi  above,    Invites  b   children  near  ,^    ^  ^  ^  ^„^^ 

=  2=M^-P--£*-e  while  pow'r,  and  truth,  and  boundlefs  love,  Wbue 


For. 


395 


their    glories  here. 


here.  While  pow'r,  and  truth,  and  boundlefs  love  Difplay 

 ^  ^  ^  ^Z^_t_|2l„_  ^Zfi._  ~~|  |  —  —  — •  x  


ax 


ST  

•q —  rf]  — 


Difplay  b» 

2  Here,  in  the  gofpel's  vvond'rous  frame,    Frefli  wifdom  we  purfue  ; 
A  thoufand  angels  learn  thy  name,    Beyond  whate'er  they  knew. 

3  Thy  name  is  writ  in  faireft  lines,    Thy  wonders  here  we  trace  ; 
Wifdom  through  all  the  myft'ry  fhines,    And  mines  in  Jefus'  face. 


While 


4  The  law  its  belt  obedience  owes    To  our  incarnate  Cod  ; 
And  thy  revenging  juftice  fhows    Its  honors  in  his  blood. 

5  But  flill  the  luftre  of  thy  grace    Our  warmer  thoughts  employs, 
Gilds  the  whole  fcene  with  brighter  rays,    And  more  exalts  our  j 


OV£. 


Air.     NO.  63I. 


Nccdham. 


Hymn  127.    L.  M. 


i 


^1  ^ 

Thus    did   the       fons    of  Abrah'm     pafs,   Under       the        bloody  feal      of   grace  ;  The  young       difciples  bore  the  yoke,  'Till 


rezizzzzzz: 

— f 

rzizc.— 


Pia. 


For. 


to — 

o  


tr 


Clirift    the  painful 

]  ^     O    w~^~0    CJ~^~0    C7~^"CZ^  Eh-    — -^-^-^^^-^--i^-^-i-     ^-^-^         ~^  ^  [- 


bondage         broke.      The  young  dif 


ciples       bore    the  yoke,     'Till  Chrift  the 

»P- — TzSz-ezxzzzzizzrz: 


painful 

:z^a 


bondage 


broke 


rlzrfz 
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2  By  milder  ways  doth  Jefus  prove 
His  Father's  cov'nant,  and  his  love  ; 
He  feals  to  faints  his  glorious  grace, 
Nor  docs  forbid  their  infant  race. 


3  Their  feed  is  fprinkled  with  his  blood, 
Their  children  fet  apart  for  God  ; 
His  fpirit  on  their  ofF'rings  Ihed, 
Like  water  pour'd  upon  the  head. 


4  Let  ev'ry  faint  with  cheerful  voice 
In  this  large  covenant  rejoice  ; 
Young  children  in  their  early  days, 
Shall  give  the  God  of  Abrah'm  praife. 


396    No.  632, 


Hall  am, 


AIR. 


Hymn  128.    C.  M. 


BOOK  II. 


Blefs'd  with  the  joys  of        innocence,     Adam  our  father  flood,  'Till  he  debas'd  his  foul  to   fen       And  eat  th'  unlawful  food.  And  eat  th'  unlawful  food. 


2  Now  we  are  born  a  fenfual  race,    To  finful  joys  inclin'd  ; 
ReafoB  has  loft  its  native  place,    And  fiel-li  inflames 'the  mind. 

3  While  fiefh  and  fenfe  and  paflion  reigns,    Sin  is  the  fweeteft  good  : 
We  fancy  mufic  in  our  chains,    And  fo  foiget  the  load. 


No.  6qq. 


Pomfret. 


4  Great  God  !  renew  our  ruin'd  frame,    Qur  broken  pow'rs  reftore, 
Infpire  us  with  a  heav'nly  flame,    And  flefli  fhall  reign  no  more. 

5  Eternal  Spirit !  write  thy  law    Upon  our  inward  parts, 
And  let  the  fecond  Adam  draw    His  image  on  our  hearts. 

Hymn  1 29.    L.  M. 

Soft. 


'Tis  by  the  faith  of  joys  to  come,  We  walk  thro'  deferts  daik  as  night,  'Till  we  arrive  at  heav'n  our  home,  Faith  is  our  guide,  and  faith  our  light.  'Till  we,  &c.  Faith  is,  &c. 


2  The  want  of  fight  fhe  well  fupplies, 
She  makes  the  pearly  gates  appear  : 
Far  into  diftant  worlds  fhe  pries, 
And  brings  eternal  glories  near. 


AIR. 


3  Cheerful  we  tread  the  defert  through, 
While  faith  infpires  a  heav'nly  ray, 
Though  lions  roar  and  tempefts  blow, 
And  locks  and  dangers  fill  the  way. 

Erockmer. 


4  So  Abrah'm  by  divine  command, 
Left  his  own  houfe  to  walk  with  God 
His  faith  beheld  the  promis'd  land, 
And'fir'd  his  zeal  along  the  road. 

C.  M- 


No.  634,  Erockmer.  Hymn  130. 

Attend,  while  God's  exalted  Son  Doth  his  own  glory  fhew  :  Behold  I  fit  upon  my  throne,     Creating  all  things  new.  Behold  I  fit  upon  my  throne,  Creating  all  things  new. 


miiliiill! 


^zrzrzzzzzziz: 


zx 
pi 


2  Nature  and  fin  are  pafs'd  away,    And  the  old  Adam  dies  ;     ,  4  Mighty  Redeemer,  fet  me  free    From  my  old  flare  of  fin  ; 
My  hands  a  new  foundation  lay — .See  the  new  woild  arife  !  Oh,  make  my  fonl  alive  to  thee,    Create  new  pow'rs  within. 

3  I'll  be  a  Sun  of  righteoufnefs    To  the  new  heavn's  I  make  ;  5  Renew  mine  eyes,  and  form  mine  ears    And  mould  my  heart  afrefh 
None  but  the  new  bom  heirs  of  grace    My  glories  lhall  partake.  Give  me  new  paffions,  joys  and  fears,    Ard  turn  the  (tone  .to  flelh. 

6  Far  from  the  regions  of  the  dead,    From  fin  and  earth  and  hell  ; 
In  the  new  world  that  grace  has  made,    I  would  forever  dwell. 


book  ii.  No.  635.  Fuldeiu  Hymn  131.    L.  M,  double.  357 


Air 

sr-  * 


Let  everlafting  glories     crown    Thy  head,   my  Saviour  and  my  Lord  ;    Thy  hands  have  brought  falvation  down,  And  writ  thebleffings  in  thy  word. 

tr 


Soft. 

ill 

III 

III 

Loud. 


There  fhall  be  no  religion  found,  So    juft  to  God,  fo  fafe  for  man.    So  juft  to  God,  fo  fafe  for  man. 


What  if  we  trace  the  globe  around,  And  fearch  from  Britain  to  Japan, 


3  In  vain  the  trembling  confcience  feeks    oome  folid  ground  to  red  upon  ; 
With  long  defpair  the  fpirit  breaks,    'Till  we  apply  to  Chrift  alone. 

4  Kow  well  thy  blefled  truths  agree  !    How  wife  and  holy  thy  commands  ! 
Thy  promifes,  how  firm  they  be  !    How  firm  our  hope  and  comfort  ftandc 


5  Not  the  fein'd  fields  of  heath'nifli  blifs    Could  raife  futh  pleafures  in  the  mind 
Nor  does  the  Turkifh  paradife    Pretend  to  joys  fo  wellrefin'd. 

6  Should  all  the  forms  that  men  devife    A/fault  my  faith  with  treach'rous  art, 
I'd  call  them  vanity  and  lies,    And  bind  the  gofpel  to  my  heart. 
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Milford. 


Hymn  132.    C.  M. 


BOOK  II. 


SSP- 


|npE:zc- 


We  blefs  the       prophet        of  the  Lord,  We  blefs  the  prophet        of       the  Lord,  That 


We  blefs  the 


prophet,  prophet  of       the  Lord,  That  comes  with  truth  and  grace, 


We  blefs  the         prophet       of       the       Lord,       We  blefs  the  prophet,  prophet  of      the  Lord,  Thai 


di:J:p~E~z=:|zpi=:^r:  ^zJ^Tgi^zgzzfizzz:: 


We   blefs  the         prophet         of         the       Lord,      We    blefs  the  prophet  of       the  Lord,  That 


Jefus,  thy  fpirit 


2. 

:cz: 


*ze: 


g  ^zzzz 


IS 


Jefus,  thy  fpirit_  and    thy  word 


"I  --  Z'^Z^  t  zz 


Shall  lead  us  in  thy  ways,      Shall  lead  us  in  thy  ways,  Shall  lead  us  in    thy  ways 


2 

._Q_. 


Jefus,  thy  fpirit 


and      thy  word,  Shall  lead  us  in  thy  ways. 


Shall  lead    us      in,  Shall  lead  us  in    thy  ways. 


fus,  thy  fpirit  and  thy  word,  Jefus,  thy  fpirit  and  thy  word, 


zoz: 


Shall  lead  us  in  thy  ways,  Shall  lead  us  in  thy  ways. 


and  thy  word,  Jefus,  thy  fpirit 


and 


thy  word, 


Shall  lead  us  in  thy    way*,  Shall 


2  We  rev'rencc  our  High  Pried  above, 
Who  offer'd  up  his  blood  ; 
And  lives  to  carry  on  his  love, 
By  pleading  with  our  God. 


3  We  honor  our  exalted  King  ; 
■  Howlweet  are  his  commands  ; 
He  guards  our  fouls  from  hell  and  fin, 
By  his  almighty  hands. 


4  Hofanna  to  his  glorious  name, 
Who  laves  by  diff'rent  v/ays, 
His  mercy  lays  a  fov'reign  claim 
To  our  immortal  praife. 


BOOK  II. 

Air. 


No.  637, 


TBZZ 


Brent. 


Hymn  133.    L.  M. 
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Eternal         Spirit,  we  confefs,  And  fing  the  wonders  of  thy  grace  ;  Thy  pow'r  conveys  our  bleffings  down  From  God  the       Father  and     the  Son. 


2  Enlighteit'd  by  thine  heav'nly  ray, 
Our  ihades  and  darknels  turn  to  day  ; 
Thine  inward  teachings  make  us  know 
Our  danger  and  our  refuge  too. 


3  Thy  pow'r  and  glory  works  within, 
And  breaks  the  chains  of  reigning  fin  ; 
Doth  our  imperious  lulls  fubdue, 
And  forms  our  wretched  hearts  anew; 


4  The  troubled  confcience  knows  thy  voice, 
Thy  cheering  words  awake  our  joys  ; 
Thy  words  allay  the  ftormy  wind, 
And  calm  the  furges  of  the  mind. 


No.  633. 

Air.  Andante. 


Ashley. 


Hymn  134.    C.  M. 


The    promife    was  divinely 


free,  Extenfive 


was    the    grace ; 


"I    will    the    God    of    Abrah'm    be,     And  of  his  num'rous  race. 

■  inst 


2E3ffl5BEHlSI 

W      W   v^>   V-^  w 


2  He  faid,  and  with  a  bloody  feal 
Confum'd  the  words  he  fpoke  : 
Long  did  the  fons  of  Abrah'm  feel 
The  lharp  and  painful  yoke. 


3  'Till  God's  own  Son,  defcending  low, 
Gave  his  own  flelh  to  bleed  ; 
And  Gentiles  tafte  the  bleffings  nowj 
From  the  hard  bondage  freed. 


4  The  God  of  Abrah'm  claims  our  praife, 
His  promifes  endure  ; 
And  Chrift  the  Lord  in  gentler  ways, 
Makes  the  falvatiou  fure. 


Allegro.  For. 


DOXOLOGY  to  close  the  Hymn,  Pia.       tr  For. 

 ft.  -r=^.  l™1^  |-T  
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Achcrjo. 
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Glory,  honor,  praife  and  power,  Be  unto  the  Lamb  forever,  Jefus  Chrift  is  our  Redeemer,        Hallelujah,  Hallelujah, 


Hallelujah       praife  the  Lord. 


\.oo    No.  639,  Paris.  Hymn  135.    L.  M.  book  11. 

Air.  Moderate. 

Behold  the  woman's  promis'd  feed,  Behold  the  great  Meffiah  come  t  Behold  the  prophets  all  agreed  To  give  him  the  fuperior  room  !  To  give  him  the  fuperior  room  ! 


££3 


2  Abrah'm,  the  faint,  rejoic'd  of  old 
When  viiions  of  the  Lord  he  faw  ; 
Mofes,  the  man  of  God,  foretold 
This  great  fulfiller  of  his  law. 


"IS 


fcqp 

3  The  types  bore  witnefs  to  his  name, 
Obtain'd  their  chief  defign  and  r'-ss'd  ; 
The  incenfe,  and  the  bleeding  L  irhbj 
The  arkr  the  altar,  and  the  prreft. 


4  Predictions  in  abundance  meet, 
To  join  their  bleffings  on  his  head  : 
Jefus,  we  worfliip  at  thy  feet, 
And  nations  own  the  promis'd  feed. 


R    No.  640.  Somersett.  Hvmn  1  *b.    L.  M.  double. 

The  King  of  glory  fends  his  Son  To  make   his     entrance      on    the     earth  j  Behold  the  midnight  bright  as  noon,  And    heav'nly  hods     declare       his  birth. 


Soft.  Loud. 


About  the  young  Redeemer's  head  What  wonders  and  what  glories  meet  \    An  unknown  flar    arofe  and  led    The    eaftern    fages  to     his  feet. 


3  Simeon  and  Anna  both  confpire    The  infant  Saviour  to  proclaim  ;  4  Let  Jews  and  Greeks  blafpheme  alond,    And  treat  the  holy  child  with  fcorn  ; 

Inward  they  felt  the  facrcd  fire,    And  blefs'd  the  babe,  and  own'd  his  name.  Our  fouls  adore  th*  eternal  God    Who  condefcended  to  be  born. 


BOOK  II 

Air 


No.  64.fi  Chalclea.  Hymn  137,    L.  M.  401 

BcholS  the  blind  tlieir  fight  receive  !  Behold  the  dead  awake  and  live  !      The  dumb  fpeak  wonders,  and  the  lame  Leap  like  the  hart  and  blefs  his  name.  Leap  like,  &c. 

_  _     _  Jt   £*    _  - 


2  Thus  doth  th'  eternal  Spirit  own 
And  leal  the  miffion  of  his  Son  ; 
The  Father  vindicates  his  caufe, 
While  he  hangs  bleeding  on  the  crofs. 


3  He  dies !  the  heav'ns  in  mourning  flood  ; 
He  rifes,  and  appears  a  God  ! 
Behold  the  Lord  afcending  high, 
No  more  to  bleed,  no  more  to  die 


4  Hence  and  forever  from  my  heart 
1  bid  my  doubts  and  fears  depart  ; 
And  10  tliofe  bauds  my  foul  relign, 
Which  bear  credentials  fo  divine. 


'No.  642. 

Air.  Lively. 

IF-- '- ajEipafc -Fir-  Jr -F-f 


Connecticut.  Hymn  138.    L.  M.  double. 


This  is  the  word  of  truth  and  love,  Sent  to  the  nations  from  above  ;  Jehovah  here  refolves  to  fhev/  What  his  almighty  grace  ca  n  do.  What  his  almighty  grace  can  do. 


' — \ 


~^  g«  Oi  ^  £3  O  _ 


is  fov'reign  balm,  whofe  virtues  can  Reftore  the  ruin'd  creature,  man.  Reftore  ths 

igii^iiiiaiiiiis 


This  remedy  did  wifdom  find,  To  heal  difeafes  of  the  mind  ;  This  fov'reign  balm,  whofe  virtues  can  Reftore  the  ruin'2  creature,  man.  Reftore  the  ruin'd  creature, 


-t— 1 — 

mar. 


w 

3  The  gofpel  bids  the  dead  revive,    Sinners  obey  the  voice,  and  live  : 

Dry  bones  are  rais'd,  and  cloth'd  afrefh,    And  hearts  of  Hone  are  turn'd  to  flefh. 

4  Where  Satan  reign'd  in  (hades  of  night  ;    The  gofpel  (hikes  a  heav'nly  light ; 
Our  lull*  it>  wond'rous  pow'r  controls,    And  calms  the  rage  of  angry  fouls. 

c3 


-  ~t^zC:z^:z\z:^zzzz^zCzr^zfziJZ 
r  rp^:-^:j---:^-"x:CZ-ZT.:  ■ 


 J  ,.!  X.V 


5  Lions  and  beafts  of  Swage  name    Put  on  the  nature  of  the  lamb  ; 
While  the  wide  world  eiteems  it  firings,    Ga/e,  and  admire,  and  hate  the 

6  May  but  this  grace  my  foul  renew,    Let  fmaers  gaze  and  hate  me  too  : 
The  word  that  fav&s  mc  does  engage    A  fare  djfeic'e  from  ail  tlieir  rage. 


ciiar,  re. 


40 

t 


Suabia.  Hymn  1 39.    L.  M 

— * — I  '-  —  y-  —  .  ,  -n  .  i:r„      »u„  T^r^o^rc  -  Droirn  /int  m  livimr  characters 


2      Afo.  64 q. 

Air 


BOOK  II. 


::J: 


My  dear  Redeemer,     and  my  Lord,  I  read  my  duty 


in     thy  word 


2  Such  was  thy  truth,  and  fuch  thy  zeal, 
Such  def'rence  to  thy  Father's  will, 
Such  love,  and  meeknefs  fo  divine. 
I  would  tranfcribe  and  make  them  mine. 


But    in    thy    life     the    law  appears  :  Drawn  out  in  living  charaders. 


3  Cold  mountains,  and  the  midnight  air, 
Witnel's  the  fervour  of  thy  pray'r  ; 
The  defert  thy  temptations  knew, 
Thy  conflict,  and  thy  vicVry  too. 


4  Be  thou  my  pattern  ;  make  me  bear 
More  of  thy  gracious  image  here  ! 
Then  God,  the  judge,  ftiaU  own  my  name 
Among  the  foll'weis  of  the  Lamb. 


W  ■ — ^  X~   ^X  .        S   j  r..   tit:.i.:_  .  u„         „„a  iv„tv,»  f,lntt  Am-p.  how  ereat  their  ioys  ;  How  bright  their  glories  be.  How  bright,  &c. 


Hymn  140.    C.  M. 

Soft. 


Give  me  the  wings  of  faith  to  life  Within  the  vail,  and  fee^ 


Within  the  vail,  and  fee  The  faints  above,  how  great  their  joys^How  bright  their  glories  be 


 1—  *■] — 1 — 1 — 


How  bright,  &c. 


"  2  Once'they  were  mourning  here  below,    And  wet  their  couch  with  tears 

They  willed  hard,  as  we  do  now,    With  fins,  aud  doubts,  and  fears. 
1  I  aftc'  'hem  whence  their  vid'ry  came  ?    They  with  united  breath, 
Afcribe  theii  conquea  to  the  Lamb  ;    Their  triumph,  to  his  death. 

No.  645.  Hinsdale. 


^jhTey^a^rkM^  that  he  7rocT,    ( rTis  zealTnf piPd  their  'breaft 

And,  following  their  incarnate  God,    Pofl'efs'd  the  promis'd  reft.^ 

5  Our  glorious  leader  claims  our  praife,    For  his  own  pattern  giv'n, 
While  the  long  cloud  of  witneffes    Shew  the  fame  path  to  heav'n. 


1? 


Hymn  141.  CM 


"  And  brings  nis  graces     auwn     i"  ^   ^_   Q 

mi  L—l  I-   H--f-  -  .  .  And  brines  his  graces  down  to  fenfe,  And  helps  my  faith  to  nf<J| 

My  Saviour  God,  my  fov'reign  Prince,  Re.gns  for  above  the  fk.es  f  _  ^  7~T^ 


And  brings  his  graces      down    to,       down    to  fenfe, 

.e.p..a  fu*.    J3  _  _ 


*  -S-P  -F  M;  EEL.,  P-  -P--P--fr-r-a-«-5  T  G"T  TZZZ'QJ  —  ipiZZTZZZT.IZIT 

)  — —  ICLCni-P  |—  x  ^      ^graces  down  to  fenfe,  And  brings  his  graces  down  to  fenfe,  And 
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2  My  eyes  and  ears  fhall  blefs  his  name,    They  read  and  hear  his  word  ;  4  But  not  the  waters  of  a  flood    Can  make  my  flefli  fo  clean, 
My  touch  and  taRe  (hall  do  the  fame,    When  they  receive  the  Lord.  As  by  his  fpirit  and  his  blood    He'll  wafh  my  foul  from  (in. 

3  Baptifmal  water  is  delign'd    To  feal  his  cleanfing  grace,  5  Not  choiceft  meats,  nor  nobleft  wines,    So  much  my  heart  refit fh, 
While  at  his  feaft  of  bread  and  wine    He  gives  his  faints  a  place.  As  when  my  faith  goes  through  the  figns    And  feeds  upon  his  fleih. 

6  I  love  the  Lord,  who  (loops  fo  low,    To  give  his  word  a  feal  : 
But  the  rich  grace  his  hands  bellow,    Exceeds  the  figures  Kill. 


No.  64G. 

Air. 


New-Orleans. 


Hymn  142.    S.  M. 


Not  all  the     blood  of  beads,    On  Jewifh  altars  (lain,  Could  give  the  guilty  confeience  peace,  Or  wafh  away  the  (lain,  Or  wafh,  &c.      But  Chrifl  the  heav'nly  Lamb,  Takes 


tEEE 


— I — M 


all    cur     fins    away ;    A        facrifice  of    nobler  name,  A  facrifice     of  nobler  name,  And  richer  blood  than    they.  And     richer       blood  than  they. 


V   t^-T 


_e._i 


facrifice    of  nobler  name,  And 


facrifice    of     nobler  name,  of  nobler  name,  And 


Aflettuoso. 


My  faith  would  lay  her  hand  On  that  dear  head  of  thine,  While  like  a  penitent  I  (land,  And  there  confefs  my  fin.  My    foul    looks  back  to  fee  The  burden 


lieving,  we    rejoice  To    fee  the  curfe  remove  ;  Believing,       we  rejoice  To  fee  the  curfe  remove  ;  We  kiefs  the  Lamb  with  cheerful  voice,  We  blefs  the  Lamb  with 

( ,  ;  We  blefs  the  Lamb  with  cheerfnl  voice,  with 


Adagio. 


cheerful  voice,  And  fing  his    bleeding       love.  We  blefs  the  Lamb  with  cheerfnl  voice,    And  fmg     his  bleed 


-^-WT^-Jf  1  — 


-e  T — © 


love. 
-©- 


t— E.— z-xz 

on 

U  1  1 

II 

ook  n.  Ar<?.  647.  Lynnhaven.  Hymn  143.    C.  M*  405 


1 


that  work  within, 


I  hate  the  thoughts  that 


What   diff'ren'c  pow's    of   grace  and    fin      Attend    our     mortal  (late  ?       I  hate  the  '  thoughts 


What   diff'ren'c  pow's  c 

^  I  hate  the  thoughts,  I  hate  the    thoughts  that 

I  hat 


I  hate  the  thoughts 


that 


Instrument. 


that  work  within, 


I  hate  the  thoughts  thai 


— r-rST 

IL 

"££  TIT* 

■1— 



And  cb 




And 

vojk  within  Symp. 


And  do  the  works  I  hat:.        And  do  the  works  I  hate.  Symp. 


And  do     ^     ^  And 


And  do 


And 

art: 


2  Now  I  complain,  and  groan,  and  die, 
While  fin  and  Satan  reign  : 
Now  raife  my  fongs  of  triumph  high, 
For  grace  prjvails  again. 


3  So  darknefs  ftrnggles  with  the  light, 
'Till  perfect  day  arife  ; 
Water  and  Ere  maintain  the  fight 
Until  the  weaker  dies. 


4  Thus  will  the  flefh  and  fpirit  ftrive, 
And  vex  and  break  my  peace  ; 
But  I  fh^ll  quit  this  mortal  life, 
And  an  for  ever  ceafe. 


406    No.  6a8. 


Grantham. 


liiiElSSiiiliiii 


Hymn  1 44.     L.  M. 

j^^^r^"""!"^^^  p  — ^Z^ZOZ|IZpZ~Z~ZX^ZZ_  — — 


BOOK  II. 
:^zziz*zjTZTrz:z: 


Z^-aZTZCZCZI*-5"-zr_TZZZT~PlP;Z5r-T-f 


Great  was  the  clay,  the  joy  was  great,  When  the  divine  difciples  met  ; 


While  on  their  heads  the       Spirit    came,    And  fat  like  tongues  of     cloven  flame. 


Air. 


^pzsizz; 


zz^z^zE±zEzEz:E 


ilillzf^ 

iRFrzzzzz£zIzR^-T^ 

What  gifts,  what    miiacles       he  gave  !  And  pow'r  to  give,  and  pow'r  to  fave  ;    Furnifh'd  their  tongues  with  wond'rous  words,  InUead  offliields,  and  fpears,    and  fwords 


zi^ziPrtzpzi^zzzJzQzl: 

3  Thus  arm'd  he  feat  the  champions  forth,    From  eaft  to  wefl.from  fouth  to  north  ; 
Go  !  and  aifert  your  Saviour's  caul'e  ;    Go  !  fpread  the  myft'ry  of  his  crofs. 

4  Thefe  weapons  of  the  holy  war,    Of  what  almighty  force  they  are, 
To  make  our  ilubborn  pafilons  bow,    And  lay  the  pibudeft  rebel  low  ! 


:zbEiEz:zI:bz:=E^ 

5  Nations,  the  learned  and  the  rude,    Are  by  thefe  heav'nly  arms  fubdu'd  : 
While  Satan  rages  at  his  lofs,    And  hates  the  doclrine  cf  the  crofs. 

6  Gicat  King  of  grace,  my  heart  luhdue  :    I  would  be  led  in  triumph  too, 
A  willing  captive  to  my  Lord,    And  fing  th,e  vict'ries  of  his  word. 


book  ii.  M\  649: 


Hancock. 


Hymn  145.    C.  M. 


Air. 


Pia. 


For. 


407 


I  love  the  windows  of  thy  grace,,  Through  which  my  Lord  is  feen,    And  long  to  meet  my  Saviour's  face,  Without  a  glafs  between.  Without  a  glafs  between. 


2  Oh  !  that  the  happy  hour  were  come,    To  change  my  faith  to  fight  ! 
J  I  Ihould  behold  my  Lord  at  home,    In  a  diviner  light. 


H-t — l-P- 


3  Hade,  my  beloved,  and  remove    Thefe  interpofing  days  : 

Then  fnall  my  paffions  all  be  love,    And  all  my  pow'rs  be  praife. 


AlR.  No.  Grp.  Anglesey.  Hymn  146.    L.  M. 


Man  has  a     foul  of  vaft  defues,  He  burns  within  with  reftlefs  fires,  He  burns  within  with  redlefs  fires  ;    Toft  to  and  fro, 


!~y — w — • 

Toll  to  and       fro,    his  pafilons 


He  burns  within  with  redlefs  fires  ; 


Tod  to  and  fro, 


his  pafilons 


He  burns  within     with    redlefs  fires;    Tod  to  and       fro,        Tod  to  and  fro, 


Soft. 


Loud. 


tr 


fly  From  vanity 


to  vanity 


vanity. 


Tod  to  and  fro  his  paffions  fly  From  vanity  to 

From  vanity  to  vanity 


4_. 


Verfe  7,ci  perform  as  verfi  \fr. — Verfi  2d,  Hue  $d,  and  verf-  4//',  line  pt, 
perform  as  bei-jiu  inftead  of  the  three  bars  betivegu  the  ahoz-e  double  bars. 

We     try    new  pleafures,       We  try 

Cure  the    vile  fever,        Cure  the 

We    try   new  pleafures, 
Cure   the    vile  fe    -  ver, 


r.ev.-, 
vile, 


&c. 
&c. 


 1  ZZZ~<9 


We 
Cure 


try 
the 


new 
vile 


plealures, 
fever, 


We 
Cure 


try 
the 


new, 
vile.. 


&c. 
Sec. 


2  In  vain  on  earth  we  hope  to  find 
Some  folid  good  to  fill  the  mind  : 
We  try  new  pleafures,  but  we  feel 
The  inward  third  and  torment  dilj. 


3  So  when  a  raging  feve*  burns, 
We  fliift  from  fide  to  fide  by  turns  ; 
And  'tis  a  poor  relief  we  gain. 
To  change  the  place  but  keep  the  pain, 


4  Great  Cod  !  fubdne  this  vicious  thirft 
This  love  of  vanity  and  dud  ; 
Cure  the  vile  fever  of  the  mind, 
And  iced  our  fouls  with  joys  reliii'd. 


408    No.  651. 


Creation. 


Hymn  147.    C.  M. 


BOOK  11. 


At 


Now 


Air, 


let       a  fpacious 


world 


arife, 


ft 


Said    the         Creator  Lord  : 

:-zrf~::pz: 


At    .  once     th'  obedient 


— m—t — > 

At    once    th'  obedient 


earth 


and 


once    th'  obedient       earth    and  Ikies,   At  once     th'  obedient   earth  and    ikies     Rofe    at,         Rofe       at  his 


At   once  th'  obedient       earth,       At     once  th'  obedient  earth  and  fines  Role  at 


qzi: 

his  fov'reign  word.  Rofe  at  his  fov'reign  word. 
✓~S  s~\  1 


fkies,    At    once    th'  obedient          earth       and       ikies  Rofe 
~~    ^   -f*  -j^   ^   _       je^"* - 2 ^ ^ _  ^Ip.  p_     ^   1_  ^_ 


earth  and 


At    once    th'  obedient 


fkies  Role 


2  Dark  was  the  deep  ;  the  waters  lay    Confus'd  and  drown'd  the  land  ; 
He  cull'd  the  light  ;  the  new  born  day    Attends  on  his  command. 

3  He  bids  the  clouds  afcend.  on  high  ;    The  clouds  afcend  and  bear 
A  wdt'ry  tteafure  to  the  flcy.    And  float  on  loiter  air. 

4  Th:  liquii  elelnent  below     Was  gather'd  by  his  hand  : 
The  1  oiling  feab  together  flow,    And  leave  the  folid  land. 

5  Willi  herbs  and  plants,  a  flow'ry  birth,    The  naked  globe  he  crown'J, 
Lre  there  «us  rain  to  bleis  the  earth,    Or  fun  to  warm  the  ground. 

6  Then  kcadoin'd  the  upper  ikies  ;    Behold  the  fun  appears, 

The  moon  a.r.d  itars  ia  order  rife,    To  mark  out  months  and  years. 


7  Out  of  the  deep  th'  almighty  King    Did  vital  beings  frame, 
The  painted  fowls  of  ev'ry  wing,    And  fiih  of  ev'ry  name. 

8  He  gave  the  lion  and  the  worm    At  once  their  wond'rous  birth, 
And  grazing  beaih  of  various  form    Rofe  from  the  teeming  earth. 

9  Adam  v/as  fram'd  of  equal  clay,    Though  fov'reign  of  the  reft, 
Defign'd  for  nobler  ends  than  they  ;    With  God's  own  image  blefs'd. 

10  Thus  glorious  in  the  Maker's  eye    The  young  creation  ftood  ; 
Hefaw  the  building  from  on  high,    His  word  pronoune'd  it  good. 

11  Lord,  while  the  frame  of  nature  Hands,    Thy  praife  ihall  fill  my  tongue  ; 
But  the  new  world  of  grace  demands    A  more  exalted  fong. 


book  ii.  ft0t  g^2o  Barrington*  Hymn  148.    CM.  double.  409 


Deareft.  of    all    the  names  above,  My  Jkfus 

■%tsi~ 1"*3  -Tr^ — n.  —  t^*j~>:  jizlzJi: 


and  my  God,  Who  can  iefift       thy  heav'nly  love,     Or  trifle  with,  Or  trifle  with  thy  blood  ?    'Tis  by  the  merits 


I 


Soft. 


Cres. 


Loud. 


r#|tzi;izr_1 


of  thy  death  The  Father  fmiles  again  ;       'Tis  by  thine 


interceding 


breath,      'Tis  by  thine 


:^[zzf:^:t£~tzz-tuzcz:'-4-1 


id 


,_r.zztz:tpic;i-ttzzzz:z:lz^--r-c:: 

interced    -    ing    breath,  The  Spirit         dwells     with  men. 


^:|zzzFzlzE^zEziz.^^: 




-jr — p- 


3  'Till  God  in  human  flefh  I  fee, 
My  thoughts  no  comfort  find  ; 
The  holy,  juft  and  facred  Three 
Are  terrors  to  my  mind. 


4  But  if  Immanuel's  face  appear, 
My  hope,  my  joy  begins  ; 
His  name  forbids  my  flavifli  fear, 
His  grace  removes  my  fins. 


5  While  Jews  on  their  own  law  rely, 
And  Greeks  of  wifdom  boalt, 
I  love  th'  incarnate  myftery, 
And  there  I  fix  my  truft. 


air.   ^0.  653.  HallowelL 
g=5|^^^z||p|5^||^ 

Eternal  fov'reign  of  the  fky,  And  Lord  of  all  below,  We  mortals  to  thy  majefly,  We  mortals 


Hymn  149-  CM. 


Our  firfl:  obedience  owe 


■iwl — ' 

Our  firfl,  obedience 


We  mortals  to,  We  mortals  to  thy  majefly  Our 


"t=:t-^E^zESSEEEEfzzzEtlzE^:|zz: 
zir-zzzzzz±zzzzzzzlzzzzzi'zzzbf±zi 

We  mortals  to  thy  majefly,  We  mortals  to  thy  majefly  Our 

Our  fouls  adore  thy  throne  fupreme,    And  blefs  thy  providence,  4  Kingdoms  on  firm  foundations  fland,    While  virtue  finds  reward  ; 
Tor  magiftrates  of  meaner  name,    Our  glory  and  defence.  AnJ  finners  perifh  from  the  land    By  juftice  and  the  fword. 

The  crowns  of  all  thofe  princes  flune    With  rays  above  the  reft.  5  Let  Cxfar's  due  be  ever  paid    To  Cad'ar  and  his  throne  ; 
Where  laws  and  libeities  combine    To  make  the  nation  blefs'd.  But  confciences  and  fouls  were  made    To  be  the  Lord's  alone. 


IZIZJ 
iiEiJz 


i 


4i o    No.  654. 


Epsom. 


Hymn  150.    CM.  double.         book  11. 


tr 


"'^^—t     "       ~~^J  ....  m   i__  _  -U  I,*  £>HflM      /Iron  rr 


virtue         Hie      deceives    The      aged  7 — - B  >      ^ 

 t— —  ^  ^—^-f^-^— —  ^  .     .    _  .       „         .1     r.j  "JJ  C  »  . 


and  the  young  ;    And      while  the 


heedlefs    wretch  believes,    She    makes  his        fetters  ftrong. 


a  Sh°  pleads  for  all  the  joys  fhe  brings,    And  gives  a  fair  pretence  ; 
But  cheats  the  foul  of  heav'nly  things,    And  chains  it  down  to  fenfe. 


4.  So  on  a  tree  divinely  fair    Grew  the  forbidden  food  ; 

Our  mother  took  the  poifon  there,    And  tainted  all  her  blood. 


Air.  N0.655. 

/~\  /~n  /""^ 


New-London. 


Hymn  151.    L.  M. 


£EH==E 


2  The  works  and  wonders  which  they  wro't 
Confirm'd  the  meiTagcs  they  brought  ; 
The  prophet's  pen  fucceeds  his  breath 
To  fuvc  the  holy  words  from  death. 


Great  God  !  mine  eyes  with  pleafure  look 
On  the  dear  volume  of  thy  book  ; 
There  my  Redeemer's  face  1  fee, 
And  read  his  name  who  dy'd  for  me. 


4  Let  the  falfe  raptures  of  the  mind 
Be  loft  and  vanilh'd  in  the  wind  : 
Here  I  can  fix  my  hope  Secure  ; 
This  is  thy  word,  and  muft  endure. 


book  H.  Ngf  g56. 


\\  Treble* 


4II 


Sinai*  Hymn  152.    C.  M, 

The    tempeft,    fire    and  fmoke,  The  tempeft,  fire  and    fmoke,     Not  to    the  thunder  of  that  word,  Not  to  the 


Counter.  ^ 


Not       to  the 


terrors 


Teno 

---*r 


:zhzi: 

of       the  Lord, 


The  tempeft,  fire  and  fmoke, 


nzzzjza: 

The  tempeft,  fire 


Not  to  the 


'zzEESE!eIe§EPe( 


The  tempeft,  fire  and    fmoke  : 


Not  to  the  thunder  of  that 


thunder 


of  that 


word, 


-f*  

-r 


-:- 


SEE 


3= 


Which 


Which 


=£z:zjE 


=K=EI=£=E=f 


thundcr           of       that    word,   the    thunder    of     that  word,  Which  God    on     Sinai    fpoke.    Which  God       on  Sinia 
use  1  1     1  |P~     ,  — ^  

 nz  jzisz :  -  szzS^zz; 


fpoke. 


Not 


to  the  thunder 


Which 


Which 


:izi: 


word, 


Not 


to    the  thunder 


Which 


Which 


2  But  we  are  come  to  Sion's  hill,    The  city  of  our  God,  4  Behold  the  blefs'd  afTembly  there,    Whofe  names  are  writ  in  heav'n  ! 
Where  milder  words  declare  his  will.    And  fpread  his  U-ve  abroad.  And  God,  the  judge  of  all  declares    Their  vileft  fins  forgiv'n. 

3  Behold  th'  innumerable  holl    Of  angels  cloth'd  in  light  !  5  The  faints  on  earth,  and  all  the  dead,    But  one  communion  make  ; 
Behold  the  fpirits  of  the  juft,    Whole  faith  is  turn'd  to  fight  !  All  join  in  Chrift,  their  living  head,    And  of  his  grace  partake. 

6  In  fuch  fociety  as  this    My  weary  foul  would  reft  : 

The  man  that  dwells  where  Jefusis,    Muft  be  forever  blefs'd. 


412    No.  657. 

Air. 


Wentzoorth, 


Hymn  153.    C.  M. 


BOOK  IT. 


Sin.  like  a 


venomous 


difeafe,         Infecls    our        vital      blood,  The       only       bairn    is    fov'reign  grace,  And   the    phyfician,  God. 


3S: 


2  Our  beauty  and  our  ftrength  are  fled,    And  we  draw  near  to  dearth  ;  4  We  lick  the  duft,  we  grafp  the  wind,    And  folid  good  defpife  : 

But  Chrift  fhe  Lord  recalls  the  dead,    With  his  almighty  breath.  Such  is  the  folly  of  the  mind,    'Till  Jefus  makes  us  wife. 

3  l:ladnefs,  by  nature  reigns  within,    The  paffions  burn  and  rage,  5  We  give  our  fouls  the  wounds  they  feel,    We  diink  the  pois'nous  gall, 

'Till  Go  J':,  own  Son  with  fliill  divine    The  inward  fire  afluage.  And  rufh  with  fury  down  to  heD  ;    But  hcav'n  prevents  the  full. 

6  The  polfefs'd  among  the  tombs,    Cuts  his  own  flefh  and  cries  : 
Ke  foams  and  raves,  'till  Jefus  coro»$,    And  the  foul  fpir  it  flies. 


iwick. 


Air.  No.  658.  South 


Hymn  154.    L.  M 


'ome,  make  mv  name 


Where^are  the^ourners^faith  the  Lord,  That  wait  and  tremble  at  my  word,  That  walk  in  dai  knefs  all  the  day  ?  Come,  make  my  name  your  trufl;  and  (lay.  Come,  &c. 


2  No  works  nor  duties  of  your  own    Can  for  the  fmalleft  fin  atone  ; 
The  robes  that  nature  may  provide,    Will  not  your  leaft  pollutions  hide. 

3  The  foftelt  couch  that  nature  knows,    Can  give  the  confeience  no  repofe  ; 
Look  to  my  righteoufnefs  and  live  ;    Comfort  and  peace  are  mine  to  give. 


AIR. 


No.  659. 


Ashficld. 


4  Ye  fons  of  pride  that  kindle  coals    With  your  own  hands,  to  warm  your  fouls, 
Walk  in  the  light  of  your  own  fire,    Enjoy  the  fparks  that  ye  defire  : — 

5  This  is  your  portion  at  my  hands,    Hell  waits  you  with  her  iron  bands  ; 
Ye  fhall  lie  down  in  fotrow  there,    In  death  and  darknefs,  and  defpair. 

C.  M. 


Hymn  155 

Lo  !  uie  deilroying  angel  flies    To  Pharaoh's  ftubborn  land  !  The  pride  and  flow'r   of  Egypt     dies    By  his  vindidive  hand.    By   his  vindiclive  hand. 

^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^ 
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2  He  pafs'd  the  tents  of  Jacob  o'er,    Nor  pour'd  the  wrath  divine  f 
lite  favv  the  blood  on  ev'ry  door,    And  blefs'd  the  peaceful  fign. 
3  Thus  the  appointed  Lamb  mtdt  bleed,    To  break  th'  Egyptian  yoke  ; 
Thus  Ifrael  is  from  bondage  freed,    And  'fcapes  the  angel's  ftrcke. 


4  Lord,  if  my  heart  were  fprinkled  too    With  blood  fo  rich  as  thine, 
Juflice  no  longer  would  purfue    This  guilty  foul  of  mine. 

5  Jefus  our  paffover  was  (lain,    And  has  at  once  procur'd 
Freedom  from  Satan',5  heavy  chain     And  God's  avenging  fword. 


3500KH.  No.66o, 

Air. 
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S  and  gate. 


Hymn  156.    C.  M. 


4 


I  hate  the       tempter  and  his  charms,    I  hate  his  flatt'ring  breath  :  The  ferpent  takes  a  thoufand  forms,  To  cheat  our  fouls  to  death.  To  cheat  our   fouls  to  death. 


:Ebizari:t=t 


SI  T@%S 


_L.jl._C_ 


2  He  feeds  our  hopes  with  airy  dreams,    Or  tills  with  flavifh  fear 
And  holds  us  ftill  in  wide  extremes,    Prefumption  or  defpair. 

3  Now  he  perfuade.-;,  How  eafy  'tis    To  walk  the  road  to  heav'n  : 
Anon  he  fwefls  our  fins  and  cries    They  cannot  be  forgiv'n. 

4  He  bids  young  firmer.-.,  yet  forbear     To  think  of  God  or  death  ; 
Pray'r  and  real  devotion  are    But  melancholy  breath. 


AIR. 


No.  66 1.  ElmfalL 

Now  Satan  comes  with  dreadful  roar       And  threatens  to  deftroy 


5  He  tells  the  aged,  they  muft  die,    And  'tis  too  late  to  pray  ; 
In  vain  for  mercy  now  they  cry,    For  they  have  loft  their  day. 

6  Thus  he  fupports  his  cruel  throne    By  miichief  and  deceit, 
And  drags  the  fons  of  Adam  down    To  darknefs  and  the  pit. 

7  Almighty  God  cut  fhort  his  pow'r,    Let  him  in  darknefs  dwell  ; 
And  that  he  vex  the  earth  no  more,    Confine  him  down  to  hell. 

Hymn  157.    C.  M. 

ilillsigliliiiillli 


worries  whom  he 


can't  devour  With 


malicious 


Ye  fons  of  God  oppofe  his  rage, 
Refift,  and  he'll  be  gone  ; 
Thus  did  our  d eared  Lord  engage 
And  vanquifh  him  alone. 


Now  he  appears  almoft  divine, 
Like  innocence  and  love. 
But  the  old  ferpent  lurks  within. 
When  he  afiumes  the  dove. 


4  Fly  from  the  falfe  deceiver's  tongue, 
Ye  fons  of  Adam,  fly  ! 
Our  parents  found  the  fnare  too  ftrcng, 
Nor  ihould  the  children  try. 


Nezv-Sak?n. 


Hymn  158.    L.  M 


Air    No.  662. 

Broad  is  the  road  that  leads  to  death,  And^  thoufands  walk  together  there  j  But  wifdom  (hows  a  narrow  path,  With  here  and  there  a  traveller.  With  nere  and  there  a  travelle 


mz^zE 
2  zz\Ji: 


mxzzz 


-e-c 


2  Deny  thyfelf,  and  take  thy  crofs, 
Is  the  Redeemer's  great  command  ! 
Nature  mull  count  her  gold  but  drofs, 
If  !hs  wceld  gain  this  heav'nly  land. 


>  The  fearful  foul  that  tires  and  faints, 
And  walks  the  ways  of  God  no  more. 
Is  but  etleem'd — almoft  a  faint, 
And  maks  his  own  deftruftion  fare. 


4  Lord,  lef  not  all  my  hopes  be  vain, 
Create  my  heart  entirely  new  ; 
Which  hypocrites  could  ne'er  attain. 
Which  falfe  apoftates  never  knew. 


4    No.  663. 


book  ir. 


Torbay.  Hymn  159.    C.  M. 


Great  King  of         glory  and  of  grace  !    We  own,  with  humble  fhame,  How  vile  is  our  degen'rate  race,  And  our  firfl  Father's  name.     And  cur  firft  Father's  name 


 «_-l_^_<j_X_ 


2  From  Adam  flows  our  tainted  'olood,    The  porfon  reigns  within,  4  We  live  eftrang'd  afar  from  God,    And  love  the  diftance  well  ; 

Makes  us  averfe  to  all  that's  good,    And  willing  Haves  to  Jin.  With  hade  we  run  the  dang'rous  road    That  leads  to  death  and  hell. 

3  Daily  we  break  thy  holy  laws,    And  then  rejecl  thy  grace  ;  5  And  can  fuch  rebels  be  reflor'd  !    Such  natures  made  divine  ! 

Engag'd  in  the  old  Serpent's  caufe,    Againli  our  Maker's  face.  Let  Tinners  fee  thy  glory,  Lord,    And  feel  this  pow'r  of  thine. 

6  We  raife  our  Father's  name  on  high,    Who  his  ov.  n  Spirit  fends 
To  bring  iebellious  ftrangers  nigh,    And  turn  his  foes  to  friends. 

a\r.   No.  66 4.      ^    ••/     ;    ..        Upley.^  '          Hymn  160.    L.  M. 

Let  the  wild  leopards      of  the    wood    Put  ofF  the    fpots  that 

-zqzqziz 


nature      gives,    Then  may  the  wicked  turn  to  God,  And  change  their  tempers,  and  their  lives. 


2:*zztfzz'zfzf  zizlz^zizc 
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As  well  might  Ethiopian  flaves 
Wafh  out  the  darknefs  of  their  fkin  ; 
The  dead  as  well  may  leave  their  graves, 
As  old  tranfgrelTors  ceafe  to  fin. 


3  Where  vice  has  held  its  empire  long, 
'Twill  not  endure  the  leait  control  ; 
None  but  a  pow'r  divinely  ftrong 
Can  turn  the  current  of  the  foul. 


4  Great  God  !  I  own  thy  pow'r  divine, 
That  works  to  change  this  heart  of  mine  ; 
I  would  b«  form'd  anew,  and  blefs 
The  wonders  of  creating  grace. 


AIR. 


No.  66 


b' 


Landau. 


Hvmn  1  6  r .  CM. 


-m- 


joys    on     high  ;  'Tis 


Strait      is    the    way,  the     door     is  ftrait,    That  leads  to     joys    on     high  ;    'Tis    but     a     few  that  find  the  gate,  While  crowds  miftake    and  die. 


2  Beloved  felf  muft  be  deny'd,    The  mind  and  will  renew'd, 
Paflbn  fupprefs'd,  and  patience  try'd,    And  vain  defires  fubdu'd. 

3  Flefh  is  a  dang'rous  foe  to  grace,     Where  it  prevails  and  rules  ; 
I'ieih  mull  be  humbled,  pride  abas'd    Left  they  deftroy  our  fouls; 


I — ^zi_q_: 


-e- 


—  1 
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4  The  love  of  gold  be  banifh'd  hence,    (That  vile  idolatry) 
And  ev'ry  member,  ev'ry  fenfe,    In  fweet  fubjeclion  lie. 

5  The  tongue,  thatmoft  unruly  pow'r,    Requires  a  ftrong  reftraint : 
We  mull  be  watchful  ev'ry  hour,    And  pray  but  never  faint. 

6  Lord  !  can  a  feeble,  helplefs  worm    Fulfil  a  talk  fo  hard  ! 

Thy  grace  muft  all  my  work  perform,    And  give  the  free  reward. 


book  ii.  NOi  ggg. 

Am. 


Rindge. 


Hymn  162.    C.  M.  double.  415 


flues,  And 


My  thoughts  furmount  thcfe  lower 


look    within  the     vail  ;    There  fprings    of  endlefs 


pleafure  rife,  The 


waters       never  fail. 

/-  A- 
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There       I    behold    with  fweet 


§s£e£ 


delight,  The 
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blefled    Three    in       One,    And  ftrong  affections 


ililllliiilllliiil 

ng  afFeiflions  fix       my  fight    On    God's   eternal  Son. 


3  His  promife  (lands  forever  firm, 
His  race  fhall  ne'er  depart  ; 
He  binds  my  name  upon  his  arm, 
And  feals  it  on  his  heart. 


4  Light  are  the  pains  that  nature  brings 
How  ffiort  our  forrows  are, 
When  with  eternal  future  things, 
The  prefent  we  compare  ! 


5  I  would  not  be  a  flranger  dill 
To  that  cclefttal  ph-tce, 
Where  I  forever  hope  to  dwell 
Near  my  Redeemer's  face. 


No.  66 -j.  ■  Winthrop.  Hymn  163.    C-  M» 


— A  \ — '  4- 


zizii! 


Dear  Lord  !  behold  our  fore  diftrefs  ;  Our    fins       attempt  to  reij 


Stretch  out  thine  aim  of  conqu'ring  grace,  And  let  thy  foes  be  flain.  And  let  thy  foes  be 


fiain. 


L_|»      pi  1 


The  lion  with  his  dreadful  roar    Affrights  thy  feeble  flieep  : 
Reveal  the  glory  of  thy  pow'r    And  chain  him  to  the  deep. 
Muft  we  indulge  a  long  defpair  ?    Shall  our  petitions  die  ? 
Our  mournings  never  ieach  thine  ear,    Nor  tears  affect  thine  eye  \ 

6  How  boundlefs  is  our  father's  grace. 
II;  made  his  Son  our  righteouihefs, 


IzliEzfl 

4  If  thou  defpife  a  mortal  groan,     Yet  hear  a  Saviour's  blood  ; 
An  advocate  fo  rear  the  throne    Pleads  and  prevails  with  God. 

5  He  brought  the  Spirit's  pow'rful  fvvord,    To  flay  our  deadly  foes  : 
Our  fins  fhall  die  beneath  thy  word,    And  hell  in  vain  oppofe, 

In  height  and  depth  and  length  : 
His  Spirit  is  our  thength. 


-3— 3  J- 


I 
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416    No.  668.  Courtnay.  Hymn  164.    CM.  double* 

.in. 


Air. 

■b- 


Why  fhould  this  earth      delight       us    fo  ?  Why  fhould  we     fix      our    eyes  On  thefe  low  grounds  where  forrows  grow,  And       ev'ry      pleafure  di 


While  time  his    fharpeft    teeth  prepares    Our     comforts     to  devour, 


There    is       a    land     above     the  ftars,  And   joys    above       his  pow'r. 


Its 

rep 


EE 
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3  Nature  fhall  be  dilTolv'd  and  die,    The  fun  muft  end  his  race, 
The  earth  and  fea  for  ever  fly    Before  my  Saviour's  face. 


if       Air.      NO.  669. 


Gadesdon. 


4  When  will  that  glorious  morning  rife  ?    When  the  laft  trumpet  found, 
And  call  the  nations  to  the  ikies    From  underneath  the  ground  i 


Hymn^i  65.    C.  M. 


Long  have  I    fat  beneath  the  found  Of  thy  falvation,  Lord  ;  But  ilill  how  weak  my  faith    is  found,  And  knowledge  cf  thy  word  !  And  knowledge  of  thy 


word. 


2  Oft  I  fiequent  thy  holy  place,    And  hear  almoft  in  vain  ;  4  How  cold  and  feeble  is  my  love  !    How  negligent  my  fear  ! 
How  i'mall  a  portion  of  thy  grace    My  mem'ry  can  retain  !  How  low  my  hope  of  joys  above  ;    How  few  affections  there. 

3  My  dear  Almighty,  and  my  God,    How  little  art  thou  known  5  Great  God  thy  fuv'rcign  pow'r  impart,    To  give  thy  word  fuccefs 
By  all  ihs  judgments  of  thy  rod,    And  bleffings  of  thy  throne.  Write  thy  falvation  in  my  heart,    And  make  me  learn  thy  grace. 

6  Shew  my  forgetful  feet  the  way    That  leads  to  joys  on  high  ; 
There  knowledge  grows  without  decay,    And  love  ihall  never  die. 


BOOK  II.  M.67O. 


Air. 


Sky  Lark. 


tr 


Hymn  166.    CM.  double.  417 


tr 


How    fliall    I   praife   th'  eternal    God,  That       infinite  unknown  ?  Who  can    afcend       his       high       abode,   Or    venture       near     his    throne  i 


The    great       invi    -    fible !    He  dwells  Conceal'd  in        dazzling       light  ;  But 


his  all-fearching       eye     reveals  The 


fecrets 


of  th 


night. 


3  Thofe  watchful  eyes,  that  never  fleep,    Survey  the  world  around  ; 
His  wifdom  is  a  boundlefs  deep,    Where  all  Our  thoughts  are  drown'd. 

4  Speak  we  of  ftvength  ?  His  arm  is  ftrong,    To  fave  or  to  deftroy  ; 
Jafinite  years  his  life  prolong,    And  endlefs  is  his  joy. 

5  He  knows  no  fliadow  of  a  change,    Nor  alters  his  decrees  ; 
Firm  as  a  rock  his  truth  remains,    To  guard  his  promifes. 


6  Sinners  before  his  prefence  die  :    How  holy  is  his  name  ; 
His  anger  and  his  jealoufy    Burn  like  devouring  flame. 

7  Juftice  upon  a  dreadful  throne    Maintains  the  rights  of  God, 

While  mercy  lends  her  pardons  down,    Bought  with  a  Saviour's  blcod. 

8  Now  to  my  foul,  immortal  King,    Speak  fome  forgiving  woid  ; 
Then  'twill  be  double  joy  to  fing    The  gloiies  of  my  Lord. 


418    No.  671. 


Chelsea, 


Hymn  167,    L.  M.  double.      B0OK  ?• 
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Great  God,  thy  glories  fliall  employ    My  holy  fear,  my 


humble       joy  !    My   lips,    in    fongs  of      honor    bring    Their    tribute     to    th'  eternal  King 


Earth  and  the  ftars,  and  worlds  unknown,  Depend     precarious       on  his  throne,    All     nature   hangs     upon  his  word,  And  grace  and     glory    own  their  Lord. 


3  His  fov'reign  pow'r  what  mortal  knows  ?    If  he  commands,  who  dare  oppofe  i  7  Th'  eternal  law  before  him  ftands  ;    His  juftice  with  impartial  hands, 
With  ftrength  he  girds  himfelf  around,    And  treads  the  rebels  to  the  ground.  Divides  to  all  their  due  reward,    Or  by  the  fceptre  or  the  fword. 

4  Who  fliall  pretend  to  teach  him  ikill,    Or  guide  the  counfels  of  his  will :  8  His  mercy  like  a  boundless  fea    Wafiies  our  load  of  guilt  away  ; 

His  wifdom  like  a  fea  divine,    Flows  deep  and  high  beyond  our  line.  While  his  own  Son  came  down  and  dy'd,    T'  engage  his  juftice  on  our  fids. 

5  His  name  is  holy,  and  his  eye    Burns  with  immortal  jealoufy  ;  9  Each  of  his  words  demands  my  faith,    My  foul  can  reft  on  all  he  faith  : 
He  hates  the  ions  of  pride,  and  llieds    His  fiery  vengeance  on  their  headsJ  His  truth  inviolably  keeps    The  largeft  promife  of  his  lips. 

6  The  beamings  of  his  piercing  fight    Bring  dark  hypocrify  to  light  ;  10  Oh,  tell  me  with  a  gentle  voice,    Thou  art  my  God,  and  I'll  rejoice  ! 
Death  and  deftrudtiou  naked  lie,    And  hell  uncover'd  to  his  eye*  Eill'd  with  thy  love,  I  dare  proclaim    The  brighteft  honors  of  thy  name* 


;B0OS  II. 

Air. 


No.  672.  Martin  s  Lane. 


Jehovah        reigns;  his  throne     is   high,     His     robes   are    light  and 
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Hymn  168.    L.  M.  419 
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1         majefty  ;    His  glo 


majef   -    ty,     His    robes  are       light    and         m.ijefty  ;    His  glory- 


Loud. 


Soft. 


Loud. 
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fiiines   with     beams       fo     bright,    No  mortal  can        fuftain  the       fight.  No 

Im- 


mortal can 


fuftain 


the 


fight. 

zazrisi* 
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2  His  terrors  keep  the  world  in  awe, 
His  juftice  guards  his  holy  law, 
His  love  reveals  a  fmiling  face, 
His  truth  and  promife  leal  die  grace. 


3  Through  all  his  works  his  wifdom  fhines, 
And  baffles  Satan's  deep  defigns  ; 
His  pow'r  is  fov'reign  to  fulfil 
The  nobleft  counfels  of  his  will. 


Hi 

HI 


4  And  will  this  glorious  Lord  defcend 
To  be  my  father  and  my  friend  ? 
Then  let  my  fongs  with  angels  join  ! 
Heav'n  is  fecure,  if  God  be  mine. 


Air.  No.  67 3.  Mantua.  Hymn  169.    H.  M. 

ifl  Treble. 

His  glories  ftiine  with  beams  fo  bright,  No  mortal  eye,  No  mortal  eye 


353 


zd  Treble. 


-a- 


The  Lord  Jehovah  reigns,  His  throne  is  built  on  high  ;  The  garments  he  aifumeSjArc  light  and  roajefty. 

With  beams  fo  bright,  No 
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£,th  Treble  &  Twwr. 
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BOOK  IT. 


Loud- 


His  glories    fhine    With  beams  fo  bright,  No  mortal  eye,  No  mortal  eye  Can  bear  the  fight.  The  thunders  of  his  hand  Keep  the  wide  world  in  awe  ; 


And  where  his  love  Refolves  to  blefs, 


BOOK  II. 


421 


Strong  is  his  arm,  And 


His  great  cle- 


x:^rr~:i:z~ 


Confounds  the  pow'rs  of  hell,  And  breaks  their  curft  defigns. 


Surprifing  wifdom  (nines, 


And  (hall  fulfil 

Strong  is  his  arm,  And  fliall,    And  fhall  fulfil  His  great  decrees, 


Strong  is  his        arm       And   lhall,  And 


His  great  decrees, 


His  great  decrees,  His  fov'reign  will.  And  can  this  mighty    King,    Of    glory     condefcend,     And  will  he  write  his  name,  My    Father  and  my  Friend. 


4^2 


BOOK  IV 


\J}Trelle.    Mezza  voce. 


Cres. 


I  love  his  name,  I  love  his  word, 


Loud. 


I 


I    love  his    word ; 


2^  Tr(fi/<f. 


I    love  his  name,  I  love  his  word  ; 


Join,  all  my  pow'rs,  Join,  all  my  pow'rs,  Ani  praife  the  Lord 


yl  treble,  ^  "  _  [~  *  "  " 


,.-4-  Q  Q_      ©_  Q__ 


I  love  his  name,  I  love  his  word,  I     love  his  word  ; 


4?/;  Treble. 


I  love  his  name,  I  love  his  word.. 


I     love  his  word 


No.  674. 

Atr. 


Lavington. 


Hymn  1 70.    L.  M.  double. 


Can  creatures      to     perfection       find  Th'  eternal  uncreated       mind  >       Or  can  the  largeft  ftretch  of  thought  Meafure  and  fearch  his     nature  out. 


1 — -*~r— 
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_  ^_  _o     ^-/*"~s  "  *"  <^n8 

'Tis     high  asheav'n  !  'tis  deep  as  hell !  And  what  can  mortals  know  or  tell  ?    His    glory  Spreads  beyond  the   fky,  And  all  the 


fhining  worlds  on  high. 


But  man,  vain  man,  would  fain  be  wife,    Born,  like  a  wild  young  colt,  he  flies 

Through  all  the  follies  of  his  mind,    And  fmells  and  fnufFs  the  empty  wind. 

God  is  a  King  of  pow'r  unknowa,    Firm  are  the  orders  of  his  throne  ; 

If  he  refolve,  who  dare  oppofe,    Or  afk  him  why,  or  what  he  does  ? 

He  wounds  the  heart,  and  he  makes  whole  ;  He  calms  the  tempeft  of  the  foul. 

When  he  Ihuts  up  in  long  defpair,    Who  can  remove  the  heavy  bar  ? 


6  He  frowns  and  daiknefs  veils  the  moon,    The  fainting  fun  grows  dim  at  noon  ; 
The  pillars  of  heav'n's  ftarry  roof    Tremble  and  ltart  at  his  reproof. 

7  He  gave  the  vaulted  heav'n  its  form,    The  crooked  ferpent  and  the  worm, 
He  breaks  the  billows  with  his  breath,    And  fmites  the  fons  of  pride  to  death. 

8  Thefe  are  a  portion  of  his  ways  ;    But  who  lhall  dare  defcribe  his  face  ? 
Who  can  endure  his  light ;  or  ftand    To  hear  the  thunders  of  his  hand  ! 


No.  675. 

Air.    Repeat  Soft. 


DOXOLOGY. 

1  2       Loud,  ^ 


To  Father^  Son,  and 


Holy    Ghoft,  One  God,  whom    we        adore — 

r~\     *~s  1 


Be     glory      as      it      was,    is    now,  And  (hall    be  ever- 


:  ^  


Be  glory 


Be     glory     as     it     was,     is    now,  And  lhall    be  ever-^ 


-£» — L — 1  


Soft 


Loud. 


if       was,       is    now,       Be  glory 


Be  glory 


tr 


as       it     was,        is  now, 


And    fliall  be 

m 


ever    •  more. 


:Lr — r3  —  i  zi—^zz  ±zz 


And 


as       it       was,      is  now, 


And    fliall  be 


ever 


END  OF  THE  SECOND  BOOK. 


ymns  and  Spiritual  Songs. 

PREPARED  FOR  THE  HOLT  ORDINANCE  OF  THE  LORD's  SUPPER. 

BOOK  III, 


No.  6 j  6.  Brookfield. 


Hvmn  1.    L.  M. 


JS~^ZZ3XZTZ\TZ— 


P 

'Twas  on  that  dark,  that  doleful  night,  When  pow'rs  of  earth  and  hell     aiofe    Againft  the      Son     of     God's  delight,  And  friends  betray'd  him      to  his  foes; 


Air. 


tjt:— jJ-n-ap-i-g-s-l  4 — j- 


Before  the  mournful  fcene  began,    He  took  the  bread,  and  blefs'd,  and  brake  ; 
What  love  through  all  his  actions  ran  !  What  wond'rous  words  of  grace  he  fpake  ! 
This  is  my  body  broke  for  fin,    Receive  and  eat  the  living  food  ; 
Then  took  the  cup  and  blefs'd  the  wine  ;    'Tis  the  new  cov'nant  in  my  blood. 
For  us  his  fkfh  with  nails  was  torn,    He  bore  the  fcourge,  he  felt  the  thorn  ; 
And  juftice  pour'd  upon  his  head    Its  heavy  vengeance,  in  our  (lead. 


-r-rn-d-f  d  -t  H 


AIR. 


No^  677.  ^ 





P- 

Jefus 


For  us  his  vital  blood  was  fpilt,    To  buy  the  pardon  of  our  guilt, 
When  for  black  crimes  of  biggeft  fize,    He  gave  his  foul  a  facrifice. 
Do  this,  he  cry'd,  'till  time  mail  end,    In  mem'ry  of  your  dying  friend  ; 
Meet  at  my  table,  and  record    The  love  of  your  departed  Lord. 
Jefus,  thy  feaft  we  celebrate,    We  fliew  thy  death,  we  fing  thy  name, 
'Till  thou  return,  and  we  lhall  eat    The  marriage  i'upper  of  the  Lamb. 


sites 


invites 


his  faints 


To 


m. 


r: 

:        around      his       board ;  Here 


rebels 


and  hold 
ZXZl 


Communion 


with 


 -p  — -  


For  food  he  gives  his  flefh  ;    He  bids  us  drink  his  blood  ; 
Amazing  favor,  matchlefs  grace    Of  our  defcending  God  ! 
This  holy  bread  and  wine,    Maintains  our  fainting  breath, 
By  union  with  our  living  Lord,    And  intereft  in  his  death. 

6  Let  all  our  pow'rs  be  join'd 


4  Our  heav'nly  Father  calls    Chi  ill  and  his  members  one  ; 
We  the  young  children  of  his  love,    And  he  the  fiift  born  Son. 

5  We  are  but  fev'ral  parts    Of  the  fame  broken  bread  ; 
One  body  hath  its  fev'ral  limbs,     But  Jefus  is  the  head. 

His  glorious  name  to  raife  ; 


Pleafure  and  love  fill  ev'ry  mind,    And  ev'ry  voice  be  praife. 
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Air.  ^  ^  ^    tr  ^=  =V  -  S°ft' 

The  promife  of  my     Father's         love    Shall   ftand     forever  good  ;  He    faid,  and      gave    his     foul    to    death,  He     faid,    and     gave    his  foul  to 


Loud. 


Soft. 


Loud. 


tr 


death,  And  feal'd  the  grace  with  blood.  An  d  feal'd  the  grace  with  blood.  He  faid,  and     gave     his       foul    to         death,    And    feal'd   it       with    his  blood. 


'.—ZXZ'ZZttr 


2  To  this  dear  cov'nant  of  thy  word    I  fet  my  worthlefs  name  ; 

I  feal  th'  engagement  to  my  Lord,    And  make  my  humble  claim. 

3  The  light,  and  ftrength,  and  pard'ning  grace,    And  glory  fhall  be  mine  } 
My  life  and  foul,  my  heart  and  flelh,    And  all  my  pow'rs  are  thine. 


4  I  call  that  legacy  my  own,    Which  Jefus  did  bequeath  ; 
'Twas  purchas'd  with  a  dying  groan,    And  ratify'd  in  death. 

5  Sweet  is  the  mem'ry  of  his  name    Who  blefs'd  us  in  his  will, 
And  to  his  teftament  of  love,    Made  his  own  life  the  feal. 


AIR,   No*  679.  Colchester-New.  Hymn  4.    C.  M. 


How  condefcending, 


and  how  kind    Was   God's     eter    -     nal    Son!    Our  mis'ry    reach'd  his  heavn'ly  mind,  And     pity       brought  him  down. 


__e-_ 


Whenjuftice,  by  our  fins  provok'd,  Drew  forth  its  dreadful  fword,  5 
He  gave  his  foul  up  to  the  ftroke,    Without  a  mutm'ring  word. 

He  funk  beneath  our  heavy  woes,  To  raile  us  to  his  throne  :  6 
There's  ne'er  a  gift  his  hand  bellows    But  colt  his  heart  a  groan. 

This  was  com  paffion  like  a  God,  That  when  the  Saviour  knew  7 
Tlje  price  of  pardon  was  his  blood,    His  pity  ne'er  withdrew. 

8  Here  let  our  hearts  begin  to  melt, 


Now  though  he  reigns  exalted  high,    His  love  is  dill  as  great  : 
Well  he  remembers  Calvary,    Nor  lets  his  faints  forget. 
Here  we  behold  his  bowels  roll    As  kind  as  when  he  dy'd, 
And  fee  the  forrows  of  his  foul    Bleed  through  his  wounded  fide. 
Here  we  receive  repeated  feals    Of  Je'fus'  dying  love  : 
Hard  is  the  wretch  that  never  feels    One  fott  aifedion  rnova. 
While  we  his  death  record, 


^3 


And  with  our  joy  for  pardon'd  guilt,    Mou*n  that  wepierc'd  the  Lord. 


426    No*  680,  Chelmsford.  Hymn  5.    C,  M.  BOOK  llL 


The     manna    came  from    lower       ikies,         But      Jefus      from      above,  .        Where  the  frefh  fprings  of  pleafure  rife,         And  rivers    flow  with  love. 


H 


3  The  Jews,  the  fathers,  dy'd  at  laft,    Who  eat  that  heav'nly  bread  ;  5  Our  fouls  fhall  draw  their  heav'nly  breath    While  Jefus  finds  fupplies ; 

But  thefe  provifions  which  we  tafte,    Can  raife  us  from  the  dead.  Nor  fhall  our  graces  fink  to  death,    For  Jefus  never  dies. 

4  Blefs'd  be  the  Lord,  that  gives  his  flefh    To  nourifh  dying  men  $  :  6  Daily  our  mortal  flefii  decays,    But  Chrift  our  life  fhall  come  ; 

And  often  fpreads  his  table  frelh,    Left  we  fhould  faint  again.  His  unrefifted  pow'r  fhall  raife    Our  bodies  from  the  tomb. 


Hymn  6.    L.  M. 


427 


bookie  ^  gs,.    ^       \\^f\]     _    ~_\ 

Jefus    is  gone     above       the      Iky,  Where  our  weak  fenfes  reach  him    not;    And  carnal  objects   court  our       eyes,    To  thrufl:  our  Saviour  from  our  thoughts. 


-e- 


_Q_, 


He  knows  what  wand'ring  hearts  we  have,    Apt  to  forget  his  lovely  face  ; 
And  to  refrefit  our  minds,  he  gave    Thefe  kind  memorials  of  his  grace. 
The  Lord  of  life  this  table  j'pread    With  his  own  flefli  and  dying  blood, 
We  on  the  rich  provilion  feed,    And  tafte  the  wir.e  and  blefs  our  God, 

6  Our  eyes  look  upwards  to  the  hills 
We  wait  thy  chaiiot's  awful  wheels, 


4  Let  finful  fweets  be  all  forgot,    And  earth  grow  lefs  in  our  elleem  ; 
Chrift  and  his  love  fill  ev'ry  thought,    And  faith  and  hope  be  fix'd  on  hi 

5  While  he  is  abfent  from  our  fight,    'Tis  to  prepare  our  fouls  a  place, 
That  we  may  dwell  in  heav'nly  light.    And  live  for  ever  near  his  face. 

Whence  our  returning  Lord  fhall  come  : 
To  fetch  our  longing  fpirits  home. 


No.  682. 

Air.  Moderate. 


Way  nesborough. 


Hymn  7.    L.  M.   2  verses. 


When  I  furvey  the  wond'rouscrofs  On  which  the  prince  of  glory  dy'd,  My  richeft  gain  I  count  but  lofs,And  pour  contempt  on  all  my  pride.  Forbid  it,  Lord,  that  I  fliould  boaft,  Save 


WWm&mmSm 


in    the  death  of  ChriQ,  my  God  :  All  the  vain  things  that  charm  me  mod,  I  facrifice  them  to  his  blood.  All  the  vain  things  that  charm  me  mod,  I  facrifice  them  to  his  blood. 


3  See  from  his  head,  his  hands,  his  feet, 
Sorrow  and  love  How  mingled  down  ! 
Did  e'erfuch  love  and  forrow  meet  I 
Or  thorns  compofe  fo  rich  a  crown  ? 


4  His  dying  crimfon  like  a  robe, 
Spreads  o'er  his  body  on  the  tiee 
Then  am  I  dead  to  all  the  globe, 
And  all  the  globe  is  dead  to  me. 


Were  the  whole  realm  of  nature  mine, 
That  were  a  prefentfar  too  fmall  : 
Love,  fo  amazing,  fo  divine, 
Demands  my  foul,  my  life,  my  alL 


428    No.  683 


Newark, 


Hymn  8.    CM.  2  verses.       B00K  ln- 


EES 


Come,    le?       us  join 


joyful    tune    To    our       exalted  Lord,     Ye    faints  on    high   around     his  throne,  And    we    around    his  board. 


Air. 


While     once      upon    this       lower  ground     Weary    and    faint  ye    flood,       What  dear     refrefhment      here  ye  found    from  this       immortal  food. 


0>  ^ 


3  The  tree  of  life  that's  near  the  throne    In  heav'n's  high  garden  grows, 
Laden  wjth  grace,  bends  gently  down    Its  ever  fmiling  boughs. 

4  Hov'ring  among  the  leaves,  there  ftands    The  fweet  celeftial  dove, 

Jefus  on  the  branches  hangs    The  banner  of  his  love. 

5  'ITs  a  young  heav'n  of  Rrange  delight    While  in  his  fhade  we  fit ; 
His  fruit  is  plesfing  to  the  fight,    And  to  the  tafle  as  fweet. 


6  New  life  it  fpreads  through  dying  hearts,    And  cheers  the  drooping  mind 
Vigor  and  joy  the  juice  imparts,    Without  a  fling  behind. 

7  Now  let  the  flaming  weapon  (land,    And  guard  all  Eden's  trees  : 
There's  ne'er  a  plant  in  all  that  land    That  bears  fuch  fruit  as  thefe. 

8  Infinite  grace  Our  fouls  adore,    Whofe  wond'rous  hands  has  made 
This  living  branch  of  fov'reign  pow'i-    To  raife  and  heal  the  dead. 


book  m  No,  6g4> 


Air. 


Bradford, 


Hymn  9.    S.  M,  429 

ilfiilliiililiSlii 


all  our  tongues  be  one  To  praife  our  God  on  high,  Who  from  his  bofom  fent  his  Son,  To  fetch  us  (hangers  nigh.  Who  from  his  bofom  fent  his  Son,  Who  from  his  bofom  fent  his  Son,  To  fetch,  &c. 

Who  from  his  bofom  fent  his  Son,  To 


he 

— t 

2  • 

Who  from  his  bofom  fent  his 


Son,  To 


Nor  let  out  voices  ceafe    To  fing  tlie  Saviour's  name  ; 
Jefus,  th'  ambaffador  of  peace,    How  cheerfully  he  came  ? 
It  coll  him  ciies  and  tears    To  bring  t;s  near  to  God, 
Great  was  our  debt,  and  he  appears    To  make  the  payment  good. 
My  Saviour's  pierced  fide    Pour'd  out  a  double  flood  ; 
By  water  we  are  purify'd,    And  pardon'd  by  the  blood. 

Infinite  was  our  guilt,  But  he,  our  piieft,  atones  :  < 
On  the  cold  ground  his  life  was  fpiit,    And  ofler'd  with  his  groans. 

10  Lord,  cleanfe  my  foul  from  fin, 
Great  Comforter  !  abide  within, 


6  Look  up,  my  foul,  to  him    Whofe  death  was  thy  defert, 
And  humbly  view  the  living  Itream    Flow  from  his  breaking  heart. 

7  There,  on  the  curfed  tree,    In  dying  pangs  he  lies, 
Fulfils  his  Father's  great  decree,    And  all  our  wants  fupplias. 

8  Thus  the  Redeemer  came,    By  water  and  by  blood  : 
And  when  the  Spirit  fpeaks  the  fame,    We  feel  his  witnefs  good, 

9  While  the  eternal  Three    Bear  their  record  above, 
Here  I  believe  he  dy'd  for  me,    And  feal'd  my  Saviour's  love. 
Nor  let  my  grace  depart  ; 
And  witnefs  to  my  heart. 


Air.     NO.  C85. 


Florence. 


Hymn  10.    L.  M. 


/-\  /"""N  /""N  <^~N 


s~\  /--\  /~\  /~\  /*•>  /— \ 


Nature    with   open     volume  Hands,  To  fpread  her  Maker's  praife  abroad  ;    And  ev'ry 


labor     of   his  hands    Shows  fomething  worthy  of       a  God. 

*  I 


^~  '  ^i-  & '    ^vL/  ^>  vl/  \^  ^      ^        ^      ^      fep  ^  j   ^  j  v.  ✓    ^  v  >  v  j  ^>  '  ~* 


W   W  W  w 


3  But  in  the  grace  that  refcu'd  man,    His  brighteft  form  of  glory  ftines  ; 

Here,  on  the  crofs,  'tis  faireft.  drawn    In  precious  blood,  and  crimfon  lines. 
3  Here  his  whole  name  appears  complete  ;    Nor  wit  can  guefs,  nor  reafen  prove, 

Which  cf  the  letters  beft  he  writ,    The  pow'r,  the  wifdom,  or  the  love. 

6  I  would  for  ever  fpeak  his  name 


4  Here  I  behold  his  inmoft  heart,    Where  grace  and  vengeance  ftrangely  join  ; 
Piercing  his  Son  with  lnarpefl  fmart,    To  make  the  ptirchas'd  pleafures  mine. 

5  Oh  !  the  fweet  wonders  of  that  croi's,    Where  God,  the  Saviour,  lov'd  and  dy 
Her  nobleft  life,  my  fpirit  draws    From  his  dear  wounds  and  bleeding  fide. 

In  founds  to  mortal  cars  unknown.  * 


d  I 


With  angels  join  to  praife  the  Lamb,    And  worflrip  at  his  Father's  throne. 


> 


43°    No.  686, 


Derryfieldo 


Hymn  11.  CM. 


BOOK  III. 


Lord,  how    divine  thy  comforts  are,  How  heav'nly  is     the  place    Where  Jefus  fpreads  the  iacred  feafts  Of   his  redeeming  grace  !  Of  bis 


redeeming  grace 


"v_>  v_v  v_/ 


v-/  w  w 


fc£f,f  ■  J  CIBJ  ff  l.rftjffi  iff  TT  EfTffr  riTftffT  ffff" p;l  fTT  I  ^  T 


There  the  rich  bounties  of  our  God,  And  fweeteft     glories  fhine  ;  There  Jefus  fays,  that  I  am  his,  There  Jefus  fays  that     I  am  his,    And    my       beloved's  mine. 

There    Jefus  fays  that     I  am  his,  And 


There 


efus  fays  that 


his  And 


3  Here  (fays  the  kind  redeeming  Loid,    And  fhews  his  wounded  fide)  5  What  fhall  we  pay  our  heav'nly  King,    For  grace  fo  vart  as  this  i 
See  here  the  fpring  of  all  your  joys,    That  open'd  when,  I  dy'd  !  He  brings  our  pardon  to  our  eyes,    And  feals  it  with  a  kifs. 

4  He  fmiles  and  cheers  my  mournful  heart,    And  tells  of  all  his  pain  :  6  Let  fuch  amazing  loves  as  thei'e    Be  founded  all  abroad  ; 
All  this,  fays  he,  I  bore  for  thee,    And  then  he  fmiles  again.  Such  favors  are  beyond  degrees,    And  worthy  of  a  God. 

7  To  him  who  wafh'd  us  in  his  blood    Be  cverlafting  praife  ; 

Salvation,  honor,  glory,  pow'r,  Eternal  as  his  days. 

air.   No.  687,  Tewksbury.  Hymn  12.    L.  M. 


How   rich  are       thy       provi    -    fions,  Lord  !  Thy  table 


furnifh'd 


from     above  !    The    fruits  of        life     o'crfpread    the    board,  The 


^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^ 


BOOK  III. 


_  ^  43l 


cup  o'erflows  with 


heav'nly       love.    The  fruits    of      life        o'erfpread       the    board,    The     cup  o'erfiows 


heav'nly 


with 


love. 


n 


=3ffi 


2  Thine  ancient  family,  the  Jews,    Were  firft  invited  to  the  feaft  : 
We  humbly  take  what  they  refufe,    And  Gentiles  thy  falvation  tafte. 

3  We  are  the  poor,  the  blind,  the  lame  ;    And  help  was  far,  and  death  was  nigh  ! 
But  at  the  gofpel  call,  we  came,    And  ev'ry  want  receiv'd  fupply. 

4  From  the  high  way  that  leads  to  hell,    From  paths  of  darknefs  and  defpair> 
Lord,  we  are  come  with  thee  to  dwell,    Glad  to  enjoy  thy  prefence  here. 


AIR. 


No.  688. 


5  What  fhall  we  pay  th'  eternal  Son,    That  left  the  heav'n  of  his  abode, 
And  to  this  wretched  earth  came  down,    To  bring  us  wand'rers  back  to  God. 

6  It  coft  him  death  to  fave  our  lives  ;    To  buy  our  fouls,  it  cod  his  own  ; 
And  all  the  unknown  joys  he  gives,    Were  bought  with  agonies  unknown. 

7  Our  everlafting  love  is  due    To  him  that  ranfom'd  fmners  loft  ; 
And  pity'd  rebels,  when  he  knew    The  vaft  expence  his  love  would  coft. 

Hymn  13.    CM.  2  verses. 


How  fweet  and      awful         is    the    place    With    Chrift     within       the    doors,  While  everlafting 


love     difplays    The       choiceft       of   her  ftores. 


of  our    God  With  foft  com  - 


Here 


ev'ry 


-I — 
bowel 


pafton       rolls  ;  Here  peace  and    pardon  bought  with    blood,  Is      food   for         dying  fouls. 


3 


While  all  our  hearts,  and  all  our  fongs,    join  to  admire  the  feaft,  5  'Twas  the  fame  love  that  fpread  the  feaft,    That  fweetly  forc'd  us  in  ; 

F.Jch  of  us  cry,  with  thankful  tongues,    «  Lord,  why  was  I  a  gueft  ?  Elfe  we  had  ftill  refus'd  to  tafte,     And  perifh'd  in  our  fin. 

"  Why  was  I  made  to  hear  thy  voice,    And  enter  while  there's  room  ?  6  Pity  the  nations,  O  our  God,    Conftrain  the  earth  te  come  ; 

ff  When  thoufnnds  make  a  wretched  choice,  And  rather  ftarve  than  come  ?"  Send  thy  vi&orious  word  abroad,    And  bring  the  ftrangers  home. 

7  We  long  to  fee  thy  churches  full,    That  all  the  chofen  race 

May  with  ope  voice,  and  heart,  and  foul,    Sing  thy  redeeming  grace. 
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Stockholm. 


Hymn  14.    L.  M. 


BOOK  III. 


Treble. 


mi 


Counier  Tenor, 
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We  would  forget  '    all  earthly 


charms,    We  would  fori 


1  r~r 


We  would  forget 


Now  have  our    hearts  embrac'd  our    God,  We  would 

wr. 


forget  all 


earthly  charms, 


all 


We  would  forget  all  earthly  charms,  We  would  for-l 


We  would  forget  all 


r*r\  


get    all       earthly  charms, 


earthly 


would,       with   his    young  Saviour 


charms,  And  wifh  to 
-© 


die, 


as 


Simeon 


his 


get  all 


earthly  charms, 


[  L 
LgZtZ 

1  Jk_  

earthly  charms, 

2  Our  lips  fhould  learn  that  joyful  fong,    Were  but  our  hearts  prepar'd  like  his 
"  Our  fouls  Mill  waiting  to  be  gone,    And  at  thy  word  depart  in  peace. 

^  Here  we  have  feen  thy  face,  O  Lord,    And  view'd  falvation  with  our  eyes,. 
Tailed  and  felt  the  living  word,    The  bread  defcending  from  the  fkies. 


4  Thou  haft  prepar'd  this  dying  Lamb,    Haft  fet  his  blood  before  our  face, 
To  teach  the  tenors  of  thy  name,    And  fnew  the  wonders  of  thy  grace. 

5  He  is  our  light,  our  morning  ftar     Shall  fhine  on  nations  yet  unknown  ; 
The  glory  of  thine  Ifrael  here,    And  joy  of  fpirits  near  the  throne." 


BOOK  HI.     No.  69O. 


Hanover. 


Hymn  15.    C.  M.  2  verses.  433 


Air.     '   

v> —   ^ 


The  mem'ry   of     our     dvins;  Lord  Awakes  a  thankful  tongue  !  How  rich-he  fpread  his         royal  board,  And  blefs'd  the_food  and  fung.  And  blefs'd,  Sec.  Happy  the 


I'ho  ate  this  bread,  But  doubly  blefs'd  was 


lie,  That  gently  bow'd  his  loving  head,  And  lean'd  it,  Lord,  on  thee.  That  gently  bow'd  his  loving  head, And  iean'd  it,  Lord,  on  thee. 


V      J   V     J  Z«J 


-l-lr  r- 


3  By  faith  the  fame  delights  we  tafte, 
And  fit  and  lean  on  Jeius'  breaft, 

4  Down  from  the  palace  of  the  ikies, 
"  Come  my  beloved,  eat,  he  cries, 


As  that  great  fav'rite  did, 
And  take  the  heav'nly  bread. 

Hither  the  King  defcefids  ;  ■ 
And  drink  falvation,  friends. 
7  Come,  the  clear  day,  the  glorious  hour, 
Then  we  lhall  need  thefe  types  no  more, 


5  "  My  flefh  is  food  and  phyfic  too,    A  balm  for  .-.11  your  pains  : 

"  And  the  red  flreams  of  pardon  flow    From  thefe  my  pierced  veins." 

6  Hofanna  to  his  bounteous  love,    For  fuch  a  kail:  below  ! 
And  yet  he  feeds  his  faints  above    With  nobler  bleffings  too. 

That  brings  our  fouls  to  reft  ; 
But  dwell  at  th'  heav'nlv  feaft. 


No.  6g  r. 


Canterbury,^ 


Hvmn  16.    C.  M- 


II 
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EE 

all 


I: 


forgot 


repine 


I  Air.    Now      let  our  pains  be 


--Ftp-*-: 

Our  hearts  no  more 


Our   {bjf'rings    are  not    worth  a  thought,  Lord,  when  compar'd  with  thin; 


1-4-1. 


Hi 


2  In  lively  figures  here  we  fee    The  bleeding  Prince  of  Love  ; 
Each  of  us  hope  he.dy'd  for  me,    And  then  our  griefs  remove. 

3  Our  humble  faith  here  takes  her  rife,    While  fitting  round  his  board  ; 
And  back  to  Calvary  fhe  dies,    To  viev/  her  groaning;  Lord. 

4  His  foul,  what  agonies  it    felt    When  his  own  God  withdrew  ; 
And  the  large  load  of  all  our  guilt,    Lay  heavy  on  him  too. 

G3 
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5  But  the  divinity  within,    Supported  him  to  benr  : 
Dying  he  conqaci'd  hell  and  fin,    And  made  his  triumph  there. 

6  Grace,  wifdoni,  jiifticc,  joiii'd  and  wrought    The  wonders  oi  th.u  day  ; 
No  mortal  tongue,  nor  mortal  (bought,    C  m  equal  thanks  repay- 

1  Our  hymns  Ihould  found  liLe  thole  above,    Could  we  our  voices. raife  ; 
Yet,  Lord,  our  hearts  fhall  all  be  love,    AnJ  all  car  lives  be  prarfe. 


3  The  banquet  that  wc  eat,    Is  made  of  heav'nly  things  : 
Earth  hath  no  dainties  half  fo  fweet    As  our  Redeemer  brings. 

4  In  vain  had  Adam  fought,    And  fearch'd  his  garden  round, 
For  there  was  no  fuch  blefTed  fruit    In  all  the  happy  ground. 

5  Th'  angelic  hoft  above    Can  never  tafte  this  food  ; 

They  feait  upon  their  Maker's  love,    But  not  a  Saviour's  blood, 


6  On  us  th*  almighty  Lord    Beft.ows  this  matchlefs  grace, 

And  meets  us  with  fome  cheering  word,    With  pleafure  in  his  face. 

7  Come,  all  ye  drooping  faints,     And  banquet  with  the  King  ; 

This  wine  will  drown  your  fad  complaints,    And  tune  your  voice  to  fing. 

8  Salvation  to  the  name    Of  our  adored  Chrift  : 

Through  this  wide  earth  his  grace  proclaim,    His  glory  in  the  high'ft. 


Jefus!       we       bow         before       thy    feet!    Thy         table  is  divinely         ftoi'd ;       Thy       facred       flefh       our    fouls  have  eat, 


'Tis       living     bread  ;    we  thank  thee,    Lord  V  Thy    facred     flefli     our       fouls    have    eat>        'Tis       living    bread  ;    we    thank    thee.      Lord ! 


2  And  here  we  drink  our  Saviour's  blood  :    We  thank  thee,  Lord  !  'tis  gen'rous  wine,  4  Carnal  provifions  can  at  befr.    But  cheer  the  heart,  or  warm  die  head  ; 
Mingled  with  love  the  fountain  flow'd    From  that  dear  bleeding  heart  of  thine.  But  the  rich  cordial  that  we  tafte,    Gives  life  eternal  to  the  dead. 

3  On  earth  is  no  fuch  fweetnefs  found,    For  the  Lamb's  flefh  is  heav'nly  food  :  5,  J07  to  the  Matter  of  the  feaft,    His  name  our  fouls  forever  blefs  ; 

In  vain  wefcarch  the  globe  around    For  bread  fo  fine,  or  wine  fo  good.  To  God  the  King  and  God  the  Pried,    A  loud  Hofanna  round  the  place. 


43  S    No.  694, 


Leinster. 


Air. 


Hymn  19,    L.  M. 


BOOK  III. 


At  thy  command,  our      deareft  Loid,  Here  we  attend  thy 


dying      feaft  ;    Thy  blood-,  like  wine,  adorns  thy  board,  And  thine  own  flefti  feeds   ev'ry    gueft.  I 


-38 


Soft. 


Loud. 


Soft. 


Loud. 


Pur  faith  adoies  thy     bleeding    love,  And  ti lifts  for  life  in  one  that  dy'd  ;  We  hope  for  heav'nly  crowns  above,  From  a  Redeemer,  From  a  Redeemer  crucify'd. 


! 

I 
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3  Let  the  vain  world  pronounce  it  flume,    And  fling  their  fcandal  on  the  caufe  ; 
We  come  to  boalt  our  Saviour's  name,    And  make  our  iriurnphs  in  his  croi's. 


4  With  joy  we  tell  the  fcofnng  age,    He  that  was  dead  has  left  his  tomb, 
He  lives  above  their  jtmoit  rage,    And  we  are  wailing  till  he  come. 


No.  695. 


Homer ston. 


Soft. 


Loud. 


Hymn  20.  CM. 


f  Air,    Lord.,  we  adore  thy  bounteous  hand,  And  fog  the  folemn  fcaft,  Where  fweet  celeftial  dainties  ftand,  Where  fweet  celeftial  dainties  ftand,   For  ev'ry  willing  gueft.    For,  &ci 


1 


book  nr. 


The  tree  of  life  adorns  the  boaid    With  rich  immortal  fruit, 
And  ne'er  an  angry  flaming  fvvord,    To  guard  the  paiTageto't. 
The  cup  (lands  crown'd  with  living  juice,    The  fountain  flows  above, 
And  runs  down  dreaming  for  our  ufe,    In  rivulets  of  love. 

6  A  thoufand  glories  to  die  God 
Hofauna  !  let  it  found  abroad, 


43 


4  The  food's  prepar'd  by  hcav'nly  art,    The  pleafure's  well  refin'd  ; 

They  fpread  new  life  through  ev'ry  heart,    And  cheer  the  drooping  mind. 

5  Shout  and  proclaim  the  Saviour's  love,    Ye  faints  that  tafte  his  wine  ; 
Join  with  your  kindred  faints  above,    In  loud  Hofjnnas  join. 

That  gives  fuch  joy  as  this  ; 
And  reach  where  Jefus  is. 


AIR.     M>«  69G. 


Swanzey. 


Hymn  21.  CM. 


Come,  let  us     lift  our    voices       high,  High  as  our   joys,  arife, 


And   join  the  fongs    above        the    (kies,  And     join  the    fongs    above    the  fkies,  Where 


L  p. 


And     join     the  fongs,  And  join 


And  join 


— 'r^  ■    ■  -  —  ^  —  ^  —       ,— .  -  —  —      —  — — —  — 


pleafure       never       dies,  And    join  the  fongs      above       the    (kies,    Where   pleafure  never 


dies.       Where       pleafure       never  dies. 


2  Jefus,  the  God  that  fought  and  bled,    And  conquer'd  when  he  fell  ; 
That  rofe,  and  at  his  chariot  wheels,    Dragg'd  all  the  pow'rs  of  hell. 

3  Jeius,  the  God,  invites  us  here    To  this  triumphal  feaft, 

And  brings  immortal  bleffings  down    For  each  redeemed  gueft. 

4  The  Lord  !  how  glorious  is  his  face  !    How  kind  his  fmiles  appear  ! 
And  oh  !  what  melting  word^  he  fays    To  ev'ry  humble  ear. 

5  "  For  you  the  children  of  my  love,    It  was  for  you  I  dy'd  ;  I 
"  Behold  my  hands,  behold  my  feet,    And  look  into  my  fkle. 

6  "  Thefe  a:e  the  wounds  for  you  I  bore,    The  tokens  of  my  pains,  i 
"  When  I  canj£  down  ta  free  your  fouls    From  mifery  and  chains. 

12  We  give  thee,  Lord,  our  highell  praife, 
But  themes  fo  infinite  as  thefe  Exceed 


7  "  Juftice  unfheath'd  its  fleiy  fword,    And  plung'd  it  in  my  heart  ; 
"  Infinite  pangs  for  you  I  bore,    And  moft  tormenting  fmart. 

8  "  When  hell,  and  all  its  fpiteful  pow'rs,    Stood  dreadful  in  my  way, 
"  To  refcue  thofe  dear  lives  of  yours,    I  gave  my  own  away. 

9  "  But  while  I  bled,  and  groan'd,  and  dy'd,    I  ruin'd  Satan's  throne  ; 
"  Fligh  on  my  crofs  I  hung  and  fpy'd    The  monfter  tumbling  down. 

0  "  Now  you  mud  triumph  at  my  fcaft,    And  tafte  my  flefh,  my  bloody 
"  And  live  eternal  ages  blefs'd.    For  'tis  immortal  food." 

1  Victorious  God  !  what  can  we  pay    For  favors  fo  divine  : 
We  would  devote  our  hearts  away    To  be  for  ever  thine. 
The  tribute  of  our  tongues  ; 

our  nobleft  fongs. 
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Flemington* 


Hymn  22.    L.  M. 


BOOK  III. 


Soft. 
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Our       fpirits         join       t'  adore    the    Lamb,    Oh,    that    our        feeble      lips    could  move. 


Air. 


■  ZZZ_££ZZj 


In  drains      immortal  to    his       name,  And 


— 


L,oud. 


In       (trains       immortal  as      his       name,  And       melting  as    his  dying 


love  ! 


melting     as    his       dying       love  ! 


zez*s: 


2*ZZ C 


2  Was  ever  equal  pity  found  ?    The  Prince  of  heav'n  refigns  his  breath, 

And  pours  his  life  out  on  the  ground,  To  ranibm  guilty  worms  from  death 
Rebels,  we  broke  our  Maker's  laws  ;    He  from  the  threat'ning  fets  us  free, 


4  The  law  proclaims  no  terror  now,    And  Sinai's  thunder  roars  no  more  5 
From  all  his  wounds  new  blefllngs  flow,    A  fea  of  joy  without  a  fhore. 

 ,  „_        * oiciw;,  -f         iiKiu  uic  uncdi  ninj5  icts  us  iree,  5  Here  we  have  wafh'd  our  deepeft  (tains, And  heald  our  wov.nds  with  heav'nly  blood. 

Bore  the  full  vengeance  of  his  crofs,    And  nail'd  the  curfes  to  the  tree.  Blefs'd  fountain  !  fpringing  from  the  veins    Of  Jefus  our  incarnate  God. 

6  In  vain  our  mortal  voices  ftrive    To  fpeak  companion  fo  divine  : 
Had  we  a  thoufand  lives  to  give,    A  thoufand  lives  fhoulJ  all  be  thine. 


ook  in.   NOt  6g8> 


Siunpter. 


Air, 


Soft 


Hymn  23,    C.  M. 


a 


Loud. 


139 


Sitting  around  our   Father's  board,  We  raife  our  tuneful  breath, 


Our  faith  beholds  her  dying  Lord,  And  dooms  our  fins  to  death. 


imimmmmmmmmmmmmmmmm: 


Our  faith  beholds  her  dying  Lord,  And  dooms  our  fins  to  death. 


2  We  fea  the  blood  of  Jefus  flied, 
Whence  all  our  pardons  rife  ; 
The  finner  views  th'  atonement  made, 
And  loves  the  fa<crifice. 


3  Thy  cruel  thorns,  thy  fhameful  crofs, 
Procure  us  heav'nly  crowns  j 
Our  higheft  gain  fprings  from  thy  lofs  \ 
Our  healing  from  thy  wounds. 


4  Oh  !  'tis  impoffible  that  we, 
Who  dwell  in  feeble  clay, 
Should  equal  fuff'rings  bear  for  thee, 
Or  equal  thanks  repay. 


ai*.  M>>  699. 


Grafton. 


Hymn  24.    C.  M.  2  verses- 


Father,  we   wait  to      feel  thy    grace,  To    fee    thy       glories      ftiine  : 


The  Lord  will       his    own         table  blefs,  And  make  the    feaft  divine. 


red       cup  ;  With  outward  forms  our  fenfe  is     fed,  Our 


Si 


We  touch,  we      tafte     the  _  heav'nly  bread,  We   drink  the 


fouls 


in  hope. 


3  We  lhall  appear  before  the  throne 
Of  our  forgiving  God, 
Drefs'd  in  the  garments  of  his  Son, 
And  fprinkled  with  his  blood. 


-.-QZW.Z-. 
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4  We  (hall  be  ftrong  to  run  the  race, 
And  climb  the  upper  Iky  ; 
Chiift  will  provide  our  fouls  with  grace? 
He  bought  a  large  fupply. 


5  Let  us  indulge  a  cheerful  frame. 
For  joy  becomes  a  feaft  ! 
We  love  the  mem'ry  of  his  name, 
More  than  the  vine  we  tafte. 


440    Afo,  700.  Orney%  Hymn  25.    CM.  2  verses,    book  m 


Kow  are  thy       glories     here    difplay'd  !  Great  God  !  how  bright  they  fhine  ;    While  at     thy    word,  we  break    the  bread.     And  pour  the     flowing  v.inc 


Air. 


Here   thy       revenging       juftice  (lands,  And  pleads  its    dreadful    caufe  ;     Here   faving     mercy  fpreads  her  hands  Like    Jefus       on    the  crofs. 


3  Thy  faints  attend  with  ev'ry  grace    On  this  great  facrifice  ;  5  Zeal  and  revenge  perform  their  part,    And  rifing  fin  deftroy  ; 
And  love  appears  with  cheeiful  face,    And  faith  with  fixed  eyes.  Repentance  comes  with  aching  heart,    Yet  not  forbids  the  joy. 

4  Our  hope  in  waiting  pofture  fits,    To  heav'n  directs  her  fight;  6  Dear  Saviour,  change  our  faith  to  fight  ;    Let  fin  for  ever  die  : 
Here  ev'ry  warmer  paffion  meets,    And  warmer  pow'rs  unite.  Then  fliaU  our  fouls  be  all  delight,    And  ev'ry  tear  be  dry. 


BOOK  III. 


441 


oris, 


A  Song  of  Praise  to  the  ever  blessed  Trinity,  God  the  Father,  Son,  and  Spirit. 


No.  707, 


Augusta. 


26.    1st  L.  M. 


Bleft    be  the  Father  and  his  love,      To  whofe  celeftial  fource    we    owe       Rivers  of      endlefs     joy     above,    And  rills  of       comfoit     here  below. 


 Z?L  m  1  
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Glory  to  thee,  great      Son    of  God,  From  whofe  dear  wounded     body  rolls     A    precious  ftream  of       vital    blood,  Pardon  and  peace  for     dying  fouls. 


3= 


H3 
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BOOK  III. 


We    give    thee,    facred         Spirit,  praife,  Who,  in    our  hearts  of     fin    and  woe,    Makes    living  fprings  of   grace      arife,    And  into  houndlefs 


fillip 


I  4* 


w  \~/ 


mm 


glory  flow. 


Thus     God     the       Father,       God     the    Son,    And  God    the  Spirit 


we       adore,    That     fea      of       life  and 


=3 
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love    unknown,     Without  a       bottom  or    a    fhore.  That  fea       of     life    and  love  unknown,  Without     a         bottom       or     a  fhore. 


I 
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Who  from 


our 


Chofe  out  his 
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si 

Mi 
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Cloiy       to    God    the  Father's      name,       Who  from 


27.    tsi  C.  M. 

finful  ^       race,  Chofe  out  his       fav'rites  to  pro- 


to  pro- 


Who       from  our 


Instrument. 


Who       from,     who       from  our 


Chofe  out  his 


-9- 
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fav'rites,  Chofe  out  his  fav'rites,  Chofe  out 
claim, 
claim, 


The 


± 


Symphony 


to      proclaim,       Chofe  out  his  fav'rites  to  proclaim  The    honors  of  his  grace. 


1 — 


to       proclaim,       Chofe  out 


The 


IE 


fav'rite,  Chofe  out  his  fav'rites,  Chofe  out 
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2  Glory  to  God  the  Son  be  paid, 
Who  dwelt  in  humble  clay, 
And,  to  redeem  us  from  the  dead, 
Gave  his  own  life  away. 


3,  Glory  to  God  the  Spirit  give, 
From  vhofe  almighty  pow'r 
Our  fouls  their  heav'nly  birth  derive, 
And  blefs  the  happy  hour. 


4  Glory  to  God  that  reigns  above, 
Th'  eternal  Three  in  One, 
Who  by  the  wonders  of  his  love, 
Has  made  his  nature  known. 


1 
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Let     God  the  Father  lh 


Newington. 


BOOK  III. 


28.    ist,  S.  M, 
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Sinners  from  his  firft  love  derive,  Sin- 


Let  God  the    Father       live,  For    ever    on  our    tongues,  For        ever     on    our  tongues, 


Sinners  from  his  firft 
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Sin- 
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ners  from  his  firft  love  derive,  firft  love  derive, 


E 

 fc» 

pzr: 
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love  derive,  Sinners  from  his  firft  love  derive  The  ground  of  all  their   fongs,      Sinners  from  his  firft         love       derive     The     ground    of        all  their  fongs. 


ners  from  his  firft  love  derive,  firft  love  derive, 
Sinners  from  his  firft  love  derive, 





i— a—  p„j  -j—  U|— -jZj  1 


fart— 


izize: 


2  Ye  faints  employ  your  breath,    In  honor  to  the  Son, 

Who  brought  your  fouls  from  hell  and  death,    By  off'ring  up  his  own. 

3  Give  to  the  Spirit  praife    Of  an  immortal  ftrain, 

Whofc  light,  8nd  pow'r,  and  grace  conveys    Salvation  down  to  men. 


4  While  God,  the  Comforter,    Reveals  our  pardon'd  fin, 

O  may  the  blood  and  water  bear,    The  fame  record  within, 

5  To  the  great  One,  and  Three,    That  feal  this  grace  in  heav' 
The  Father,  Son,  and  Spirit  be    Eternal  glory  giv'n. 


book  nr.  No%  7o4# 


Bern. 


29,    2d  L%  M, 


445 


SI 


Air         Glory    to    God  the       Trinity,       Whofe  name  has  myfteries  unknown  :     In  effence  One,  in  perfons  Three  ;  A  focial 

/^S  S  N 


nature,  yet,  alone. 


EE5E 


-e- 


I 


2  When  all  our  nobleft  pow'rs  are  join'd,    The  honors  of  thy  name  to  raife  ; 
Thy  glories  over-match  our  mind,    And  angels  faint  beneath  the  praife. 


A 

— * 


Norfolk.  30.    2d  C.  M. 


The    God    of   mercy         be      ador'd      Who  calls  our  fouls  from  death,       Who    faves  by    his       redeeming    word,    And  new  creating 


breath. 


To  praife  the  Father,  and  the  Son,  And       Spirit    all      divine,    The  One  in  Three,  and  Three  in  One,  Let  faints  and  angels  join.    Let  faints  and  angels  join 


— * — zDrr-i-i — 1 


/T"N    ^~~\  /^\ 


446    No.  706, 


Air. 


Mount  Ephraim. 


31.    id  S.  M. 


BOOK  III. 


tr 


Let  God,  the       Maker's    name,  Have  honor,     love,      and    fear,  To         God    the       Saviour       pay    the  fame,  And  God    the  Comforter. 


\  'dlzhzziz:.  &z±z3ztz  I  zz]  -j~i!zd"tP 


2  Father  of  lights  above,    Thy  mercy  we  adore, 
The  Son  of  thy  eternal  love,    And  Spiiit  of  thy  pow'r. 


i        No.  'joy.  PartTud. 


zS:EFF?:F:i2:F:F:FF::,iE::: 


32.    3d  L.  M. 


Be       honor,  praife,  and   glory  giv'n, 


Be 


Air.. 


To  God  the  Father,  God  the  Son,  And  God  the  Spirit,  Three  in     One,    Be    honor,  praife,  and  glory  giv'11, 


Be         honor,  praife,  and  glory  giv'n,  Be    honor,  praife,  and  glory  giv'n,  Be 


Be  honor,  praife,  and  glory  giv'n,  Bs 


konor,       praife,    and       glory       giv'n,    Be       honor,  praife,  arid       glory         giv'n.    By  all    on    earth,  and         all  in  heav'n. 


book  nr.  No.  j08. 


Tweed. 


33-    L- M- 


Air. 

3Z3 


447 


$:z:£__x_. 

All 


glory       to       the    wond'rous  name,  Father  of  mercy,  God  of  love  :  Thus  we  exalt 


the  Lord,  the  Lamb,  And  thus  we  praife  theheav'nly  Dove. 


No.  709. 

— 1 — 


Henniker.  34.    3a7  C.  M. 


-•■-rf*-- m— 


Where  there  are  works,  Where 


Or  faints  to  love  the  Lord,  Or 

•r  T--lT6-'-Te, 


Now  let  the  Father  and  the  Son,  And  Spirit  be  ador'd,  Where  there  are  works  to  make  him  know  n,  Where  there  are  works  to  make  him  known,  Or  faints  to  love  tl,t 
Air. 


Where  there  are  works  to  make  him  known,  Wheie 


Where  theie  are  works  to  make  him  known,  Where 

Wicklow.  35.    C.  M. 


.j.  P~  4-! — 1 — I — I — i-K-p-«r-— +  — :-tTT!~  H — rr\—  ij  t 


Or  faints  to  love  the  Lord,  Or 


Mr.     iV(3.  71O. 


Honor  to  th'  almighty  Three,  And  everlafting   One ;    All  glory       to   the     Father        be,    The    Spirit       and  the  Son,    The   Spirit     and   the  Son 


448    No.  yu.  Kibworth.  36.    3d  S.  M.  book  m. 


rtt£= 

Ye        angels       round    the  throne,  And  faints  that  dwell  below,   Worfliip       the    Father,       love       the    Son,  And  blefs  the 


Spirit  too. 


'ffe 


No.  712. 


Farnham. 


37.    S-  M. 


Give     to    the      Father       praife,  Give    glory  to     the    Son ;    And    to    the       Spirit         of   his    grace   Be        equal  honor  done. 


-e- 


AlR. 


No.  7 1 3. 


Westford. 


38.    H.  M. 


Soft. 


Loud. 


^     ^  ^  _        ^_.^~n  jjjp  £v   (On  £r\ . :  /*>  « 


I  give  immortal  praife  To  God  the  Father's  love,  For  all   my  comforts  here,    And  better  hopes  above.  He^fent  his  own  Eternal  Son,  To  die  for  fins  That  man  had  done^ 


'-^*T-  


zz=zz*z^z£pEZiCr£ez; 


...a 


zi£tttp:3:z:i: 


_I-EzrzE_,_I:g!_ii_B-3.4_-p:E:  ~~ 


/ — \ 


:zf±:tz:p: 


z£~£_ 


2  To  God  the  Son  belongs 
Immortal  glory  too  ; 
Who  bought  us  with  his  blood 
From  everlafling  woe  : 

And  now  he  lives  And  now  he  reigns, 
And  fees  the  fruit    Of  all  his  pains. 


3  To  God  the  Spirit's  name 
Immortal  worfhip  give, 
Whofe  new  creating  pow'r 
Makes  the  dead  finner  live  r 

His  work  completes  The  great  defign, 
Asd  fills  the  foul     With  joy  divine. 


4  Almighty  God  !  to  thee 
Be  endlefs  honor  done 
The  undivided  Three, 

And  the  myfterious  One  ; 

Where  rcafon  fails  With  all  htr  pow'rs, 
There  faith  prevails,    And  love  adores. 


HI 


book  nr.  No,  7M- 


Freeport, 


39.    H.  M. 


449 


To  him,  who  form'd  our  hearts  anew,  Be  endlefs 
P-— »  <-—£-- 


To  him,  who  chofe  us  firft  Before  the  world  began,  To  him,  who  bore  the  curfe  To  fave  rebelJipu*  man  ;  To  him,  who  form'd  our  hearts  anew, 


Air. 


To  him,  who  form'd  our  hearts  anew, 


Be 


To  him,  who  foim'd  our  hearts  anew, 


:iz. 


praife,  Be       endlefs,      endlefs     praife  and     glory     due.  Be 


He 


Be    endlefs,     endlefs    praife  and       glory     due.    Be  endlefs  praife  and    glory  doe. 


The  Father's  love  fhall  run  Through  our  immortal  fongs,  We 


S3 


^tz 


endlefs    praife,  Be     endlefs    praife    and     glory     due.  Be 


Be     endlefs    praife  and      glory     due.  Be 


45° 


BOOK  III. 


Our   lips  addrefs  the       Spirit's  name, 


bring  to  God  the  Son,  Hofannas  on  our  tongues  ; 


Our  lips  addrefs  the  Spirit's  name,  the  Spirit's  name,  With  equal  praife  and  zeal  the  fame.  With 


Our  lips  addrefs  the  Spirit's  name,  Our  lips  addrefs  the  Spirit's  name, 

-B~ 


Our  lips  addrefs  the  Spirit's  name,  Our  lips  addrefs  the  Spirit's  name,  the  Spirit's  name, 


:s~: 


equal  praife  and  zeal  the  fame. 


Let    ev'ry  faint   above,    And  angels  round  the  throne,  For     ever  blefs    and  love    The    facred  Three  in  One; 


BOOK  III. 


452     No.  716.  Scarborough*  41.    H.  M. 


To 


eternal 


God,  The  Father    and  the    Son,  And  Spirit        all     divine,         Three  myfterics    in    one  :    Salvation,  pow'r  and  praife  be 


Salvation,  pow'r  and  praife  be 


giv'n.  By     all  on  earth  and  all    in  heav'r..    Salvation,  pow'r  and  praife  be  giv'n,  Salvation,  pow'r  and  praife  be   giv'n,  By    all  on  earth  and  all  in  heav'n.  Sal- 


^ZZZEZZzlz33yZZZi 

&  1  l-»j-^3-L 

By 


:zfz|z^zz2z;z^zz7z|zz 


Salvation,  pow'r,  Salvation,  pow'r  and  praife  be  giv'n       By    all  on  earth  and 


Id- 


-Mzz:zz|z^zz:4zzFz: 


-©- 


-T#.  ,  p-r,l 


vation,    pow'r  and  praife  be  giv'n, 

^-^-TZ! 

^Z^ZZS — ^ 

vation,  pow'r  and  praife    be  giv'n, 


fczizzz3z^zz^zzSzz]z: 


zzz:jz£=£zz£zz: 


Salvation,       pow'r  and  praife     be    giv'n      By      all     on  earth  and     all  in 


"IzL 


heav'n. 


:z£zzti  . 


Salvation,       pow'r  and       praife    be    giv'n,  By 


._  ^Z^z^^_-^  1  t  ^ 


and     praife    be  giv'n,  Salvation, 


pow  r 


"9  vk  


and       praife    be    giv'n,  By 


JOOK  III. 


The  Hosanna, 


453 


OR  SALVATION  ASCRIBED  TO  CHRIST. 

No.  717.  WainjleeL  4.2.    L.  M. 

Air.  Marstoso. 


Hofanna     to  King  David's  Son,  Who  reigns  on  a        fuperior       throne;  We  blefs  the  prince  of  heav'nly  birth,  Who  brings  falvation         down   to  earth. 


Let    ev'ry  nation,         ev'ry    age,  In    this  delightful     work  engage  ;     Old  men  and  babes  in         Sion    fing,  The     growing     glories       of  her  King. 


BOOK  III. 

tr        ^  Soft. 


454    No.  718.  Kingston,  43.    C.  M. 

Kofanna  to  the  Prince  of     grace,       Sion     behold,  behold  thy  King;  Proclaim  the  Son  of       David's  lace,  And  teach  the    babes  to    fing.  Ho- 


Loud. 


t — s  r~\ 


fanna       to   th' incarnate       Word,  Who  from  the    Father  came  ;  Afcribe    falvation     to    the  Lord,  With  bleffings  on  his  name.  With  bleflings  on  his  nStne. 


r- \  /~\ 


r~°\  / — \ 


<7\ 


ztiz 


No. 


I  Air 
t 


7'9' 


Lczouliam. 


44.    S.  Mo 


Pia. 


Hofanna     to  the  Son  Of"     David  and  of    God,  Who  bro't  the  news  of  pardon  down,  Who  bro't  the  news  of  pardon  down,  And  bo't  it  with  his 


For. 


2  To  Chrift  i.h'  anointed  King    Be  endlefs  blefiings  giv'n  ; 
Let  the  whole  earth  his  glory  fing,    Who  made  our  peace  with  heav'c 


No.  720.  Princeton.  45.    H.  M. 

With  Spirit.  Soft.  Loud. 


Let  old  and  young  attend  his  way,  And  at  his  feet  their  honors  lay. 


Hcfanna  to  the  King  Of  David's  ancient  blood,  Behold  he  comes  to  bring  Forgiving  grace  from  God  :  Let  old  and  young  attend  his  way,  And  at  his  feet  their  honors  lay. 


2  Glory  to  God  on  high,    Salvation  to  the  Lamb  ; 

Let  earth,  and  fea,  and  fky    His  wond'rous  love  proclaim  : 
Upon  his  head    Shall  honors  reft, 
And  ev'ry  age    Pronounce  him  bleft. 


END   OF  THE  THIRD  BOOK, 


SUPPLEMENT 


The  following  Tunes  are  suited  to  Metres  in  Dr.  Belknap's  and  Tate  8c  Brady s  Psalms  and  Hymns, 

which  are  not  in  Dr,  Watts  * 


AlR    No.  721.  Aithlone. 

Thy  name,    O        God,    my     heart       avows,    Do    thou   my  injur'd 


Psalm  54.     8,  8  &  6.    Dr.  Belknap's  Coll. 
caufe    efpoufe,  And       be  thy  ftrength    my     aid ;  My  fervent 


cries  in 


mercy       hear,    And       let  them 


by       thy  pitying    ear  With  full 


regard 


be 


weigh'd. 


5F 


With  full 


!  +" 


-i— E-~ 

With  full 


^  Canada.  ^  Psalm  64.  L.  M.  G's.   Dr.  Belkna  >?s  Coll.    ^  ^ 

||  O  Lord,  to  our  requeft  give  ear,  And  free  pur  fouls  from    hoftile     fear,    For    crafty  men  of       impious  mind  Their  pow'rs  in  fecret     league  combin'd.  With 


^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^ 


111* 


factious      rage    their    plots       cu-vifc,       And    vent    their     malice    mix'd    with    lies,     And  vent    their  malice 


mix'd  with 


lies. 


No.  723. 


Air. 



Hamden. 


Psalm  23.     L.  M.  6  lines.  Dr.  Belknap's  Coll. 


JtZ\ 


-A 


The  Lord  my       pafture      fhall    prepare,  And  feed  me    with     a      ihepherd's      care;        His  prefence  (hall  my    wants     fupply    And    guard  mc 


 £  .-^^-^-t.-^!-- 


::m:z£zz^s2z 


zzziz* 


Liz^^f^Ez; 


^    S   V  '    U     V  ^  V  /  w  " — /  v — /  v — '  w  w 


-I — 1 — f 


:zmz 


with       a  watchful 


eye 


My    .  noon    day       walks    he        fhall         attend',       And     all     my        midnight  hours 


defend. 


.* — 


-  j— — —  — {Z_  j 


— 1-  


j; 


458    No.  724. 


(\  Air. 


Yadkin, 


Psalm  68.  L.  M. 


6  lines.  Dr.  Belknap's  Coll. 


all       his    might,  And    put  his 


Let    God         arife  in 


enemies 


to      flight,  As  fmoke,  that  fought  to      cloud  the  fkies,  Be 


fore  the      rifing       tempeft    flies,    Or    wax,  that  melts  before  the  fire,   Or    wax,  that  melts     before      the  fire,    So    fliall    his        fainting     foes  expire.^ 


— £ — p — 


IS 


Air.    No.  725, 


Psalm  104.    ^Dr.  Belknap's  Coll.  ^ 


Ekfs  God,  O  my  foul,  Rejoice  in  his  name,  And  let  my  glad  voice  thy  greatnefs  proclaim,  Surpafilng  in  honor,  Dominion  and  might,  Thy  throne  is  the  heaven,  Thy  robe  is  the 


459 


light.  The  flcy  we  behold  A  certain  difplay'd,  The  chambers  of  heaven  On  waters  are  laid.  The  clouds  are  a  chariot,  Thy  glory  to  bear.On  winds  thou  art  wafted.Thou  rideft  on  air. 


Air.  726- 


-T'  


Bankton.  Psalm  148.     8,  8  &6.  Dr.  Belknap's  Coil. 


Begin,     my  foul,   th' exalted  lay,    Let    each   enraptur'd  thought  obey,  And  praife  th' almighty  name  Lo  !  heav'n,  and  earth,  and  feas,  and  fkies,  In  one  melodious 


J-^+ — H 


 L5rg_^_|=_ 


concert  rife  To       fwell    th'  infplring    theme  !  Lo  !  heav'n,  and  earth,  and  feas,  and  fkies,  In  one  melodious     concert  rife,     To     fwell     th'  infpirirjg     theme  ! 


46; 


No.  727. 


Barcelona, 


Con  Spirito. 


Psalm  96.    P.M.  8's.  Tate&  Brady. 


-a— 


Sing  to  the  Lord  a       new    made  fong,  Let  earth  in    one       a/Tembled  '      throng,  Her  common  patron's      praife     refound  ;    Sing  to  the  Lord  and    blefs  his 


Mezza  Forte. 

*  


CHORUS.    For.  Slow. 


name,  From  day  to  day  his  praife  proclaim,  Who  us  has  with  falvation  crown'd.      To    heathen  lands  his  fame  rehearfe,     His    wonders     to.  the  univerfe. 


-V- 

0E 


M?.  728. 


Air. 


Luzerne, 


Psalm  149,  Tate&  Brady,  &  Psalm  149,  Dr  Belk.  Coll. 


1    O  praife  the  Lord,  prepare  your  glad  voice  His  praife  in  the  great  afiembly  to  fmg,  In  our  great  Creator  let  Ifr'cl  rejoic;,  And  children  of  Zion  be  glad  in  their  King.  And,  &c. 


I  1^. 


No.  jig.  Chapel,  Hymn  11.  s,  8  &  6,  Dr.  Belknap's  coii.  461 


Air. 


A!inight7  King  af  heav'n  above,  Eternal  fource  of  truth  and  love,  And  Lord  of  all  below,  With  rev'rence  &  religious  fear.Permit  thy  fuppliants  to  draw  near, 


Angels  toll  the  (tone  away,  Death  give  up  thy  mighty  prey  ;  See  !  he  rifes  from  the  tomb,     Shining     in  immortal  bloom  :    'Tis  the   Saviour,     angels  rails 


462    A7o.  73 1. 


Newcastle. 


Hymn  119,  &  Hymn  29.  PX.M.  Dr.  Belknap's  coii. 


Air, 

*  — 1 —  — 


Pia. 


IT  Tff»  — 


How  cheerful  along  the  gay  me^,  The  daifes  and  cowilips  are  feen,  The  flocks,  as  ihcy  carelefsly  feed,  Rejoice  in  the  beautiful  green.  Re- 

The  flocks  as  they     carelefsly  feed. 


For. 


Pia. 


Cres  For. 

m  -e, 


joke  in  the  beautiful  gree  n.       The  vines,  that  encircle  the  bow'rs,  The  herbage,  that  fprin?^  he  fod,  All  rife,  all  rife,  all  rife,  all  rife  to  the  praife  of  my  God. 

1  I.-cc-j,  plan£s;toolrng  fruits,  and  fweet  flow'rs  all  rife, 


Ao.  732. 


Hoist  ein. 


1  Air.  Andante. 

.2£ 


Hymn  93.     8  &  7.  Dr.  Belknap's  ColL 


Pia. 


Hail!  thou  once  defptfed  Jefus,    T^ou  didft  free  falvation^viing,  ^By  l^  •  didft  releafc  us    From  the  tyrant's  deadly  fling. 

'  ~      ^     ^  "  By  thy  death  thou  didft  releafe  us 


God's  temple  crowns  tie  holy  mount,  The  Lord  there  condefcends  to  dwell  His  Sion's  gates  in  his  account,Our  Israel's  faircfl:  tents  excell : 


r 


464    No.  734. 

Air.  M_stoso, 


DOXOLOG : . 


**-r--  fc*    "I  U-|jJ 

Now  unto  Him,  -who  is      able     to   do      exceeding     abundantly     above  all,  that  we  can  afic  or  think. 


Uoto  Him  be  glory,  glory,  glory,;  in  the 


Unto  him  be  glory  in  the 


Unto  Him  be  glory  in  the  church,       be  glory  in  the 


2  ■__:/£__  __i_f_^ 

^  l.**  T  „/"".«  -  «1>.'i.A*.1iH«i»   —  11      ■____._  TU  ■■  }    >nj»l£tn*        —  4       tfntl  J      "  -  -    "     an/1       ---II-  -  1    _■_____.__■_  »    anJ       -  --  -  -  TT.k.     T_I  !   1    T  _._   __    _1_  I 


i)     church  by  Chsiil  Jefus: 


thioughout  all  ages 


World  without  end,  world  without  end,  world  without  end,  amen. 


Unto  Him  be     glory  in  the 


church         ^  World  without  end,  world  without  end,  arn;n.      Unto  Him  be    glory  in,  be      glery  in  the 


church 


World  without  end,  amen. 


be      glory  in  the 


World    without    end,  a 


church  by  Chrifl  Jefus,  throughout  all 
church 


_J-i"°'    luiuuguuui    on        ^     ^    jft.         ___  _._   ^_ "   _^_^«.  ^   __=,___ 

World  without   end,      amen,  amen,  amen. 

chinch  '  '  ^     ^   Ivorld  without  end.  a        -       men  7...   .  «aitn,  amen,"' 


ERRATA. 
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5 


PACE 

3- 

5- 

8. 
10. 
10. 
14. 
12. 

»4- 
22. 

23- 
24- 

24. 

25- 
25- 
30- 
33- 


35- 
40. 

43- 
44- 
46. 

49- 
50. 

5i- 

53- 
62. 
62. 
68. 

r69. 

71- 
74. 

74- 
77* 
79- 
79- 
80. 

«3- 
91. 

91. 

92. 

94- 
96. 

97- 
98. 
98. 

99- 
101. 
101. 

IO(. 

102. 
104, 
fit, 

114. 

114. 


10th  verfe,  for  yet  reader. 

3d,  Treble  ftafF,  15th  bar,  the  crotchet  on  C  fliould  be  on  B  3d  line. 
3d  Treble  ftafF,   4th  bar,  infert  a  natural  before  the  crotchet  on  B. 
2d  Treble  ftaff,  13th  bar,  infert  a  fharp  before  the  minim  F  ift  fpace. 
2d  Bafs  ftafF,  2d  bar,  for  a  minim  on  D  3d  line,  infert  a  minim  on  G  4th  fpace. 
3d  Air  ftafF,  9th  bar,  for  the  crotchet  B  2d  line,  infert  a  crotchet  on  D  4th  line. 
1  ft  Bafs  ftafF,  1  j  th  bar,  erafe  the  point  between  the  minims. 
3d  Air  ftafF,  10th  bar,  the  crotchet  fhould  be  D  4th  line. 
2d  Verfe,  4th  line,  read  "  Twas  never  with  a  nxiicked  heart. 
2d  Air  ftafF,  2d  bar,  the  2d  crotchet  fhould  be  B  3d  line. 
1  ft  Treble  ftafF,  2d  bar,  the  2d  minim  fhould  be  G  2d  line. 
1  ft  Bafs  ftafF,  7th  bar,  the  2d  crotchet  fhould  be  G  4th  fpace. 
3d  Treble  ftafF,  5th  bar,  the  2d  crotchet  fhould  beE  ill  line. 
3d  Bafs  ftafF,  6th  bar,  the  3d  crotchet  fhould  be  A  1  ft  fpace. 
2d  Air  ftafF,  4th  bar,  the  4th  quaver  fhould  be  E  4th  fpace. 
2d  Counter  ftafF,  1 5th  bar,  infert  a  minim  on  D  4th  fpace  between  the  minims. 
2d  Air  ftafF,  8th  bar,  the  ift  crotchet  fhould  be  E  4th  fpace. 
3d  Treble  ftafF,  18th  bar,  for  the  crotchet  B  infert  a  crotchet  D  4th  line. 
4th  Verfe,  4th  line,  read  "  Vain  are  your  thoughts,  &c. 
3d  Treble  ftaff,  7th  bar,  for  the  2d  natural  infert  a  flat.* 
2d  Bafs  ftafF,  2d  bar,  the  ift  crotchet  fhould  be  F  4th  line. 
2d  Treble  ftaff,  15th  bar,  the  minim  on  B  fhould  be  on  A  2d  fpace. 
2d  Treble  ftaff,  3d  bar,  infert  a  fharp  between  the  minims. 
The  tune  Walfall,  ift  verfe,  3d  line,  read  "  I  would  furvey,  &c. 
3d  Air  ftafF,  ill  bar,  the  2d  crotchet  fhould  be  D  4th  line. 
2d  Treble  ftafF,  10th  bar,  the  ift  crotchet  fhould  be  E  ift  line. 
3d  Air  ftaff,  4th  bar,  the  ift  crotchet  fhould  be  D  4th  line. 
2d  Treble  ftaff,  6th  bar,  the  ift  minim  fhould  be  E  4th  fpace. 
14th  Verfe,  3d  line,  for  thy  read  my,  &c. 

3d  Air  ftaff,  8th  bar,  for  the  natural  infert  a  flat  on  B  2d  line.  • 

Tune  No.  133,  4th  verfe,  read  counfds  fill. 

3d  Air  ftaff,  2d  bar,  the  2d  minim  fhould  be  a  crotchet. 

ift  Air  ftaff,  10th  bar,  the  flur  muft  begin  at  the  3d  crotchet. 

ift  Air  ftaff,  5th  bar,  the  minim  fhould  be  a  femibreve. 

The  8th  verfe,  for  leeds  read  leadi,  &c. 

3d  Air  ftaff,  15th  bar,  the  2d  crotchet  fhould  be  G  fpace  above  the  ftaff. 

2d  Air  ftaff,  10th  bar,  erafe  the  the  words,  feat  And. 

ift  Treble  ftaff,  5th  bar,  the  ift  quaver  fhould  be  B  3d  line. 

No.  163,  7th  verfe,  laft  line,  read  "  Ncr  think  the  feafon  long." 

3d  Treble  ftaff,  2 2d  bar,  the  crotchet  fhould  be  A  2d  fpace. 

2d  Bafs  ftaff,  ift  bar,  the  crotchet  fhould  be  G  4th  fpace. 

No.  174,  9th  verfe,  read  "  th7  -wonders  oer." 

1  ft  Treble  ftafF,  6th  bar,  infert  a  point  after  the  minim. 

3d  Treble  ftaff,  laft  bar  but  one,  infert  a  fharp  between  the  minims  on  D  4th  line. 
No.  1 79,  4th  verfe,  erafe  the  word  in. 

2d  Air  ftaff,  18th  bar,  the  ift  crotchet  fhould  be  D  4th  line. 

ift  Air  ftaff,  5th  bar,  the  femibreve  fhould  be  A  2d  fpace. 

2d  Treble  ftaff,  12th  bar,  the  2d  quaver  fhould  be  E  ift  line. 

2d  Bafs  ftaff,  17th  bar,  the  2d  minim  fhould  be  D  above  one  ledger  line. 

zd  Treble  ftaff,  21ft  bar,  the  4th  crotchet  on  F  fhould  be  E  4th'fpace. 

No.  194,  3d  ver*e,  3d  line,  read  "  While  here  forgot,"  &c. 

3d  Treble  ftaff",  9th  bar,  the  4th  crotchet  fliould  be  G  2d  line. 

1*  Treble  ftaff,  3d  bar,  infert  a  lharp  between  the  ift  and  2d  crotchets, 

N.  207,  verfe  4th,  for  aceuut  read  account. 
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3ft  Treble  ftaff,  17th  bar,  the  ift  crotchet  fhould  be  D  4th  line, 

ift  Bafs  ftaff,  14th  bar,  the  4th  crotchet  fhould  be  G  4th  fpace. 

3d  Air  ftaff,  laft  bar,  the  4th  crotchet  fhould  be  on  D  4th  line. 

3d  Bafs  ftaff,  laft  bar,  the  4th  crotchet  fhould  be  D  3d  line. 

2d  Treble  ftaff,  4th  bar,  infert  a  flurp  between  the  femibreve  and  minim, 

No.  221,  2d  verfe,'read  "  His  mercy  choie,"  &c. 

ift  bafs  ftaff,  7th  bar,  the  ift  crotchet  fhould  be  C  one  ledger  line  above  the  ftaff, 

ill  bafs  ftaff,  1 8th  bar,  the  2d  minim  fhould  be  on  C  2d  fpace. 

2d  bafs  ftaff,  10th  bar,  the  4th  crotchet  fhould  be  B  the  fpace  above  the  ftaff. 

ift  bafs  ftaff,  laft  bar,  the  femibreve  fhould  be  F  4th  line. 

ift  Air  ftaff,  laft  bar,  the  quaver  fhould  be  C  3d  fpace. 

ift  Treble  ftaff,  3d  bar,  the  3d  crotchet  fhould  be  D  fpace  below  the  ftaff. 

3d  Air  ftaff,  ift  bar,  the  2d  minim  fhculd  be  F  5th  line. 

3d  Treble  ftaff,  1 6th  bar  the  minim  fhould  be  C  3d  fpace. 

2d  Treble  ftaff,  12th  bar,  infert  a  natural  between  the  two  crotchets  on  B  3d  line, 

ift  Treble  ftaff,  9th  bar,  the  laft  quaver  fhould  be  A  2d  fpace. 

2d  Air  ftaff,  8th  bar,  the  crotchet  fliould  be  a  minim. 

2d  Treble  ftaff,  4th  bar,  for  the  natural  infert  a  fi  it. 

2d  Treble  ftaff,  ift  bar,  the  minim  fhould  be  E  lit  line. 

2d  Air  ftaff,  3d  bar,  the  ift  crotchet  fhould  be  on  C  3d  fpace. 

The  2d  ftaff  of  the  2d  Treble,  6th  bar,  the  ift  quaver  on  A  fhould  be  on  G  3d  fpace 

No.  422  fliould  be  Hymn  70. 

ift  Treble  ftaff,  laft  bar  but  one,  the  ift  crotchet  fliould  be  A  2d  fpace  (in  fome 

copies.) 

3d  Bafs  ftaff,  15  and  16th  bars,  the  ift  crotchet  in  each  bar  fhould  be  D  above  the 

ledger  line. 

2d  Bafs  ftafF,  7th  bar,  the  laft  crotchet  fliould  be  A  5th  line 
3d  Bafs  ftaff,  5th  bar,  the  2d  minim  fliould  be  on  C  2d  fpace. 
ift  Counter  ftaff,  8th  bar,  the  4th  quaver  fhould  be  C  3d  line. 
No.  533,  laft  verfe,  iov  grece  read  grace. 

2d  Bafs  ftaff,  6th  bar,  for  the  2d  crotchet  on  D  infert  a  crotchet  on  3  2d  line. 
3d  Air  ftaff,  laft  bar,  add  a  point  after  the  crotchet. 

3d  Treble  ftaff,  laft  bar,  make  the  ift  crotchet  a  quaver,  and  add  a  point  Sifter 
2d  crotchet. 

2d  Treble  ftaff,  7th  bar,  infert  a  fliarp  between  the  minims. 
2d  Air  ftaff,  3d  bar,  erafe  the  ift  fharp. 

2d  Treble  ftafl,  5th  bar,  the  laft  crotchet  fhould  be  G  2d  line, 
3d  Air  ftaff,  2d  bar,  the  4th  crotchet  fhould  be  A  2d  fpace. 
3d  Bafs  ftaff,  6th  bar,  the  minim  fliould  be  E  3d  fpace. 
ift  Air  ftaff,  12th  bar,  the  ift  crotchet  fhould  be  A  2d  fpace. 
Inftead  of  this  fign  C,  infert  the  bar'd  C,  2  beats. 

2d  Air  ftaff,  3d  bar,  the  ift  quaver,  in  fome  copies,  fhould  be  C  2d  fpace. 

3d  Bafs  ftaff,  7th  bar,  the  ?d  lharp  fliould  be  a  natural. 

2d  Bafs  ftaff,  4th  bar,  the  1  ft  crotchet  fhould  be  F  4th  line. 

ift  Air  ftaff,  7th  bar,  the  ift  pointed  crotchet  fhould  beD  4th  line. 

ift  Air  ftaff,  2d  bar,  the  ift  crotchet,  fhould  be  D  4th  lino,  and  the  2d  a  itchfg 

fhould  be  C  3d  fpace. 
2d  Bafs  flaff,  7th  bar,  the  crotchet  fhculd  be  F  4th  line, 
ift  Treble  ftaff,  6th  bar,  the  3d  crotchet  fhould  be  G  2d  line, 
ift  Air  ftaff,  5th  bar,  the  ift  crotchet  fhould  be  D  4th  line. 
2d  Bafs  ftaff,  6:h  bar,  the  2d  crotchet  fhould  be  E  3d  fpace. 
3d  Bafs  ftaff,  17th  bar,  the  crotchet  fhould  be  G  4th  fpace 


Chapter  17th,  page  20,  3d  line  from  the  bottom,  in  a  few  coci-es.far  cor.neclfi '  r?aj  couiftsi. 
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c,  :maj  H.  Bonnet ', 
1,  maj 

*0r  maj 

■  £">  rnaj 
c,  maj' 

c,  maj  Harmonia  Sacra. 
c,  min 
1,  maj 

c,  min  PT.  Tan/ur, 
1,  min 
;1,  min 

9}  maj  y.  Smith, 
*1,  min  :T.  Williams'  coll. 
c,  maj 

c,  maj  ^.  Williams, 
c,  min 
1,  maj 

1,  maj  Z)r.  Madan's  coll. 
1,  maj 
c,  maj 

1,  maj  B.  Cuzcns, 
1,  maj  do. 
1,  maj  do. 
1,  maj 
c,  maj 

c,  min  Ha.  Americana, 
1,  maj  O.  Holden, 
I,  maj 

c,  maj  Har.  Americana, 

1^  maj 

s,  min 

1,  min 

c,  maj 

1,  maj 

c,  maj  T.  Williams'  coll. 
1,  maj  Harmonia  Sacra^ 
c,  maj  German, 
c,  maj 


T  AtE. 

268 
278 

288 
298 

3°9 
3°9 
310 

311 

225 

236 

237 
238 

248 
250 
276 
277 
278 
279 
281 
284 
292 

295 

299 

306 
242 
243 
247 
248 

254 
266 
280 
296 

3°7 
314 

251 

265 
281 
290 
248 
27  i 
281 
2S4 
229 
238 


I,  maj 

1,  maj  f.  Wil/fams'  coll. 
1,  min 
c,  maj 
1,  maj 
c,  maj 
s,  maj 

1,  maj  y.  Darivell, 
1,  maj 
c,  maj 
1,  maj 
c,  maj 

1> 
1, 


maj 


m 


{Glasgow 
Gravefcnd 
JGrccnfton 
JGeneffee 
jHanbury 
{Holdernefs 
{Haverhill  ' 
Henley 
{Hillfea 
Hilany's  St. 
JHollifton 
Indoftan 
Italy 

Jude's  St. 

James'  St.  c,  maj 

Jamaica  h,  maj 

Kingfbridge  1,  min 
{Kifiingworth  c,  min 
jKennington  c,  min 
Kingfwood  1,  maj 
|Kennebunk  c,  min 
{Livingfton  s,  maj 
Lockwood  1,  maj 
Londonderry  c,  maj 
j  Lima  1,  min 

{Laurelhill  c,  maj 
Leith  1,  maj 

{Lovain  1,  maj 

Little  Marlboro' s,  min 
Mitcham  c,  maj 

{Maxwell  1,  min 

{MorningHymn  1,  maj 
{Morning  Song  1,  maj 
Mary's  St.         c,  min  S.  Sti/bbs, 
{Mechvay  1,  maj 

{Macedonia        1,  maj 


J.  Baildon, 

Har.  Americana, 
Sacchini, 
T.  Williams'  coll. 
R.  Courtville, 
T.  William's  coll. 
Harmonia  Sacra, 


Coombs, 


Pleycl, 
J,  Marjb, 


Stanley, 

T.  Williams'  coll. 
Harmonia  Sacra, 


Milner 
Maryland 
Millington 
{Normandy 
{Nubia 
{Norwich 
{Natchez 


s,  maj 
1,  maj 
h,  maj 
c,  maj 
1,  maj 
1,  maj 
s,  maj 


Bland's  coll. 
Italian, 

Har.  Americana, 


{Newhampfhire  c,  maj 


PACE. 

239 

"55 
§^ 
29c. 
214 
217 
219 

247 
251 

286 

3°5 

239 

255 

3°5 
308 

3X5 

227 

249 
282 
297 
3°4 

245 
249 

286 

288 

291 

295 
302 

308 

228 

230 

270 

271 

275 

275 

283 

296 
312 

3*3 
231 

267 
276 
279 
293 


{Nottingh/m 
{Ophir  7 
{Orkney 
OWford 
^arma 

Poirea 
Perfia 
Rochelir 
{Ryegate 
Randolph, 
{Seabrook 
Submiffion 
I  Shoreditch 
{San tee 
{Smithfield 
{Sharon 
{Surrinam 
Scbaftians  St. 
Shellingford 
{Scythia 
Sandisfield 
{Tolland 
Triumph  of  far 
Thomas  St. 
{Thetford 
Tunbridge 
Tilbury 
Trenton 
LTnnfton 
{Ulmen 
{Venice 
{Volenton 
{Weymouth 
{Wirkfwordi 
Waltham 
{Wanitead 
{Whiteftown 
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39° 
322 
328 

335 
342 
382 

405 
414 


||Lavington 
Milbank, 
||Moravia  & 
Marlborof 

Mihvard 

Marks'  St.  » 

||Middlcboro'  ' 

Milton 

Magdalen 

[|Malabar 

||Minden 

jjMarmgrove 

Morefco 

Milford 

Martin's  lane 

JjMantua 

jlNewfane 

||Nazareth 

Nantucket 

Naples 

[iNeponfet 

Nantwich 

Newcourt 

||Needham 

j|New-Orleans, 

||New-London 

||New-Salem 

jjOneida 

Otford, 

Olaves  St. 

j|Orrington 

Oulney 

OlTipee 

Prefton 

JjPeterfliam 

j|Penobfcot 

Plainfield 

[IPortfmouth 

Paxton 

Pelham 

Palmis 

Peekham 

Pom  fret 

(|Paris 


1,  maj 

1,  rnaj  Dr.  Burney, 
c,  min 

c;  maj  W.  Shrubfole, 
c,  maj  y.  Key, 

<l,^naj 

c,  .min 

c,  maj  ST.  William*?  cc 
jL  maj  "  do. 

x,  maj 
c,  min 
c,  maj 
c,  maj  1 

c,  maj  J.  Stepfknfon. 
1,  maj  E.  Lees, 

h,  maj    '  ^jj^^H 


c,  m 


W: Hams'  coll. 


c,  min 
1,  maj  T. 
c,  maj 
c, .  maj 
1,  maj  Dr.  Madan, 
1,  maj  H.  E. 
k  maj  ^ 
s,  maj 
1,  maj 
1,  min 
1,  min 

c,  maj  Dr.  Hayes, 
c,  min  y.  Hujband, 
c,  maj 

s.  min  Harmonia  Saom, 
c,  maj 
c,  maj 
c,  maj 
c,  min 

c,  maj  J.  Kimball,  jr. 
c,  maj 

c,  maj  EiTex  Harmony, 

maj  Giardini, 
1,  maj  Harmonia  Sacra. 
s,  maj  /.  Smith, 
1,  maj  Har.  Americana, 

-  aj 


PACE.* 
422 

329 
340 
342 

343' 


379; 
2  8  o  jj 

39°i 

398' 
419 

41.9 

320 

323 
33 1 

347 

361, 

381 

392 

'395 

4°3  j 
410-} 


4i3 

344 
35i 
354 
363 
364 
373 
338 
339 
357 
372 
374 
383 
335 
38S 

392 

396. 
400 


Quito 
J|Romc 
{{ Rhone 
■■jjRaynham 
[Riga 
|i  Rutland 

jjRowlcy 

Rehoboth 

Rindgc 
1  Somersiield. 

||Saranac 

JjScituate 

Sufiblk 

Sidon 

Somerfct 

||Suabia  •  >  $ 
r  Sinai 

;Southwick  \ 

"jjSandgate 

^■Skylark 

Pyringham 
'  ||Tamworth 

jiTinmore1 
:|jTempleton 
jjffruro 
^|Tyngfboro' 

Torbay 
rHJlfter 
*Utica 

jjUpley 

jlVaffalboro' 

Walworth 

Walton 

Windfor 

Wyberg 

Wedneibury 


•maj 
tfnai 


C.  Z.cckhart, 


c,  'maj 
inaj 


t 


c,  maj 
s,  maj 
s,  maj 
1,  min 


maj 
maj 


1,  maj 
1,  maj 

maj 


Dr.  Ro^crfon, 
Har.  Americana, 
y.  Stephen/on, 

,N.  Talbot. 
m.  Billings, 


1,  min 

c,  min 

• maj  Har.  Americana, 

1,  maj 

c,  maj 
M,  min 

c,  min 

c,  maj 

1,  maj 

1,  maj 

1,  min 

1,  maj 

1,  maj 

s,  maj 

c,  maj 

1,  maj 

c,  maj 

1,  min 

c,  maj 

c,  maj 

c,  min 

c,  min 

c,  maj 

c,  min 


J.W.  Callcott, 
Harmonia  Sacra, 

Harmonia  Sacra, 


T.  Williams*  coll. 

Dr.  Madan, 
Har.  Americana, 
y.w.  Callcott, 


y.  Key, 
Kirby, 

%w.  Callcott, 
Harmonia  Sacra, 


PACE. 

388 
33 1 

332 
357 
360 

369 
37i 
384 
394 
415 
324 
327 
329 
349 

352 
400 

402 

4*i 
412 

413 
4i7 
317 
3*9 
329 
33° 
352 
373 
414 

346 

387 
414 

384 
336 
348 
35o 

355 
386 


Walden 

||Wentworth 

||Winthrop 

jjZuric 

||Zemlin 


c,  min  /.  Smith. 
c,  min 
c,  min 
c,  min 
c,  maj 


BOOK  III. 


1  HAUGUSTA, 
Brookfield 
IjBradford 
Berkenheim 
||Bern 

Colchefter-new 

Chelmsford 

Canterbury 

IjDerryfield 

IjFlorence 

Flemington 

Farnham 

||Freeport 

Gloucefter 

||  Grafton 

||Hackin5ac 

jj  Hanover 

jjHomerfton 

||Henniker 

HJaffrey 

Kibworth 

Kingfton 

Leinfter 

Lewilham 


Mount  Ephraim  s,  maj 
Newark  c,  maj 

JjNewington.     s,  maj 


I,  maj 
1,  min 
s,  maj 
q,  maj 
1,  maj 
c,  maj 
C,  min 
c,  maj 
c,  maj 
1.  maj 
1,  maj 
s,  maj 
h,  maj 
1,  maj  B.  Milgrove 
c,  maj 
c,  maj 
c,  maj 
c,  maj 
c,  maj 
1,  maj 
s,  maj 
c,  maj 
1,  maj 
s,  maj 


W.  Billings, 

y.  Valentine, 

T.  Williams*  coll. 
Harmonia  Sacra, 
do. 


R.  Broderip, 
y.  Playford, 


T.  Williams*  coll. 
Dr.  Madan, 
do. 

B.  Milgrove, 

do. 
Dr.  Arne, 


PAGt. 

•  387 

412 
415 
367' 
374 


441 

424 
429 

443 

445 

425 
426 

433 

43° 
429 

438 
448 
449 
435 
439 
43 1 
433 
43  6 

447 
427 

448 
454 
456 
454 
446 
428 
444 


Norfolk 
Orney 
||Parthia 
Princeton 
Rockingham 
1  Stockholm 
||S\vftiizey 
jjSumpfcer 
Shaftibury 
||Scarboro' 
Tigris 

|i  Tcwkfbbury 

||Topsfield 

Tweed 

||Waynefboro' 
Wicklow 
Wcflford 
(jWainfleet 


471 

PACE. 

c,  maj  Har.  Americana,  445 

c,  maj  R.  Brod-jrip,  44° 

f,  maj  446 

h,  maj  R.  2r;d"rip,  455 

c,  msj  J.  Marjh,  4-5 

\,  maj  Handel,  43 2 

c,  maj  437 

c,  maj  439 

h,  maj  iv.  Burney,  45 1 

h,  maj  45 2 

s,  maj  R.  Taylor,  424  jr 

1,  maj  4$oJ 

\  maj  434 

15  maj  Olive,  447 

1,  nWi  427 

c,  maj  rr.  Bcr.nei,  447 

li,  maj  P»;r.  Americana.  448 

maj  453 


SUPPLEMENT. 


AITHL  ONE  8 , 8  &6,maj 
||Bankton,  8,8&6,maj 
Barcelona,     8's.    maj  Dr.  Miller, 
1.  6's.  ma] 

8,8,6,  min  Harmonia  Sacra. 
7's.    maj  Dr.  Madan, 


j  Canada, 
Chapel, 
Conqueft,  • 
jjDoxology 
§Hamden 
§Holitein 
§  Luzerne, 
§NewcaitIe, 
St.  Michaels, 
§Verney 
STiadkia 


1.  6's.  maj 
8,  7,  maj 
5's.  maj 
8's.  maj 

8's.  maj  Harmonia  Sacra. 
5's.  maj 
1.  6's.  maj 


456 

459 

460 

455 
461 
461 

464 

457 
463 

460 

462 

463 

453 

453 


OF  SUBSCRIBERS* 


Majfachufetts. 

M.jKI        RS    Ol    THE    ESSKX  MUSICAL 
ASSOCIATION. 

ker  Spoffbrd  Boxford 
ih  Symonds,  jun.  do 
len  Kimball  do 
lip  Farnngton  Andover 
i  Towne  do 
nas  Houghton  do 
Nathaniel  Peabody,  A.  B.  do 
Mr.  B.  B.  Macanulty,  bookfeller,  Sditem 
Mr.  Jofhua  Cufhing,  printer,  do 
Mr.  Jofeph  Glorer  " 
Mr.  Amos  Towne 
Mr.  Jofeph  H.  Beckett 
Mr.  P.  A.  Von  Hagen,  jun. 
Thomas  Thomas,  Efq. 
Mr.  Samuel  Bartlett 
Mr.  Robert  Long 
Mr.  John  Hafkell 
Jacob  Kara  ball,  jr  t  ' 


printer, 
12  copies 


X  do 
do 
do 
Toptfield 

do 
Danvers 

do 
Newbury 

do 
Haverhill 
do 

0-  —  0 — o— o — o — — o 

Haverhill 


Mr.  Ebcnezc 
Mr.  Jofeph  P 

mix.  Aoios'Tjtarjce 
Mr.  Silas-  Jim; 

Mr.  Driu^K# vJ 
.Lieu'.  \^:,*iA  jf? 
Mr,  Mofes  f4tei 

<■  Q  Q.    .(j—  J  

Re.   Ah*1  robot 

Mr.  J-rr,cs  Abbot  12  copies  Billerica 
Mr.  Phinehas  Adams 

Rev.  Mofes  Adams  Ailon 

Mr.  Jofeph  Adams  Rowley 
David  Adams  Undent,  Cambridge 
Mr.  Moles  Atwood,  merchant,  Haverhill 

Mr.  Nathaniel  Aver  do 

Mr.  Samuel  Ayer**^  do 

Rev.  Jolhua  Bates  Dedham 

Mr.  Samuel  Babcock  Water  town 

Capt-  Edmund  Bartlett  do 

"Dr.  Nathaniel  Biadftreet  do 

Mr.  Abiam  Brown  do 

Gen.  James  Brickett  Haverhill 

Dr.  Daniel  Brickett  do 

Capt.  Ifrael  Bartlett  do 

Mils  Nabby  Bradley  do 

Mr.  Jofeph  L.  Boiquet  do 

Jvfr.  John  E.  Bartlett  Newbury 

Mr.  Jb'rauck  Biov/n  do 

Me.  Daniel  Chapman  Boxford 
Mr.  Mark  Colni),  merchant,  Newburyport 

Mr.  Thomas  Caldwell  do 

Mr.  Mofes  Chafe  do 

Mr.  William  Chafe,  jun.  do 

Mr.  Paul  Couth  do 

Meffirs-  { AppiS]  bookM.,03cop.to 


Mr.  Gilbert  ChaeV \f\  a 
Mr.  Mofes  Chi 
I  Mr.  Jofeph  '  ' 
Mr.  Jeffe  f 1 
Dr.  John  O  /< 
RevtD  av  /# 
Mr.  S      jfih  i 

Mr    I  -na 

M     ''jM*  'on 
?  M  ■mff''  1  Poller,  merch 
.  G    -ii  H.  Fay, 
.  lagg,  A.  M. 
i  Jor  .ihan  Fay,  Efq. 
,  '  ifs  Hannah  Gale 
'  Mr.  Thomas  Hale 
j  Mr.  Mofes  Hoyt 
Mr.  William  Hills 
Mr.  Jofeph  Howe 
Mr.  Henry  Hilliard 
Mr.  John  Harris,  jun. 
Mr.  Samuel  Hobfon 
Mr.  William  Heywood 
Mr.  Samuel  Hoar,  jun. 
Benjamin  Hodges  ftudent 
Mr.  William  Hills 
Mr.  Mofes  Hazeltine 
Dr.  Manly  Hardy 
Dr.  Jofhua  Jewett 
Mr.  Eliphalet  Jewett 
Mr.  David  Kimball 
Mr.  Mofes  Kingfbury 
Mr.  Daniel  Kimball 
Leonard  Kimball  ftudent 
Mr.  Mofes  Kimball 
Mr.  Silas  Knapp 
Mr.  John  Lambert 


do 

Newbury 
,  do 
Concord 
Bofion 
Newburyport 
do 
Needham 
Newburyport 
do 
Haverhill 
Beverly 
Concord 
Haverhill 
Ncwburyport 
do 
do 
Jpfwich 
Rowley 
do 
do 
Concord 
Littleton 
Cambridge 
Newbury 
Haverhill 
Bradford 
Rowley 
do 

Boxford 
Needham 
Littleton 
Cambridge 
Ncwburyport 
do 
Rowley 

Mr.  A.  March,bookfell.20o  iop.Ncwburyport 
Rev.  Thomas  Noyes  Needham 
Mr.  Ebenezcr  Noyes  Newburyport 
Mr.  Ifaac  Ordway  Newbury 
Mr.  Timothy  Ofgood  Haverhill 
Dr.  John  Park  Ncwburyport 
Mr.  Jacob  Perkins  do 
Capt.  Abram  Perkins  do 
Nicholas  Pike,  Efq.  do 
Mr.  John  Pulcifer  2  copies  Newbury 
Mr.  Thomas  Plummer  Haverhill 
Rev.  Stephen  Palmer  Needham 
Mr.  Nathaniel  Perley  Boxford 
Rev.  Ezra  Ripley  Concord 
Capt.  Jofeph  Symonds  z  copies  Boxford 
Mr.  Samuel  Stevens,  3d.  Andover 
Mr.  James  Sullivan  Concord 
Lewis  Strong  ftudent  Cambridge 

Mr.  Amos  Stickney  Ncwburyport 
Mr.  Jofeph  Stanwood  Newbury 
Mr.  Solomon  Stickney  Byfield 
Dr,  Nathaniel  Sahsnftall  Haverhill 


Leverett  Saltonftall,  A-  B.  do 

Rev.  David  Smith  do 

Mr.  William  Smith  do 

Mifs  Mary  Scargeant  do 

Mr.  Chcfter  Stebbins  Bcfton 

Ichabod  Tucker,  Efq.  Salem 

Mr.  Nathaniel  Talbot  Ncwburyport 

Mr.  Ifrael  Thorndike  Beverly 

Wallingford  Todd,  A.  B.  Rowley 

Mr.  John  Varnum  Havrhill 

Rev.  Gilbert  T.  Williams  Linebrook 

Deac.  John  White  Concord 

Mifs  Elizabeth  White  Haverhill 

Mr.  Stephen  Wood  do 

Mr.  Edmund  Worth  Newbury 

Mr.  Benjamin  Whitmore  Newburyport 

Mr.  David  Wrood  do 

Mr.  James  Wood  do 

Mifs  Betfy  Wales  Dorchejler 


Ncwbampjlrirc. 

M  f  Preceptor  of) 
fillips' Ac.  j 


Benj.  Abbot,  A 

Lieut.  David  Allen 
Hon.  Silas  Betton,  Efq. 
Mr.  William  Blake 
Dr.  Dennifon  Bowers 
Mr.  Amos  Blanchard 
Benjamin  Champney,  Efq, 
Mr.  David  Carleton 
Mr.  Amos  Chapman 
Mr.  John  Cutter 
Mr.  John  Davis 
Mr.  Timothy  Dix,  merch. 
Mr.  Nathaniel  G.  Duren 
Mr.  Samuel  Dakin 
Mr.  Charles  Deming 
John  Dutch  ftudent 
Mr.  Thomas  Dean 
Mr.  Henry  French 
Dr.  William  Gage    6  copies 
Mr.  William  Gage 
Mr.  Robert  Gilmore 
Mr.  John  Gilbert 
John  A.  Flarper,  Efq. 
Lieut.  Ezra  Hutchins 
George  Hough,  Efq. 
Mr.  Simeon*  G.^iall 
Daniel  Hardy,  jun.  A.  M. 
Mr.  Nathan  T.  Hilton 
Mr.  William  Heath,  jun. 
Mr.  David  Holden 
George  Herbert  ftudent 
Capt.  Levi  Healy 
Mr.  Jofiah  Ingalls 
David  Jewett  ftudent 
Mr.  Nathan  Johnfon 
Mr.  Amos  Knight 


Exeter 


Salem 
do 
Dover 
Bofcawen 
Exeter 
New-Ipfwieh 
Rindge 
Haverhill 
Pelham 
Concord 
Bofcawen 
New-Ipfwich 
Jaffrey 
New-Marlbcrougb 
Dart.  College 
Gilmanton 
Port/mouth 
Pelham 
do 

Atkinfon 
Sanbornton 
Exeter 
Concord 

do 
Pelham 
Newtnarket 
Haverhill 
Grit  on 
Dart.  CollcXt 
HampUnfalls 
Jaffrey 
Dart.  College 
Hamfftead 
Atkinfon 


Mr.  Benjamin  Lamfon  Exeferi 
Mr.  John  Lock,  jun.  p^e 
Mr.  Dudrey  Leavitt  Gilmanton 
Mufical'Choir  3  copies  Dart.  College, 

Dunbartcn 


Concord 
Haverhill 


)pits  Ytfbnjon 
Kingston 
Haverhill 
.'"  Pelham- 
G  copies  Keens 
Sanborn,'  :n 
■'.Jaffrey 
_ 'Exeter 


Rindo 


I.or.dc 


Mr.  James  Mills 

Rev.  Afa  M'Farland 

Mr.  Mofes  Merrill 

Mr.  John  Montgomery,  merch 

Mr  Bradbuiy  Morrifon 

Nathaniel  Parker,  Efq. 

Col.  Jeremiah  Pritchard 

Rev.  Stephen -Peabody^i  a-  co,pi 

Mr.  Aaron  Patten 

Mr.  Solomon  Pratt 

Mr.  Peter  Paterfon 

Mr.  John  Prentifs,  printer, 

Mr.  Edward  Rundlett 

Deac.  Eleazer  Spofford 

Mr.  John  Sawyer, 

Hon.  Samuel  Tenney,  Efq 

u  cr      ("Towne  &:  1  77    ,  ■ 

Mefiirs  <  fl.jUad      f  nler-  1 2  C0P-  Hephnton 

Mr.  John  Townfend 
Mifs  Perils  Thorn 
Mr.  Nathaniel  Thayer^ 
Mr.  Jereme  Underwood 
Enoch  Wood,  Efq.  12  copies 
Mr. Jofiah  Wilder 
Mr.  John  Wheeler 

Comicfticut.  *  .Jk 
Rev.  Abiel  Abbot 
Rev.  David  Avery 
Mr.  William  A.  Brewfter 
Mr.  Aaron  Hovey 
Mr.  John  Kinfley,  jun. 
Mr.  Jonathan  Martin,  jun. 
Mr.  Ebener  Mofely 
Mr.  Ebenezer  Robbins  3  copies 
Mi  .  Joiiah  Sefiions    2  copies 
Gardner  Spring    ftud.  12  cop. 
Mr.  Jofiah  Witter    3  copies 

Maine. 
Rev.  Jofhua  Cufhman 
Mr.  Daniel  Dole 
Maj.  Mofes  Hodfdon 
Mr.  Ifaac  Hodfdon 
Mr.  Nathan  Hodfdon 
Mr.  Abram  Maxim 
Mr.  Ephraim  Merrill 

Vermont, 
Mr.  Jeremiah  Ingalls 
Mr.  Mofes  Wallace 

Ncw-Tork, 

Mr.  Afa  Ellis 
Capt.  Daniel  Morfe 

Cj*Tee  ill  je  are  all  the  names  which  bavi 

been  nc~clveJKM  kL 


Kingston 
Jeffrey 
I*oudon 
Rindge 


■  Coventry 
Mansfield 
Hampton 
Mansfield 
Windham 
Mansfield 
Hampton 
Ha?npton 
do 

Tale  College 
Hampton 

Win/low 
Wifcaffet 
Berwick 
do 
do 
Turner 
Falmoull. 

Newbury 

do 

Rom: 
do 
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